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      Colin knew something was wrong when he found himself in the head of a squirrel.

      Asshole Spence had him against an old oak tree a block away from the high school. Spence's car, a red Mustang, was parked on the street next to them. Spence's hand was tight around Colin's throat.

      "Don't be spitting on my car, dirtbag," he said.

      "I didn't do that and you know it," Colin said.

      "My word against yours."

      Colin was a year younger than Spence and he wasn't old enough to drive, otherwise he'd have a car of his own and wouldn't be in this predicament. Spence, for whatever messed-up-in-head reason, liked to torment Colin if he caught him walking by his car. And Colin avoided walking by the Mustang, but Spence never parked it in the same place or same side of the street. A lot kids who drove struggled to find parking spaces along Hilyard Street so that wasn't a surprise.

      Colin would have been more aware of walking by Spence's car if it wasn't for that squirrel. It was huge, the size of a grown man's forearm, with the typical fluffy gray tail. It had made eye contact with him from a front lawn. Colin's mind flickered like someone was playing with a light switch in his head and he saw himself walking on the sidewalk, dressed in a Doctor Who tee shirt and jeans, with his windbreaker tied around his waist. He walked with his hands on the straps of his backpack. His hair swept back by warm spring breeze.

      Then the squirrel raced across the lawn, away from him, scampered along sidewalk for awhile, then paused, and turned around. Once again Colin's mind flickered and he saw himself approaching the squirrel. Walking on a gray sidewalk flanked by emerald green lawn on one side and a green berm populated with dandelions on the other.

      Colin shook his head, to clear it. He'd been thinking about his parents gone for the weekend and how nice it would be to invite Kaylee over to hang out. He hadn't been simply daydreaming, letting his imagination flow, imagining himself from the squirrel's point of view. The visions had seemed out of his control.

      He watched the squirrel as he walked, waiting for his mind to flicker again. The squirrel scrambled up an oak tree, its claws scratching along the bark as it raced up. Colin stopped there to look up at the squirrel. He hadn't been paying attention to who was walking behind him.

      That's when Spence had grabbed him.

      In fact, the squirrel was watching them. Colin's mind flickered and he was above their heads, watching asshole Spence hold him against the tree.

      "Your words are all lies," Colin said to him.

      Spence used his free hand to slap him across the face. "Don't call me a liar."

      Colin's cheek burned and he tried to pull the other boy's hand from his throat. The squirrel chattered above, but that had no affect on Spence. Colin kicked at his shins, made contact, and Spence's face broke into a snarl and he brought a knee up into Colin's stomach.

      His breath rushed out of him and a felt like he was going to hurl. Spence pushed him down and Colin fell to his knees on the sidewalk, coughing.

      "Next time you come near my car, I'm going to beat the shit out of you," Spence said.

      Colin kept his head down and waited for the pain to subside.

      The squirrel chattered from high in the branches. Spence reached down into the gutter by his car and picked up—pebbles or rocks, Colin presumed—and tossed them into the overhanging branches at the squirrel. After two volleys the squirrel still didn't shut up. Spence went around the car in a huff and got into his Mustang. The engine rumbled and the Mustang squealed away from the curb and accelerated down the street.

      "Asshole," Colin said to nobody in particular.

      
      They lived on Potter Street with two huge pine trees in the front yard and the smell of those trees wafted in on the breeze through the screen door. Colin sat at the foot sat at the foot of the stairs, reclining with his elbows resting on a step, his legs crossed as Mom stood in front of the door talking on her cell phone. Dad was already in the car and had already given his signature "ciao" when he went out. The dude thought he was Italian with a last name like McClintock.

      "And Hannah, if you bring the dog over," Mom said, "clean up after it."

      Colin could hear his sister reply, full of exasperation in her voice.

      "Fine, his name is Cerberus. Clean up after Cerberus or don't bring him around," Mom said. She talked with a finger tucked into one ear socket, and the phone pressed up against the other.

      Hannah was nineteen and lived in Corvallis going to OSU instead of U of O which was just down the street from their home in Eugene. She was studying to be a veterinarian. Mom had never been keen on pets but Colin and his sister always had a fondness for animals. While Colin didn't need his sister checking up on him while the parents were out of town, he looked forward to playing with her German Shepherd. Cerberus was almost a year old now and it was her first dog after moving out of the house. Colin hadn't seen him since Christmas and he'd been a growing puppy then.

      "I don't know why you couldn't wait on getting a pet until after college," Mom said to Hannah.

      Even Colin had enough. He spoke up, "Mom, she's responsible with the dog! Besides, Dad's waiting for you in the car."

      She actually rolled her eyes at him and turned towards the door, her heels striking the hardwood floor. "You've heard this all before, I know. Pet lovers, where did you two get that?"

      Colin thought Dad might be a closet pet lover because he played with Cerberus gleefully on Thanksgiving. It's just their mother put veto on any pet ownership. If anybody, Mom was the odd one out in this family.

      "Bye bye, honey," Mom said and removed the phone from her ear. She turned around and Colin got up from the steps.

      "Everything will be fine," he said. "I can take care of myself."

      "Your Dad left you some risotto in the refrigerator," she said.

      "He told me already."

      He watched from the porch as they backed the Subaru out the driveway and drove down the street with two short beeps of the horn. Across the street, Dilbert, the Smith's calico cat, was stalking two robins pecking at something edible on the sidewalk. Dilbert moved with careful ease, one gentle paw after another, closing the distance between him and the birds.

      Colin's mind flickered and he entered Dilbert's head, saw the birds and his human heart raced. He thought: Get 'em! And Dilbert pounced. The robins shot into the air and Dilbert swiped at one and missed by mere inches as they took flight. Dilbert did a double take at Colin and ran off.

      First the squirrel, now this. Colin wondered, did I just control that cat?

      
      Texting his sister, they agreed they'd go to Amazon Park on Saturday.

      Hannah drove up to Eugene in her Jeep with the top off. Her long, curly black hair ruffled in the wind as she pulled up in the front of the house the next morning. Cerberus stood in the back with his head poking between the space between the front seats. The sun was out, partly cloudy, but the temperature soaring to the high seventies. A beautiful spring day and Colin like the idea of hanging out in the park. Kaylee had soccer practice there on Saturdays and hopefully he'd get to talk to her.

      He said, "hey" to his sis, patted Cerberus's head, and strapped on his seat belt. "Pretty daring of you to drive without the top on during spring." It was easier to expect rain in Oregon, winter and spring. Summer you might get by with the assumption it'll stay sunny.

      "I'm not worried," she said.

      Cerberus sniffed at his ear and neck and Colin reached back and scratched the dogs chest. "He's getting big," he said. "Hasn't grown the other two heads yet, tho."

      Hannah laughed. "He's a handful with just one. So how are you doing?"

      She looked over her shoulder and pulled out into the street. The shadows of the overhanging tree limbs washed over them as they cruised.

      "Fine," he said.

      "What about that girl you liked we talked about over Christmas break?"

      "Kaylee. Nothing yet, but she has soccer practice at the park."

      "You haven't moved on that yet?" she asked, squinting and grimacing.

      "We talk a lot. I just haven't asked her to hang out."

      "What are you waiting for?"

      Colin shrugged. "The right moment."

      Hannah grinned and shook her head. "There won't be a right moment. Just ask her to hang."

      "Easier said then done."

      "Too shy."

      Cerberus had brown fur with two black splotches on his back and one on his face. White tuffs of fur stuck out on his chest. He'd grown to be handsome dog, graceful from the still-a-puppy phase back in December. At the park, Hannah tossed him his chew toy and Cerberus leaped into the air and caught it.

      Colin could see the girl's soccer practice, their blue uniforms mingling with the red ones. He spotted Kaylee and her blond hair, her jersey number nineteen. There was group of guys playing frisbee golf in the short nine hole course not far from the soccer fields. Colin and Hannah stayed in the dog area where a dozen dogs played while their owners sat in bleacher seating or on the picnic tables like he and Hannah did. Most of the dogs were beautiful mutts, a couple of them Pit Bull mixes, but he also noted one Dalmatian and one Golden Lab.

      There was one rambunctious white German Shepard that snapped at Cerberus repeatedly and Colin's mind flickered again. He saw the white dog with the pointy ears from Cerberus's point of view and smelled aggression, which smelled like something burning. Colin didn't know why Cerberus just stared the other dog down. It didn't stop the other dog's snapping. In fact, the other dog moved in closer.

      Colin thought: Get him, Cerberus, you can take him.

      Cerberus's tail wagged in warning, and he growled at the other dog.

      Then to Colin's surprise, he heard Hannah's voice inside his head: Get out of here, Colin, I got this!

      He looked at his sister on the other side of the picnic table, but she wasn't looking at him. She sat at the edge of the bench seat with her elbows on her knees and stared at Cerberus. Colin looked back at the dogs and they began stiffing each other, cautiously. His mind flickered and he was inside Cerberus's head again. The other dog smelled like cut grass, lemon juice, and wet dog food. Hannah's voice: Good boy, patience, stay confident. And Cerberus held his head high and stared the white Shepard in the face, but the other dog avoided eye contact. When the dog's owner called, it ran off and Cerberus ran to Hannah and sat in between her knees.

      Then she looked at him. "Dude, when did you get the talent?"

      He leaned back and almost fell of the bench. He grabbed onto the edge of the table, relishing the texture of the rough wood. At least it was tangible, not like being submerged inside some animal's head.

      "Um," he said, realizing—yet not surprised—he shared something weird with his sister. "Last couple days weird things have been going through my head."

      "You can see what the dog sees," she suggested.

      "Not just dogs," he said. "Awesome, I thought I was going nuts
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