





How Beautiful the Ordinary


Twelve Stories of Identity


Edited by Michael Cart


[image: image]






Contents


Stories of Identity
 
Michael Cart



A Word from the Nearly Distant Past
 
David Levithan



Happily Ever After
 
Eric Shanower



My Life as a Dog
 
Ron Koertge



Trev
 
Jacqueline Woodson



My Virtual World
 
Francesca Lia Block



A Dark Red Love Knot
 
Margo Lanagan




Fingernail
 
William Sleator



Dyke March
 
Ariel Schrag



The Missing Person
 
Jennifer Finney Boylan



First Time
 
Julie Anne Peters



Dear Lang
 
Emma Donoghue



The Silk Road Runs Through Tupperneck, N.H.
 
Gregory Maguire







About the Editor




Other Books by Michael Cart




Credits




Copyright



About the Publisher








STORIES OF IDENTITY



There are countless reasons for reading, but when you’re young and uncertain of your identity, of who you may be, one of the most compelling is the quest to discover yourself reflected in the pages of a book. What a comfort that provides, seeing that you are not alone, that you are not—as you had feared—the only one of your kind. But what if you search whole libraries of such books in vain for your own face? That—for too many years—was the plight of gay, lesbian, and transgender young adults. For as far as literature was concerned, they were invisible. And even when gay and lesbian characters did begin appearing in the late 1960s and early 1970s, they were too often presented—stereotypically—as unhappy outsiders doomed to lives lived as “the other” on the outer fringes of society. Transgender teens remained invisible even longer, for their faces didn’t appear in fiction for young adults until 2004. And they remain among the most underrepresented—and least understood—people in all of literature.

Which suggests another compelling reason for reading: It’s a wonderful opportunity to meet those who may—in whatever way—be different from us. By taking us into characters’ minds, hearts, and lives, literature has an uncanny ability to help us understand that those we previously regarded as “the other” are—in terms of our common humanity—actually “us.”

In this spirit it’s fortunate that in the last decade or so an increasingly large body of such literature has finally begun accruing. It now offers not only honest but also artful portrayals of lesbian, gay, and transgender young adults. As a result, these lives are being made accessible to all readers.

This collection contains stories by twelve of our finest authors for young adults, writing about what it might mean to be gay, lesbian, or transgender. Whether you’re transgender, gay, or straight, you will find your own meanings in the stories that follow, of course, but for me one area of commonality is…their uncommonality. For, we discover, gay, lesbian, and transgender lives are as wonderfully various, diverse, and gloriously complex as any other lives. And not only are the lives these authors depict varied, so also are the strategies and devices they have used to tell their stories. As they demonstrate, while we can still find the truth of human experience in works of realism, we can also find it in works of speculative fiction; we can find it in traditional stories but also in nontraditional narratives; we can find it in words but also in pictures. Consider the contents of the book you’re about to read.

It begins with David Levithan’s nontraditional story, which is addressed directly to the reader; it’s a story that, with singular sweetness, examines the present and future lives of a half-dozen gay teenagers as they—and the reader—find a nearly perfect balance between the past and the future that promises to produce an attainable world of fulfillment and heartsease.

If that sounds almost magical, the next story contains elements of real magic as award-winning cartoonist Eric Shanower creates a graphic story about a troubled relationship that is complicated by the intervention of a genie who might have strayed into the story from the pages of The Arabian Nights. It turns out there’s magic not only in brass bottles but also in love.

Novelist and poet Ron Koertge then delivers a quirky work of experimental fiction that is rooted in the dangers and difficulties of coming out—still an issue even for today’s gay teens—and how one young man finds and frees himself in a totally unexpected and wonderfully imaginative way.

Next, Jacqueline Woodson, winner of the Margaret A. Edwards Award, takes us inside the mind and heart of Trev, a young girl who knows what the rest of the world can’t—that she’s really a boy—and then shows us how he struggles heroically—even superheroically—to come to terms with his true self.

Francesca Lia Block, another Margaret A. Edwards Award winner, writes a haunting and lyrical story that begins in a virtual world when two young people encounter each other online and then develop a heartfelt relationship that will result in surprise…and satisfaction.

Australian author and two-time winner of the Michael L. Printz Honor Award Margo Lanagan finds inspiration for her gorgeously written story of not one but two desperate encounters with love in the classic poem “The Highwayman.” Prepare to be dazzled.


William Sleator, that master of the outré, turns not to literature but to Thailand for his realistic and moving story of a young Thai man’s hazardous quest to find love, but in the wrong place, face, and arms.

Then the gifted young cartoonist Ariel Schrag, whose graphic novels Awkward, Dysfunction, Potential, and Likewise chronicled her four years at Berkeley High School, offers readers a hilarious, sometimes existential, occasionally delusional tourist’s–eye view of a San Francisco dyke march. (Get your picture taken with a topless dancer!)

Jennifer Finney Boylan, author of the bestselling memoir She’s Not There: A Life in Two Genders, writes a story about a girl who vanishes and the summer when a young teen named Jimmy “gave up on being a boy and became a girl instead.”

Julie Anne Peters is a boundary breaker. Her novel Luna, a National Book Award finalist, was the first YA novel to feature a transgender character. Now in her story “First Time” she writes tenderly and honestly about two teenage girls who make the difficult—and occasionally terrifying—decision to express their love for each other physically.

In “Dear Lang,” Emma Donoghue offers a short story in the form of a heartfelt letter from a forgotten mother to the teenage daughter whom she hasn’t seen in fourteen years.

And Gregory Maguire writes a story that, moving backward and forward in time, introduces readers to a man who confronts his memories of a passionate but “accidental” romance that still resonates in his present-day life.

And there you have it: twelve stories—alike only in the wonderful variety of their subjects, styles, and structures—that dramatically demonstrate that lesbian, gay, and transgender lives are extraordinary, yes, but also ordinary. How beautiful!

Michael Cart








A WORD FROM THE NEARLY DISTANT PAST

BY DAVID LEVITHAN










You can’t know what it is like for us now—you will always be one step behind.

Be thankful for that.

You can’t know what it was like for us then—you will always be one step ahead.

Be thankful for that, too.

Trust us: There is a nearly perfect balance between the past and the future. As we become the distant past, you become a future only a few of us would have imagined.

It’s hard to think of such things when you are busy dreaming or loving or screwing. The context falls away. We are a spirit-burden you carry, like that of your grandparents, or friends who moved away. We try to make it as light a burden as possible. We cannot be escapist in the same way. When we see you, there is nothing but context. We apologize: We cannot see you without thinking of ourselves. We were once the ones who were dreaming and loving and screwing. We were the ones who were living, and then we were the ones who were dying. We sewed ourselves, a thread’s width, into your history. The generation of like-loving souls that was cut down before you were born.

We were once like you, only our world wasn’t like yours.

You have no idea how close to death you came. Ten years. Twenty years. A generation or two earlier, you might not be here with us.

We resent you. You astonish us.

 

It’s 8:07 P.M. on Saturday, March 8, and right now Neil Hayden is thinking of us. He is fifteen, and he is walking over to his boyfriend Peter’s house. They have been going out for a year, and Neil starts by thinking about how long this seems. From the beginning, everyone has been telling him how it won’t last. But now, even if it doesn’t last forever, it feels like it has lasted long enough to be something. Peter’s parents treat Neil like a second son, and while his own parents are still alternately confused and distressed, they haven’t barred any of the doors.

Neil has a DVD, two bottles of Diet Dr Pepper, cookie dough, and a book of Mark Doty poems in his backpack. This—and Peter—is all it takes for him to feel profoundly lucky. But luck, we’ve learned, is actually part of an invisible equation. Two blocks away from Peter’s house, Neil gets a glimpse of this, and is struck with a feeling of deep, unnamed gratitude. He realizes that part of his good fortune is his place in history, and he thinks fleetingly of us, the ones who came before. We are not names or faces to him; we are an abstraction, a force. His gratitude is a rare thing—it is much more likely for a boy to feel thankful for the Diet Dr Pepper than he is to feel thankful for being healthy and alive, for being able to walk to his boyfriend’s house at age fifteen without any doubt that this is the right thing to do.

He has no idea how beautiful he is as he walks up that path and rings that doorbell. He has no idea how beautiful the ordinary becomes once it disappears.

 

If you are a teenager now, it’s unlikely that you knew us well. We are your shadow uncles, your angel godfathers, your mother’s best friend from college, the author of the book you found in the gay section of the library. We are characters in a Tony Kushner play; we are names on a quilt that rarely gets taken out anymore. We are the ghosts of the remaining older generation. You know some of our songs.

We do not want to haunt you too somberly. We don’t want our legacy to be gravitas. You wouldn’t want to live your life like that, and you won’t want to be remembered like that, either. Your mistake would be to find our commonality in our dying. The living part mattered more.

We taught you how to dance.

 

It’s true. Look at Erik Johnson on the dance floor. Seriously—look at him. Six feet tall, one hundred eighty pounds, all of which can be converted by the right clothes and the right song into a mass of heedless joy. (The right hair helps, too.) He treats his body like it’s made of fireworks, each one timed to the beat. Is he dancing alone or dancing with everyone? Here’s the secret: It doesn’t matter. He traveled for two hours to get to the city, and when it’s all over, it will take him over two hours to get home. But it’s worth it. Freedom isn’t just about voting and marrying and kissing on the street, although all of these things are important. Freedom is also about what you will allow yourself to do. We watch Erik Johnson when he’s sitting in Spanish class, sketching imaginary maps in his notebook. We watch Erik Johnson when he’s sitting in the cafeteria, stealing glances at older boys. We watch Erik Johnson as he lays the clothes on his bed, creating an outline of the person he’s going to be tonight. We spent years doing these things. But this was what we looked forward to, the thing that Erik looks forward to. This freedom.

Music isn’t much different now from what it was when we hit the dance floor. This means something. We found something universal. We bottled that desire, then released it into airwaves. The sounds hit your body, and you move.

We are in those particles that send you. We are in that music.

Dance for us, Erik.

Feel us there in your freedom.

 

It was an exquisite irony: Just when we stopped wanting to kill ourselves, we started to die. Just when we were feeling strength, it was taken from us.

This should not happen to you.

Talk all you want about youth feeling invincible. Surely, some of us had that bravado. But there was also the dark inner voice telling us we were doomed. And then we were doomed. And then we weren’t.

You should not feel doomed. Not in the same way.

You can only doom yourself.

 

“Let’s just do it,” one boy says to another.

We yell no.

And when we’re not heard, it hurts even more.

 

We know that some of you are still scared. We know that some of you are still silent. Just because it’s better now doesn’t mean that it’s good.

Dreaming and loving and screwing. None of these are really identities. Maybe when other people look at us, but not to ourselves. We are so much more complicated than that.

We wish we could offer you a creation myth, an exact reason why you are the way you are, why when you read this sentence, you will know it’s about you. But we don’t know how it began. We don’t know how it will end. We barely understood the time that we knew.

You will miss the taste of Froot Loops.

You will miss the sound of traffic.

You will miss your back against his.


You will even miss him stealing the sheets.

Do not ignore these things.

 

At the risk of sounding old, we have to say: It’s far too easy to get porn nowadays. We could drag out that first thrill—the quickly glanced magazine at the newsstand, the elaborately planned mail order—for years. Now it wears off in days. We’re glad that it’s less taboo. But how sad to deprive it of all mystery, to freight sex so early with explicit expectation.

Ricky Schiller, we see you. We’re not above peeking over your shoulder.

Really, you need to get out more.

 

There are few things that can make us quite as happy as a gay prom.

Tonight we’re in a town with the improbable name of Kindling—surely the pioneers had a fiery death wish. Somewhere along the way, someone must have learned the third little pig’s lesson, since the community center is built entirely of bricks. It’s a dull, quiet building in a dull, quiet town—its architecture as beautiful as the word municipal. It is an unlikely place for a blue-haired boy and a pink-haired boy to meet.


Kindling does not have enough gay kids to support a prom on its own. So tonight, the cars drive in from minutes—sometimes hours—away. Some of the couples drive in together, laughing or fighting or pausing in their separate silences. Some of the boys drive in alone—they’ve snuck out of the house, or they’re meeting friends at the community center, or they saw the listing online and decided at the last minute to go. There are boys in tuxedos, boys adorned with flowers, boys wearing torn hoodies, boys in ties as skinny as their jeans, boys in ironic taffeta gowns, boys in unironic taffeta gowns, boys in V-neck T-shirts, boys who feel awkward wearing dress shoes. And girls—girls wearing all these things, driving to the same place.

If we went to our proms, we went with girls. Some of us had a good time; some of us looked back years later and wondered how we had managed to be so oblivious to ourselves. A few of us managed to go with each other, with our best female friends covering as our dates. We were invited to this ritual, but only if we maintained a socially sanctioned fiction. It would have been more likely for Neil Armstrong to invite us to a prom on the moon than it was for us to go to a prom like the one being held in Kindling tonight.


When we were in high school, hair existed on the bland spectrum of black/brown/orange/blond/gray/white. But tonight in Kindling we have Ryan walking into the community center with his hair dyed a robin’s-egg blue. Ten minutes later, Avery walks in with his hair the color of a Mary Kay Cadillac. Ryan’s hair is spiked like the surface of a rocky ocean, while Avery’s swoops gently over his eyes. Ryan is from Kindling and Avery is from Marigold, a town forty miles away. We can tell immediately that they’ve never met, and that they are going to.

We are not unanimous about the hair. Some of us think it is ridiculous to have blue hair or pink hair. Others of us wish we could go back and make our hair mimic the Jell-O our mothers would serve us in the afternoon.

We are rarely unanimous about anything. Some of us loved. Some of us were in love. Some of us were loved. Some of us never understood what the fuss was about. Some of us wanted it so badly that we died trying. Some of us swear we died of heartbreak, not AIDS.

Ryan walks into the prom, and then Avery walks in ten minutes later. We know what’s going to happen. We have seen this scene so many times before. We just don’t know if it will work, or if it will last.

We think of the boys we kissed, the boys we screwed, the boys we loved, the boys who didn’t love us back, the boys who were with us at the end, the boys who were with us beyond the end. Love is so painful, how could you ever wish it on anybody? And love is so essential, how could you ever stand in its way?

Ryan and Avery do not see us. They do not know us, or need us, or feel us in the room. They don’t even see each other until about twenty minutes into the prom. Ryan sees Avery over the head of a thirteen-year-old boy in (it’s true, so gay) rainbow suspenders. He spots Avery’s hair first, then Avery. And Avery looks up at just that moment, and sees the blue-haired boy glancing his way.

Some of us applaud. Others look away, because it hurts too much.

We always underestimated our own participation in magic. That is, we thought of magic as something inherent, something that existed with or without us. But that’s simply not true. Things are not magical because they’ve been conjured or created for us by some outside force. They are magical because we create them and then deem them so. Ryan and Avery will say the first moment they spoke, the first moment they danced, was magical. But they were the ones—no one else, nothing else—who gave it the magic. We know. We were there. Ryan opened himself to it. Avery opened himself to it. And the act of opening was all they needed. That is the magic.

Focus in. The blue-haired boy leads. He smiles as he takes the pink-haired boy’s hand. He feels what we know: The supernatural is natural; wonderment can come from the most mundane satisfaction, like a heartbeat or a glance. And the pink-haired boy is scared, so incredibly scared—only the thing you’ve most wished for can scare you in that way. Hear their heartbeats. Listen close.

Now draw back. See the other kids on the dance floor. The comfortable misfits, the torn rebels, the fearful and the brave. Dancing or not dancing. Talking or not talking. But all in the same room, all in the same place, gathering together in a way they weren’t allowed to do before.

Draw back farther. We are standing in the eaves.

Say hi if you see us.

 

Silence equals death, we’d say. And underneath that would be the assumption—the fear—that death equaled silence.


Sometimes you glimpse that horror. Someone gets sick. Someone gets sent to war. Someone takes his own life.

Every day a new funeral. It was such a large part of our existence.

You have no idea how fast things can change. You have no idea how suddenly years can pass and lives can end.

Ignorance is not bliss. Bliss is knowing the full meaning of what you have been given.

 

We watch you, but we don’t intervene. We have already done our part. Just as you are doing your part, whether you know it or not, whether you mean to or not, whether you want to or not.

Choose your actions wisely.

 

There will come a time—perhaps even by the time you read this—when people will no longer be on Face-book. There will come a time when the stars of High School Musical will be sixty. There will come a time when you will have the same inalienable rights as your straightest friend. (Probably before any of the stars of High School Musical turns sixty.) There will come a time when the gay prom won’t have to be separate. There will come a time when you will be able to listen to any song ever recorded or watch any movie ever made, no matter where you are. There will come a time when you will worry about being forgotten. There will come a time when the gospel will be rewritten.

If you play your cards right, the next generation will be so much different from your own.

 

On the day that Ryan and Avery get married at a church in South Carolina, they will read for their vows a poem written by Ricky Schiller. When Avery gets to the last line, his best man, Erik Johnson, will have a tear in his eye. Not from loneliness—he will be happily single his whole life—but from the perfection of the moment. In the seventh row, Neil Hayden will find himself wondering about his high-school boyfriend, Peter…and three months later, he will be walking through a park and Peter’s dog will run over to him, and bring her owner along, too.

Amazing, no?

Welcome to the attainable world.

 

We saw our friends die. But we also see our friends live. So many of them live, and we often toast their long and full lives. They carry us on.

 

There is the sudden. There is the eventual.

And in between, there is the living.

 

We do not start as dust. We do not end as dust. We make more than dust.

That’s all we ask of you: Make more than dust.









HAPPILY EVER AFTER

BY ERIC SHANOWER
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MY LIFE AS A DOG

BY RON KOERTGE








When Noah’s a dog, the best part is remembering things from his other life. So he’s like a human in a dog’s body. The smartest dog in the galaxy. It’s the best of both worlds in a way. He’s fearless about taking a canine crap, for instance, but inhibited and pretty much chronically constipated as a human. But he’s aware of his fearlessness, so he gets to relish it.

Once he was staying with these two guys, both named Chip. They found him running loose, checked for a collar and tags, and then took him home. Chip #1 works as a clothes salesman and worries about his looks. Chip #2 is rough-and-tumble, and the tattoo across his shoulders says, life is a dust-strewn plain. Guess who stays out all night and guess who stays home tapping his gold-and-amethyst ring on the coffee cup and staring at the clock? Number 2 comes in looking pleased with himself after an evening with a few anti-friends. He’s glad to see Noah. Glad to get down on one knee. He sports one of those beards of depravity, like Peter O’Toole in Becket. To Noah, he smells like he’s been eating chicken in a jeep and smoking opium. “How are you, boy? Are you a good boy?” He slaps him on the muzzle and Noah pretends to bite at his hand, which circles like one of LAPD’s sky pigs over West Hollywood.

Number 1 says, “Leave that dog alone, and tell me what you value in our relationship.”

Number 2 replies, “The way you can microwave Tater Tots?”

“Get out!”

But that’s code, and Noah knows what for. He pads over to his bowl, eats, then lies down. Number 1 uses the hurt look Noah has seen him practice in the mirror. After which he kneels beside him and croons, “You love me, don’t you, boy?” Sure. Unconditional love for thirty or forty bucks a month. Or whatever dog food costs these days. Noah wouldn’t know. His parents, Martin and Aimee, never let him have a dog. Not when he was little, certainly not now when he’s twenty (or almost three in dog years). A couple of weeks ago, Noah trotted into a Safeway Market, took a can of Mighty Dog off the shelf, and carried it to a checkout line in his mouth. He was cute as hell. People fell all over themselves trying to pay for it.

 

INT. A HOSPITAL ROOM: DAY


AIMEE

He was hit by a car. The driver never stopped. The doctor says he’s lucky to be alive.




MARTIN

Did anybody see anything? Aimee?

Were there witnesses?



AIMEE

Noah was conscious when the ambulance got there. He said something about a blue van.



MARTIN

I’ll make some calls. Why doesn’t he say anything?





AIMEE

He goes in and out of consciousness.

The doctor says that can happen.



MARTIN

He’s barking. Does the doctor say that can happen?



AIMEE

Martin, please sit down.



MARTIN

And do what—wait? You know I’m not good at waiting. Where are his car keys? Where was he, anyway, at one of those movies of his?



AIMEE

The police said something about West Hollywood.



MARTIN

West Hollywood? What was he doing in West Hollywood?



Sometimes Noah goes home with girls. Single gals. Pretty little things. Slender kiosks hung with trinkets. He waits outside a supermarket. The night like velour. “Whose little dog are you?” asks the fairy-tale voice.

A caress. A hand on his forehead like the night nurse checking for fever. He trots toward the parking lot. She says, “Go back, doggie. You can’t come home with me.”

But he can and does. Some return to the market and ask every insomniac and night-shift worker if they own the dog sitting outside. No? No? No? Are you sure?

Others just let him right into their durable little economy cars. “Can I trust you?” they all ask because he is riding beside a week’s worth of groceries: cottage cheese, canned pineapple, glacier water, a thousand yogurts.

He shows his bright, blameless eyes. And his tongue, innocent as the red carpet in the Garden of Eden. They all pet him and say, “You’re a good boy, aren’t you? Aren’t you a good boy?”

They’re happy for a while. There’s always a rug in the suburbs of the bed. There’s always walking and flirting. They go places they used to avoid because he makes them less fearful. At home, they talk on the phone in their underwear while he noses around the hamper. The smells are intoxicating! (A certain Denise did not have days-of-the-week underwear but a kind of Adjective Panty: Solitude, Lassitude, Interlude, Gratitude, Semi-Nude, Quaalude, Platitude.)

They all give him a name and their friends ask about him. On weekends they cry sometimes, undo the latch of their secrets, and out they come. And they’re everybody’s.

Sometimes, an inamorata objects to Noah’s presence and plays the Either-That-Dog-Goes-or-I-Go game. At that point, he runs away.

Usually, though, his leaving starts with candy. Fine. He doesn’t want to drift through their lives anymore. Where’s somebody who will wrestle with him and throw a big, heavy stick? More candy, a little ice cream. And, right on cue, he pukes.

A few hit him, but mostly they say, “Oh doggie. No.” Demoted from Boomer or Duke or Spenser to the generic. Then it’s right into the car. Right back to that market.

Once in a while, he’s taken a long way. For Noah, the air everywhere is alive and humming. Even in the desert below Twentynine Palms. None of them ever wants to see him again. He was a nice dog, but he couldn’t be trusted. “Get out!”

Easy as pie. He trots along the side of the road. Cars swing wide to avoid him. Wolves are running in his blood. He laughs out loud. Pretty soon somebody slows, stops, puts on their hazard lights. He trots right up, sits, and offers to shake hands. Which just about stops their hearts.

 

INT. A HOSPITAL ROOM: DAY


MARTIN

Why does he twitch like that?



DOCTOR

He’s dreaming. Or it’s like dreaming.



MARTIN

Well, he looks like a damn cocker spaniel.



DOCTOR

When he was admitted, he had fleas.




MARTIN

I beg your pardon?




DOCTOR

Fleas. So we were wondering—



MARTIN

My house is spotless. My wife sees to that.



DOCTOR

We were wondering if your son worked with animals.



MARTIN

He goes to UCLA. He’s in film school. I’ve met a few of his friends and I wouldn’t be surprised if they were infected.


Breakfast with Noah’s owners. Or rather his parents. He can’t imagine Aimee and Martin having sex. It’s not unimaginable; he just can’t imagine it. Or kissing even. As Martin leaves to sit behind his big desk at the bank, Noah’s seen them pretend to kiss, but it’s brusque and perfunctory. What the shoe does to the doormat on a sunny day.

Sometimes Robbie and Noah suck on a cough drop and pass it back and forth until it’s gone, and it’s a thousand times more passionate.

His father orders the newspaper around. He opens it like a sail. Closes it like a door. Folds it like a map. He hoards it, his big hand on the pieces not in front of his face.

He asks, “Noah, what’s on your agenda today?”

“I’ve got an exam.”

“In what?”

“History of film.”

“Well, when that gets you nowhere, just let me know. I make one call and you’ve got a desk and a client list.” He lifts his cup of coffee, scowls at it. “Noah, get me the Sweet’n Low.”

Noah’s mother immediately stands up.

“No,” his father says. “I want Noah to do it.”

As he fetches, Noah wonders what he could say that might make his father happy.

Medical school this morning, Dad, and law school this afternoon, dinner with you and Mom tonight. Jo Ann’s coming. Remember when you had her DNA checked and she turned out to be related to God?

No wonder he likes being a dog. The transformation is easy. None of that horror-movie stuff with the taut skin, the crackling ligaments, and the screaming in pain. He’s not Lon Chaney in The Wolfman, ruining a perfectly good suit every month. He just goes to sleep human and wakes up canine. He loves the feeling. He’s not as comfortable in his Noah body. The Homo sapiens one. A dog body is enthusiastic, not fretting and anxious, like the other one.

When he first opens his eyes, he doesn’t know which he is, and then seconds later he does. Mostly it’s the smells and the way they petition him
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