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    For everyone who wears a cloak they did not choose.
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​Born in the Year of Believing
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She came into the world the way all remarkable things do—unexpected, inconvenient, and slightly too loud.

It was July of 1972, and her mother was supposed to be at a protest. There were signs to carry, chants to shout, a war to end through the sheer force of collective believing. But the body has its own calendar, its own insistent politics, and so instead of marching on Washington, Rosemary Bloom found herself in a hospital bed in Santa Cruz, gripping her husband's hand hard enough to leave crescents in his palm, bringing forth a daughter who arrived two weeks early and screaming.

"She knows her own mind," the nurse said, and Rosemary laughed through her exhaustion because yes—yes, she could already tell. This one would be trouble. This one would be wonderful.

They named her Cinnamint.

Not Cinnamon, which was too expected, too grocery-store spice rack. And not Mint, which was too brief, too easily crushed underfoot. But Cinnamint—a word her father invented in the herb garden behind their rented house, where cinnamon basil grew tangled with spearmint and the afternoon light fell through the leaves like honey through cheesecloth.

"She's sweet and sharp at once," David Bloom said, cradling his daughter while the herbs swayed around them. "She's got bite. She's got warmth. She's—"

"Ridiculous," Rosemary said from the porch, but she was smiling. "We're giving our daughter a ridiculous name."

"We're giving her a true name. There's a difference."

And maybe he was right. Maybe names shape the children who carry them, or maybe children grow into the shapes their names suggest. Either way, Cinnamint Bloom arrived in a world still trembling with the aftershocks of the sixties, still believing that love could conquer and peace could prevail and the right song sung loud enough could shake the walls of empire down.
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HER EARLIEST MEMORIES were sensory. Texture before language. Feeling before thought.

The scratch of her father's beard when he kissed her forehead. The smell of her mother's patchouli oil, sweet and heavy as a secret. The orange shag carpet in the living room—she spent hours on that carpet, running her small fingers through it like water, like the fur of some great sleeping beast.

The record player was always spinning. Always. Joni Mitchell and Crosby, Stills & Nash and Bob Dylan and Joan Baez, their voices threading through the house like woodsmoke. Cinnamint learned to walk to "Both Sides Now." She spoke her first word—more—while Carole King sang about the earth moving under her feet.

Her parents were young and poor and radiantly certain that the world was about to change. They ate brown rice and vegetables from the garden. They hung crystals in the windows and talked about chakras and karma and the interconnectedness of all living things. They protested and petitioned and believed—god, how they believed—that their generation would be the one to finally get it right.

Cinnamint didn't understand any of this. She only understood that the house smelled like sandalwood and vegetable soup. That her mother's hair was long enough to hide in. That her father played guitar in the evenings and sometimes let her strum the strings, her small hands making sounds that weren't music yet but might be someday.

She understood that she was loved—fiercely, completely, in that overwhelming way that children accept as their birthright before the world teaches them to doubt it.
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THEY MOVED WHEN SHE was four. Rosemary's mother had died—a grandmother Cinnamint barely remembered, a woman with tight curls and tighter lips who had never approved of her daughter's choices—and left behind a house in the suburbs of Sacramento. A proper house, with three bedrooms and a yard and neighbors who mowed their lawns in geometric patterns.

"We don't have to stay forever," David said as they pulled into the driveway, the VW bus looking foreign and wild against the beige sameness of the street. "Just until we figure things out."

They stayed.

The seventies softened around them. The protests grew quieter, the certainty harder to hold. Rosemary went back to school, then to work, trading her flowing skirts for sensible slacks. David kept the beard but trimmed it, kept the guitar but played it less. The crystals came down from the windows. The shag carpet was replaced with something easier to vacuum.

But the herbs remained—transplanted to the backyard, cinnamon basil and spearmint still tangled together, still fragrant in the summer heat. And the records remained, though they shared shelf space now with Cinnamint's growing collection of picture books and later chapter books and later still the novels she devoured like oxygen.

She was a strange child. Not unhappy, but interior—always watching, always listening, always somewhere slightly adjacent to the world everyone else seemed to inhabit. She had friends, but loosely, like holding sand. She did well in school but found it tedious, the slow plod of lessons when her mind wanted to leap.

Her body, though—her body was simple. Her body was good.

She ran through the neighborhood until her lungs burned and called it joy. She climbed trees and scraped her knees and didn't think twice about healing. She caught the flu one winter and recovered in a week, her mother's chicken soup and her own robust cells conspiring to set things right.

The body was a vehicle. The body was a given. The body was a house she lived in without ever considering the architecture, the foundation, the million small processes that kept the lights on and the walls standing.

She would not always be so lucky. But she didn't know that yet. None of them ever do.
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THE SUMMER SHE TURNED eight, her father taught her to ride a bike.

It was a copper-colored Schwinn with a banana seat and streamers on the handlebars, bought secondhand and repainted with love. David ran alongside her on the sidewalk, one hand on the seat, promising I've got you, I've got you, I won't let go—

And then he let go.

She didn't fall. She flew.

The wind in her hair and the pavement beneath her wheels and her own legs pumping, pumping, carrying her forward through the golden evening light. She shrieked with joy. She laughed until she couldn't breathe. She circled the block three times before she remembered to stop, skidding to a halt in front of her mother, who stood on the porch with tears in her eyes.

"Did you see?" Cinnamint shouted. "Did you see?"

"I saw," Rosemary said. "My brave girl. My wild thing."

That night, lying in bed with her legs still tingling from the ride, Cinnamint made a list in her head of all the things her body could do. Run. Jump. Climb. Ride. Swim—she'd learned that summer too, at the community pool, her small form cutting through chlorine-blue water. Cartwheel. Handstand, sort of. Dance, though she was shy about it. Heal when hurt. Wake when rested. Carry her wherever she wanted to go.

She fell asleep grateful, though she didn't have that word yet. She fell asleep whole, though she wouldn't understand the value of that until it was gone.

The body she trusted. The body she didn't think about.

The body that would, in sixteen years, wake up speaking a language she had never learned to translate.

But that was later. That was another story, not yet begun.

For now, there was only this: an eight-year-old girl in a bedroom that smelled like lavender, dreaming of bicycles and flight, her cells humming with health she would one day mourn like a death, her nervous system still fluent and whole.

For now, there was only the world before.
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