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Part |

Every onethinkswe re sgters, but it'snot assmple asthat. If | let my thoughts drift far enough back into
the long ago-the long long ago, before Raven stirred that old pot of hisand poured out the stew of the
world-we were there. The two of us. Separate, but so much the samethat | suppose we could have
been sgters. But neither of us remember parents, and don’t you need them to be siblings? So what
exactly our rdationshipis, | don’'t know. We ve never known. Wejugt are. Two little mysteries that
remain unchanged while theworld changes dl around us.

But that does't stop everyone from thinking they know us. In the Kickahatradition we re the tricksters
of their crow story cycles, but we' re not redly tricksters. We don't play tricks. Unless our trick isto look
likewe d play tricks, and then we don’t.

Before the Kickaha, the cousins had stories about us, too, though they were only gossip. Cousins don't
buy into mythic archetypes because we al know how easy it isto have one attached to your name. Just
ask Raven. Or Cody.

But gossip, stories, anecdotes. ..everybody seems to have something to pass on when it comesto us.

These daysit’'s peoplelike Christy Ridddll that tell the stories. He puts usin his books-the way his
mentor Professor Dapple used to do, except Christy’ s books are actualy popular. | suppose we don't
mind so much. It'skind of fun to bein astory that anyone can read. But if we have to have aRiddell
brother in our lives, we' d much prefer it to be Geordie. There' s nothing wrong with Christy. It’sjust that
he' sadways been abit stiff. Geordi€' s the one who knows how to have fun and that’ s why we get aong
with him so well, because we certainly liketo have fun.

But we re not only about mad gdlivanting and cartwhed s and sugar.
And we re not some single entity, either.

That’ s another thing that people get wrong. They see the two of us as halves of onething. Most of the
time they don’t even recognize us when they meet us on our own. Apart, we' rejust like anybody else,
except we livein trees and can change into birds. But when you put the two of ustogether, everything
changes. We get all giddy and incoherence rules. It slike our being near each other causes a sudden
chemicd imbadancein our sysemsand it’ sadmost impossible to be anything but silly.

Wedon't particularly mind being that way, but it does make people think they know just who and what
and why we are, and they’ re wrong. Wdll, they’ re not wrong when the two of us are together. They're
just wrong for who we are when we' re on our own.

And then there are the people who only see us aswho they want usto be, rather than who wereally
are-though that happensto everybody, | suppose. We al carry around other peopl€' s expectations of
who we are, and sometimes we end up growing into those expectations.

* * %

It was aspring day, late in the season, so the oaks were filled with fresh green foliage, the gardens



blooming with colour and scent, and most days the weether was balmy. Today was no exception. The
sun shonein aglorioudy blue sky and wewere al out taking in the weether. Ziaand | lounged on the
roof of the coach house behind the Rookery, black-winged cousins perched in the trees all around us,
and up on the roof of the Rookery, we could see Lucius s girlfriend Chlde standing on the peak, staring
off into the distance. That meant that L ucius was deep in his books again. Whenever he got lost in their
pages, Chlde came up on the roof and did her wind-vane impresson. Shewas very good &t it.

“What are you looking at?’ we asked her one day.

It took her amoment to focus on us and our question.

“I'm watching awren build anest,” shefinadly sad.

“Where?" Ziaasked, standing on her tip toes and trying to see.

“There,” Chloe said and pointed, “in that hedge on the edge of Dartmoor.”

Neither of uswere ever particularly good with geography, but even we knew that at least haf a continent
and an ocean lay between us and Dartmoor.

“Um, right,” | said.

Other times she said she was watching ice melt in Greenland. Or bees swarming anew queen above a
clover fidd somewherein Horida. Or atawny frogmouth deeping in an Audrdian rainforest.

After awhile we stopped asking. And we certainly didn’t fly over and ask her what she was looking at
today. We were too busy lounging-which is harder to do on asdoped roof than you might think—until Zia
suddenly sat up.

“I,” she announced, “ have an astonishingly good idea.”

I"d just gotten my lounging position down to an absolute perfection of casualness, so | only lifted a
questioning eyebrow.

“We should open astore,” she said.

“Slingwhat?’

“That'sjust it. It will be a store where people bring us things and we put them in the store.”
“And whenit getsdl filled up?

She grinned. “ Then we open another. We just keeping doing it until we have an empire of stores, dl
across the country.”

“We don’t have the money to buy anything,” | said.

She nodded. “That' swhy they’ d haveto just give usthe stuff. We Il belike athrift shop, except we
wouldn't sell anything we got.”

“That seems greedy. What do we need with things?”
“We can give everything away once we ve established our empire. It' sjust for fun.”

“It seems morelike alot of work.”



She sighed and shook her head. “Y ou are so veryvery lazy.”

“That' s because today isaday especidly madefor being lazy.”

“No, today’ saday for building an empire of soresand if youwon't help, I'll do it myself.”
“I'll help later.”

She nodded. “When dl the hard work will probably be done.”

“That’'stherisk I'll haveto take.”

She stuck her tongue out at me, then shifted to bird shape and ablack crow went winging off above the
oaksthat line Stanton Street. | laid my head on the shingles again and went back to my very successful

lounging.
| was so good at it that, eventudly, | fell adeep.

* * *

When | woke, it was dark. Chlée was il standing on the peak of the Rookery, and the trees around me
were now filled with deeping black birds. Above, the Sky held awedth of stars, only dightly dimmed by
the city’ spollution. | looked for Zia. She wasn't back yet so | did to bottom of the roof and then
dropped the remaining distance to the dew-damp lawn. Cousins stirred in the trees at the soft thump of
my descent on the grass, but went back to deep when they saw it was only me.

| left the grounds of the Rookery and walked along Stanton Street, heading for downtown, where |
supposed I'd find Zia. | wondered if she' d actualy had any success getting her silly plan off the ground,
or if she' d gotten distracted after leaving me and was now up to who knew what sort of mischief.

| could understand her getting distracted—it’ s such an easy thing to have happen. For instance, there were
S0 many interesting houses and apartments on either side of the street as | continued to walk through
Lower Crowsea. It was late enough that most of them were dark, but here and there | found lit windows.
They werelike paintingsin an enormous art gdlery, each offering smdl and incomplete views into their
owner’slives,

Ziaand | liketo vigt in peopl€ s house when they’ re deeping. We dip in and walk through the empty
rooms, helping ourselvesto sweets or fruit, if they’ re the sort of peopleto leave them out in small
welcoming bowls or baskets. There might aswell be asign that says, “Help yoursdlf.”

But weredlly don't take much ese when we go inside. A bauble here, some unwanted trinket there.
Mostly we just wander from room to room, looking, looking, looking. There are whole storiesin the
placement of vases and knickknacks, in what pictures and paintings have been hung, where and in what
order. So we admire the stories on the walls and windowsills, the shelves and mantles. Or we st at a
desk, adining room table, or on the sofa, leafing through a scrapbook, a school yearbook, amagazine
that’ simportant to whoever’ shomethisis.

We're curious, yes, but not redly dl that snoopy, for al that it might seem the exact opposite. We re only
chasing the ghosts and echoes of lives that we could never have.

So as| continued past Stanton Street, | forgot that | was looking for Zia. My gaze went up the side of
the apartment building that rosetall above meand | chose aunit at random. Moments later | wasinside,
taking inthe old lady smells: pot pourri, dust and medicine. | stood quietly for amoment, then began to
explore.



* * %

“Maddy?’ an old woman’'svoice cdled from aroom down the hall.

It was close enough to my name to make me Sit up in surprise. | put down the scrapbook I’ d been
looking at and walked down the short hall, past the bathroom, until | was standing in the doorway of a
bedroom.

“Isthat you, Maddy?’ the old woman in the bed asked.
Shewas Sitting up, peering a me with eyesthat obvioudy couldn’t see much, if anything.

| didn’t haveto ask her who Maddy was. I’ d seen the clippings from the newspaper, pasted into the
scrapbook. She' d been the athletic daughter, winning prize after prize for svimming and gymnastics and
music. The scrapbook was about half full. The early pages held articles clipped from community and city
newspapers, illustrated with pictures of ahappy child growing into a happy young woman over the years,
aways holding trophies, smiling a the camera

Shewasn't in thelast picture. That photo was of acar, crumpled up againgt the side of an apartment
building, under aheadlinethat read “ Drunk Driver Kills Redding High Student.” The date on the clipping
was over thirty yearsold.

“ComestwithMama,” the old lady said.

| crossed the room and sat cross-legged on the bed. When she reached out her hand, 1 |et her take mine.
| closed my fingers around hers, careful not to squeeze too hard.

“I’'ve missed you so much,” shesaid.

She went on, but | soon stopped listening. It was much more interesting to look at her because, even
though she was sitting up and talking, her eyes open as though she was awake, | redlized that she was
actudly sill adeep.

Humans can do this.

They cantak intheir deep. They can go walking right out of their houses, sometimes. They cando dl
sorts of things and never remember it in the morning.

Ziaand | once spent days watching awoman who was convinced she had fairiesin her house, cleaning
everything up after she' d gone to bed. Except she was the one who got up in her deep and tidied and
cleaned before dipping back under the covers. To show her gppreciation to the fairies, she left a saucer
of cream on the back steps—that the local cats certainly appreciated—along with biscuits or cookies or
pieces of cake. We ate those on the nights we came by, but we didn’t help her with her cleaning. That
would make us bad fairies, | suppose, except for the fact that we weren’t fairiesat all.

After awhile the old woman holding my hand stopped talking and laid back down again. | let go of her
hand and tucked it under the covers.

It was afunny room that she dept in. It was full of memories, but none of them were new, or very happy.
They made the room fedl musty and empty, even though she used it every day. It made me wonder why
people hung on to memoriesif they just made them sad.

| leaned over and kissed her brow, then got off the bed.



When | came back to the living room, there was the ghost of aboy around fifteen or sixteen sitting on the
sofawhere |’ d been looking through the old lady’ s scrapbook earlier. He was still gawky, al amsand
legs, with features that seemed too large at the moment, but would become handsome when he grew into
them. Except, being aghost, he never would.

Under hiswatchful gaze, | stepped up onto the coffee table and sat cross-legged in front of him.
“Who areyou?’ | asked.

He seemed surprised that | could see him, but made a quick recovery.

“Nobody important,” hesaid. “I’m just the other child.”

“Theother...”

“Oh, don’'t worry. Y ou didn’t miss anything. I'm the one that’ s not in the scrapbooks.”

There didn’t seem much | could add to that, so | smply said, “1 don't usudly talk to ghosts.”
“Why not?’

| shrugged. “ Y ou’ re not usudly subsgtantia enough, for onething.”

“That' strue. Normally, people can't even see me, never mind talk to me.”

“And for another,” | went on, “you’ re usualy way too focused on past wrongs and the like to be any
fun.”

Hedidn't argue the point.

“Wadll, | know why I’'m here,” he said, “haunting the place| died and al that. But what are you doing
here?’

“I likevigting in other people shouses. | likelooking &t their lives and seeing how they might fit if they
weremine.”

| looked down at the scrapbook on the coffee table.
“So you were brother and sister?” | asked.

He nodded.

“Does she ever come back here?’

Helaughed, but without any mirth. “Are you kidding? She hated this place. Why do you think she joined
any school club and sports team that would have her? She’ d do anything to get out of the house. Mother
kept her on such atight leash that she couldn’t fart without first asking for permission.”

“But you're here”

“Likel sad, | died here. In my own room. | got bit by a bee that came in through the window. No one
knew | was dllergic. My throat swelled up and | asphyxiated before | could try to get any help.”

“It sounds horrible.”

“It was. They came back from one of Madeline' s games and found me sprawled dead on the floor in my



bedroom. It did warrant asmall notice in the paper— guessit was adow news day—but that clipping
never madeit into a scrapbook.”

“And now you're here...”
“Until shefindly noticesme,” hefinished for me.
“Why did sheignoreyou?’ | asked. “When you weredive, | mean.”

“I don't know. Maddine said it’ s because | looked too much like our dad. We were in grade school
when he walked out on her, leaving her with amess of debts and the two of us. | guess her way of getting
over it wasto ignore me and focus on Madeline, who took after her own side of the family.”

“Humans are so complicated,” | said.
“Which you'renot.”

“Oh, I'm very complicated.”

“I meant human.”

“What makes you say that?’ | asked.

He kept count on hisfingers. “ One, you can see me, which most people can't. Two, you can talk to me,
which most peopleredlly can't. Three, you're sitting there al calm and composed, when most
people-most human people-would be flipping out.”

| shrugged. “ Does it matter what | am?’
“Not redly.”

Helooked down the hdl as though he could see through the wallsto where his mother lay deeping. The
mother who' d ignored him when he was dlive and now that he was dead, till ignored him. Her mind
might be filled with old memories, but none of them were of him.

“Canyou help me?’ he asked.

“Hep you with what?’

“With...you know. Getting her to remember me.”

“Why isit so important?

“How can | dieand go on if no oneremembersthat | was ever alive?’
“Lots of people don’'t remember me,” | said, “and it doesn’t bother me.”
He chuckled, but without any humour. “Y eah, like that’ s possible.”

“No, it redly doesn’'t.”

“I meant that anybody would forget meeting you.”

“You'dbesurprised.”

He hdd my gaze for along moment, then shrugged.



“Sowill you hdp me?’

| nodded. “I can try. Maybeit’s not so much that your mother should remember you more, but that she
should remember your Sster less. Theway it is, there’ sno room inside her for anything ese.”

“But you'll try?’
Againg my better judgment, | found myself nodding.

Hedid adow fade and | wasleft donein theliving room. | sat for awhilelonger, looking &t the place
where he' d been sitting, then got down from the coffee table and walked back into the hal. There were
two closed doors and two open ones. | knew one led into the old lady’ s bedroom, the other into a
bathroom. | went to the first closed door. It opened into aroom that was like stepping inside a cake, all
frosty pinks and whites, full of dolls and pennants and trophies. Madeline sroom. Closing itsdoor, |
continued down the hall and opened the other one.

Both rooms had the fed of empty places where no one lived. But while Madelineg' s room was bright and
clean-the bed neatly made, the shelves dusted, the trophies shined-the boy’ s room looked as though the
door had been closed on the day he died and no one had opened it until | had just this moment.

The bedding lay haf-on, half-off the box spring, pooling on the floor. There were posters off baseball
players and World War 11 planes on the wall. Decades of dust covered every surface, clustering around
the modd cars and plastic statues of movie monsters on the book shelves and window sill. More planes
hung from the celling, held inflight by fishing lines.

Unlike the daughter, he truly was forgotten.

| walked to the desk where a half-finished modd lay covered in dust. Books were stacked on the far
corner with aschool notebook on top. | cleared the dust with afinger and read the handwritten name on
the “ Property of” line:

Dondd Quinn.

| thought of bees and drunk drivers, of being remembered and forgotten. | knew enough about humansto
know that you couldn’t change their minds. Y ou couldn’t make them remember if they didn’t want to.

Why had | said I’d help him?
Among the cousins, a promise was sacred. Now | was committed to an impossible task.
| closed the door to the boy’ s room and |eft the apartment.

Thenight air felt cool and fresh on my skin and the sporadic sound of traffic was welcome after the
unhappy gtillness of the apartment. | looked up at its dark windows, then changed my shape. Crow wings
took me back to the Rookery on Stanton Street.

* * %

| think Raven likes us better when we visit him on our own. The way we explode with foolishness
whenever Ziaand | are together wears him down—you can see the exasperation in hiseyes. HE s o
serious, that it sfunto get him going. But | dso like meeting with him one-on-one. The best thing ishe
never askswhere Ziais. Hetreatsus asindividuas.

“Lucius” | said the next morning. “Can a person die from abee sting?’



I’d comeinto hislibrary in the Rookery to find him crouched on his knees, peering at thetitles of books
on alower shelf. Helooked up a my voice, then stood, moving with a dancer’ s grace that dways
surprises people who' ve made assumptions based on his enormous bulk. His bald head gleamed in the
sunlight streaming in through the window behind him.

“What sort of aperson?’ he asked. “Cousin or human?’

“What' sthe difference?’

He shrugged. “Humans can die of pretty much anything.”

“What do you mean?’

“Wall, take tobacco. The smoke builds up tar in their lungs and the next thing you know, they’ re dead.”
“Cousins smoke. Just ook at Joe, or Whiskey Jack.”

“It'snot the same for us.”

“Waél, what about the Kickaha? They smoke.”

He nodded. “But so long as they keep to ceremonid use, it does’t kill them. It only hurts them when
they smoke for no reason at all, rather than to respect the sacred directions.”

“And bee stings?’

“If you' re dlergic-and humans can be dlergic to pretty much anything—then, yes. It can kill them. Why do
you ask?’

| shrugged. “I met aboy who died of abee gting.”

“A dead boy,” Lucius said dowly, asthough waiting for a punchline.
“I meant to say aghost.”

“Ah. Of course.”

“He snot very happy.”

Lucius nodded. “Ghostsrardly are.” He paused amoment, then added, “Y ou didn’t offer to help him, did
you?’

Hedidn't wait for my reply. | suppose he could dready seeit in my face.
“Oh, Maida,” he said. “Humans can be hard enough to satisfy, but ghosts are dmost impossible.”
“I thought they just needed closure,” | said.

“Closurefor the living and the dead can be two very different things. Does he want revenge on the bee?
Because unlessit wasacousin, it would be long dead.”

“No, he just wants to be remembered.”
Lucius gave adow shake of hishead. “Y ou could be bound to this promise forever.”

“I know,” | said.



But it was too late now.

Part 11

After leaving the Rookery, | flew up into atree-not one of the old oaks on the property, but one further
down the street where | could get alittle privacy as| tried to figure out what to do next. Like most
corbae, | think better on aroost or intheair. | knew just trying to talk to Donald’ s mother wouldn’'t be
enough. At some point, I'd still haveto, but first | thought I"d try to find out more about what exactly had
happened to her children.

That made me cheer up alittle because | redlized it would be like having a case and looking into the
background of it, the way a detective would. I'd belike aprivate eyein one of those old moviesthe
Auntsliked to watch, late at night when everybody €l se was adegp except for Ziaand me. And probably
Lucius.

| decided to start with the deaths and work my way back from them.

Therewas no point in trying to find the bee. As Lucius had said, unlessit wasacousin, it would belong
dead by now, and it didn’t make sensethat it would be acousin. | could look into it, | supposed, but first
I"d try to find the driver of the car that had truck Maddine. A bee wouldn’'t even be alive after thirty
years, anyway. But ahuman might.

* % %

Most people know there are two worlds, the one Raven made and the otherworld, where dreams and
spiritslive. But there' sanother world that separates the two: the between. Thin asaveil in some places,
aswide asthe widest seain others. When you know the way, it’ s easy to dip from one to another and
that’swhat | do when | find mysdlf standing in front of the locked door of Michadl Clark’shouse. It's
how Ziaand | always get into places.

Sip into the between, take astep, then dip right back into Raven’ sworld. It's as though you passed right
through the door, except what you redly did was take another, dightly more roundabout route.

| didn't likeit in Clark’ shouse when | got there that evening. Therewas an ar of . .. unpleasantness about
the place. | don't mean that it smelled bad, though there was afaint smell of mustiness and old body
odour inthe air. It was more that this was a place where not alot of happiness had ever lived. Because
places hold onto strong emotionsjust the way people do. The man who doesn't forgive? The house he
livesin doesn't either. The house full of happy, laughing children?Y ou can fed its smile envelop you
when you step through the door.

Clark’ sname had been in that last clipping in the old lady’ s scrapbook. When | looked it up in the
telephone book, | found three listings for Michael Clark. Thefirst two belonged to people much too
young to be the man | was looking for, but thishouse...l knew as soon as| dipped insgdethat | wasin
theright place.

The front hall was messy with afew months worth of flyers and old newspapers piled up againgt the
walls, the kitchen garbage overflowing with take-out food containers and pizza boxes, the sink full of
dirty mugs and other dishes. But there weren't any finished liquor bottles, or beer casesfull of empties.

| found Clark gtting on the sofain hisliving room, watching the TV with the sound off. Just astherest of
the place, thisroom also amess. Coming into it was like stepping onto a beach where the tide had | eft
behind a busy debris of more food containers, newspapers, magazines, dirty clothes. A solitary,



long-dead plant stood withered and dry inits pot on the windowsill.

Clark looked up when | camein and didn’t even seem surprised to see me. That happens dmost as often
asit does't. Ziaand | can walk into someone skitchen while they’ re having breskfast and dl they dois
take down a couple of more bowls from the cupboard and push the ceredl box over to us. Or they’ll
smply move over alittleto give usroom on the sofathey’ re Sitting on.

In Clark’ s case, he might have thought that | was another one of those personal demons he was
obvioudy wrestling with on aregular basis.

| didn’t bother with any small talk.

“It'snot like they madeit out to be,” the man said when | asked him about the night his car had struck
Madeline. “I didn’t try to kill her. And | wasn't drunk. I’d had afew beers, but | wasn't drunk. Shejust
stepped out from behind avan, right in front of my car. She didn’t even look. It was like she wanted to
die”

“I’ve heard people do that,” | said. “It seems so odd.”

“| suppose. But there aretimes | can understand al too well. | lost everything because of that night. My
business. My family. And thet girl lost her life. | took her life.”

There was more of that. A ot more.

When | redlized | was't learning anything here except how to get depressed, | 1eft him, il talking, only
to himsdlf. | looked up at the night sky, then took wing and headed for the scene of the accident that
Michadl Clark kept so fresh in hismind.

Between my ghost boy’ s mother and Michadl Clark, | was beginning to see that the dead weren't the
only ones haunted by the past.

* % *

The place where Madeline had died didn’t look much different from any other part of theinner city. It
had been so long since the accident, how could there be any sign that it had ever happened? But |
thought, if her brother’ s ghost was till haunting the bedroom where hel d died, then perhaps she hadn't
goneon yet ether.

| walked adong the sdewak and down an dleyway, cdling. “Hello, hello! Hello, hdlo!”

| did it, over and over again, until aman wrenched open one of the windows overlooking the dley. |
looked up into his angry features, though with the light of the window behind him, he was morejust a
shadow face.

“It'sthree o-clock in the morning!” he ydled. “ Are you going to shut up, or do | have to come down
there and shut you up?’

“You'll haveto comedown,” | called back, “because | can't stop.”
“Why the hell not?’

“I need to find adead girl. Have you seen her?’

“Oh, for Christ’s seke.”



His head disappeared back into the gpartment and he dammed the window shut. | went back to calling
for Maddine until | heard footsteps behind me. | turned, warm with success, but it was only the grumpy
man from the window. He stood in the mouth of the dley, peering down itslength to where | stood.

Hewas older than I’ d thought when I’ d seen him earlier- atefifties, early sixties-and though he carried
more weight than he probably should, he seemed fit. If nothing €se, he smelled good, which meant he at
least ate wdll. | hate the sméll of people who only esat fast food. All that grease from the deep-frying just
seems to ooze out of their pores.

“What' s this about adead girl?’ he asked.

| pointed to the street behind him. “ She got hit by adrunk driver just out there.”

“Y ou're not answering my question.”

“I just want to talk to her,” | told him. “To see how shefeds.”

“Youjust said shewasdead. | don't think she' sfedling much of anything anymore.”
“Okay. How her ghost feds”

He studied me for along moment, then that thing happened that’ s aways happening around Ziaand me:
he just took me at my word.

“| don’t remember anybody dying around here,” he said. “ At least not recently.”
“It wasthirty yearsago.”

“Thirty yearsago...”

| could see hismind turning inward, rolling back the years. He gave me asow nod.

“I do remember now,” he said. “1 haven't thought about it in along time.” He turned from me and looked
out at the street. “ Thiswas a good neighbourhood, and it ill is, but it was different back then. Wedidn’t
know about things so much. People drank and drove because they didn’t know any better. A policeman
might pull you over, but then if it looked like you could drive, he’' d give you awarning and tell you to be
careful getting home.”

He nodded and his gaze came back to me. “1 remember seeing the guy that killed that poor girl. He
didn’'t seem that drunk, but he was sure shook up bad.”

“But you didn’t see the accident itself?”
He shook hishead. “We heard it-my Emily and me. She’' s gone now.”
“Where did shego?’

“I mean she' sdead. The cancer took her. Lung cancer. Seethat’ s another of those things. Emily never
smoked, but she worked for thirty yearsin adiner. It was all that secondhand smoke that killed her. But
we didn’t know about secondhand smoke back then.”

| didn’t know quite what to say, so | didn’t say anything. | don’t think he even noticed.

“Now they’ re putting hormonesin our food,” he said, “and putting God knows what kind of animal genes
into our corn and tomatoes and al. Who knows what that’ [| mean for us, ten, twenty years down the



road?’
“Something bad?’ | tried.

“Wadll, it won't begood,” he said. “It never is” Helooked down the aley behind me. “ Areyou going to
keep ydling for this ghost to cometak to you?’

“I guessnat. | don't think she' s here anymore.”

“Good,” hesad. “1 may not work anymore, but | till liketo get my deep.” He started to turn, then
added, “ Good luck with whatever it isyou’ re trying to do.”

And then he did leave and walked down the street.

| watched him step into the doorway of his apartment, listened to the door hiss shut behind him. A car
went by on the street. | went back into the alley and looked around, but | didn’t call out because | knew
now that nobody was going to hear me. Nobody dead, anyway.

| felt usdessas| started back to the mouth of the dley. This had been astupid ideaand | ill had to help
the dead boy, but | didn’t know how, or whereto begin. | felt like | didn’t know anything.

“What are you doing?’ someone asked.

| looked up to see Ziagitting on the metal fire escape above me.

“I'minvedigating.”

“Whatever for?’

| shrugged. “It’ slike I’ m a detective.”

“Morelikeyou renosy.”

| couldn’t help but smile, because it wastrue. But it wasn't abig smile, and it didn't last long.
“That, too,” | said.

“Can| hep?’

| thought of how that could go, of how quickly we d dissolveinto silliness and then forget what it waswe
were supposed to be doing.

“I'll beveryvery useful,” she said asthough reading my mind. “You'll bein chargeand I’ [l be your girl
Thursday.”

“I think it sGirl Friday.”

“I don’t think so. Today’s Thursday. Tomorrow | can be Girl Friday.”

| gave her another shrug. “It doesn’t matter. It turnsout I’ m aterrible detective.”
She did down the banister and plonked herself on the bottom step.

“Tel meabout it,” shesaid.

“It sarted out when | went looking for you and your store, but then | got distracted...”



* * %

“And now | fed likel’mforgetting what it’ slike to be happy,” 1 said, finishing up. “1t’ slike that stupid
ghost boy stole dl my happiness away, and now, ever since | talked to him, dl | meet are unhappy
people with very good reasons to be unhappy, and that makes me wonder, how could | ever have been
happy? And what is being happy, anyway?’

Ziagave aglum nod. “| think it might be catching, because now I'm feding the same way.”

“You see? That'sjust what | mean. Why isit so easy to spread sadness and so hard to spread
happiness?’

“I guess,” Ziasaid, “because there’ s so much more sadness.”

“Or maybe,” | said, “it’ sthat there’s so much of it that nobody can do anything about.”
“But we can do something about this, can’'t we?’

“What could we possibly do?

“Make the mother remember.”

| shook my head. “Humans are very good at not remembering,” | said. 1t might be impossible for her to
remember him now. She might not even remember him when she’ s dead hersdf and her whole life goes
by in front of her eyes.”

“Supposedly.”

“Wall, yes. If you're going to get precise, nobody knowsif that’swhat really happens. But if it did, she
probably wouldn't remember.”

“Andyou can't just kill her to find out,” Ziasaid.

“Of coursenot.” | sighed. “So what am | going to do? | promised Donald I’d help him, but there' s
nothing | can do.”

“I haveanidea,” Ziasad, amischievousgleamin her eye.

“Thisisserious-" | began, but shelaid afinger acrossmy lips.

“I know. So we're going to be serious. But we' re also going to make her remember.”
“How?"

Ziagrinned. “That' seasy.”

She stood up and dapped a hand againgt her chest.

“I,” she announced, “am going to be aghost.”

| had abad feeling, but nevertheless, | let her lead me back to the gpartment that Donald’ s mother was
haunting as much as he was, and she was't even dead.

* * %

Zia practiced making spooky noises the whole way back to the ghost boy’ s gpartment, which redly



didn’'t inspire any confidence in me, but once we were outside the building, she turned serious again.
“Isshedonein the apartment?’ she asked me.
“There sthe ghost boy.”

“I know. But isthere anybody in thereto look after her? Y ou made it sound like she' d need help to take
careof hersdf.”

“I don't know,” | said. “ There was no one el se therelast night. | suppose somebody could come by
during theday.”

“Wadll, let’'sgo see”

We flew up to the fire escape outside her kitchen window, lost our wings and feathers, and then stepped
into the between. A moment later we were standing inside the kitchen. | could only sensethe old
woman's presence—at least she wasthe only presence | could sensethat was dlive.

“Oh, Ghost Boy,” Ziacaled in aloud whisper. “ Come out, come out, wherever you are. If you come
out, | haveanicelittle...” She gave me apoke in the shoulder. “What do ghostslike?’

“How should | know?’

She nodded, then cdled out again. “I have anice little piece of ghost cakefor you, if you'll just come out

Dondd materidized in the kitchen by waking through awall. He pointed afinger at Zia
“Who'sshe?’ he asked.
Zialooked at me.

“You didn't say hewas so rude,” she said before turning back to Donald. “1’mright here, you know.
Y ou could ask me.”

“Youlook likesgters”

“And yet, we' renot.”

Heignored her, continuing to talk to me. “Is she hereto hel p?’

“There, he'sdoing it again,” Ziasaid.

“ThisisZia” | sad. “And Zia, thisis Donald.”

“| prefer Ghost Boy,” she said.

“Wdl, it snot my name.”

“She'shereto help,” | said.

“Redly? Sofar, dl she' sbeen is rude and making promises she can't keep.”
Ziabristled at that. “What sort of promisescan’t | keep?’

He shrugged. “ For garters, I'm here, but where smy cake?’



They held each other’ s gaze for along moment, and it was hard to tell which one of them was more
annoyed with the other. Then Zia s cheek twitched, and Donad’ s lips started to curve upward, and they
were both laughing. Of course that set me off and soon dl three of uswere giggling and snickering, Zia
and | with our hands over our mouths so that we wouldn't wake Ghost Boy’ s mother.

Dondd wasthefirst to recover, but his serious features only set us off again.
“Okay,” hesaid. “It wasn't that funny. So why areyou il laughing?’
“Becausewe can,” Ziatold him.

“Because we can-can!” | added.

Then Ziaand | put our arms around each other’ swaist and began to prance about the kitchen like
Moulin Rouge can-can dancers, kicking our legs up high in unison. It was funny until my toe caught the
edge of the table, which jolted amug full of spoons, knocking it over and sending silverware clattering dl
over thefloor.

Ziaand | stopped dead and we all three cocked our heads.
Sure enough, aquerulous cry came from down the hall.
“Who' sout there?’ the old woman called. “Isthere somebody out there?’

That was followed amoment later by the sound of her getting out of her bed and dowly shuffling down
the hal towards us. Long moments later, she wasin the doorway and the overhead light came on, a
bright yellowy glare that sent the shadows scurrying.

Ziaand | had stepped into the between, where we could see without being seen, but Donald stayed
where he was, leaning againgt the kitchen counter, hisarmsfolded across his chest. He was frowning
when hismother came into the kitchen, the frown deegpening when it became apparent that she wasn't
ableto seehim.

We dl watched as the old woman fussed about, trying to gather up the spoonsthat, with her poor
eyesight, she couldn't redlly see. When she was done, there were still errant spoons—under thetable, in
front of the fridge—but she put the mug back on the table, gave the kitchen alast puzzled ook, then
switched off the overhead light and went back to her bedroom.

Ziaand | stepped out of the between, back into the kitchen. Our sudden appearance startled Donald,
which was kind of funny, seeing how he was the ghost and ghosts usudly did the startling. But | didn’t
say anything because | didn’t want to set usdl off again—or at least it would be enough to set Ziaand me
off. | could fed that chemica imbalance spilling through me because she was so near—a sudden giddy
need to turn sense into nonsense for the sheer fun of it—but | reminded mysdlf why | was here. How if |
didn’t fulfill my promise, I’ d be beholden to aghost for the rest of my days, and if there’ s one thing that
cousinscan't abide, it'sthe unpaid debt, the unfulfilled promise. That’slike flying with along chain
dangling from your foot.

“How did you do that?’ Donad asked.

Ziagave him apuzzled look. “Do what?’

“Disappear, then just regppear out of nowhere.”

“Wedidn't disgppear,” shetold him. “Wewere just in the between.”



| thought he was going to ask her to explain that, but he changed the subject to what was obvioudy more
often on hismind than it wasn't.

“Did you see?’ he asked us. “ She was standing right in front of me and she didn’t even notice me. Dead
or dive, she' snever paid any attention to me.”

“Wdl, you are aghos,” Ziasaid.

| nodded. “And humans can't usudly see ghosts.”

“A mother should be able to see her own son,” he said, “whether he' saghost or not.”
“Theworldisfull of shoulds,” Ziasad, “but that doesn’t make them happen.”

It took him amoment to work through that. When he did, he gave adow nod.

“Here sanother should,” he said. “I should never have gotten my hopes up that anyone would help me.”
“Wedidn't say we wouldn't or that we couldn’t,” Ziasaid.

| nodded. “I made you apromise.”

“And cousinsdon’t bresk promises,” Ziaadded. “It' sall we have for coin and what would it be worth if
our word had no value?’

“Soyou'recoudns,” hesad.

Hedidn't mean it the way we did. He was thinking of familia ties, whilefor usit wasjust an easy way to
differentiate humans from people like us whose genetic roots went back to thefirst daysin the long ago,
people who weren’t bound to the one shape the way regular humans and animals are.

Instead of explaining, | just nodded.
“Show meyour Sster’ sroom,” Ziasaid.

Donad led us down the hal to Madeline' s bedroom. He walked through the closed door, but | stopped
to open it before Ziaand | followed him inside.

“It' svery girly,” Ziasaid as shetook in the al the lace and dolls and the bright frothy colours. Then she
pointed to the pennants and trophies. “But sporty, too.”

“Not to mention clean,” Donad said. “Y ou should see my room. Mother closed the door the day | died
and it hasn’t been opened since.”

“Ive beeninthere” | said.

“But Maddy’ sroom,” he went on asthough | hadn’t spoken. “Mother makes sure the cleaning lady sees
to it every week—before she tackles any other room in the apartment.”

“Why do you think that iS?" Ziaasked.
“Because so far as my mother was concerned, the sun and moon rose and set on my sister Maddy.”
“But why did shethink that?’

“] don’t know.”



“Y ou told me something the last time | washere,” | said. “ Something about how maybe you reminded
her too much of your father...”

“Who abandoned us” hefinished. “ That’ sjust something Maddy thought.”
Zianodded. “Wél, let’ sfind out. Did your Sster call you Dondd?’
“What?'

“Your sster. What did shecall you?’

“Donnie”

“Okay, good. That'sal | needed.”

“Hey, wait!” Donald said as she pulled back the covers and got into the bed.
Ziapretended he hadn’t spoken.

“Y ou two should hide,” she said.

“But-’

“We don't want your mother to see anybody but me.”

“Like she could seeme.”

That was true. But the mother could see me.

| didn’t know what Ziawas up to, but | went over to the closet and opened the door, pulling it dmost
closed it again so that | was standing in the dark in a press of dresses and skirts and topswith just a
crack to peer through. Donad let out along thegtrica sigh, but after amoment he joined me.

“Mama, mamal” Ziacried from the bed, her voice the high and frightened sound of ayoung girl waking
from abad dream.

Faster than she’ d come into the kitchen earlier, the mother appeared in the doorway and crossed the
room to the bed. She hesitated besideit, staring down at where Ziawas Sitting up with her arms held out
for comfort. | could see the confusion in the old woman’ s haf-blind gaze, but dl it took wasfor Ziato
cdl “Mama’ one more time and amother’ singtinct took over. She sat on the edge of the bed, taking Zia
in her ams.

“l...I was so scared, Mama,” Ziasaid. “| dreamed | was dead.”

The old woman stiffened. | saw ashiver run from her shoulders, dl the way down her arms and back.
Then she pressed her faceinto Zia s hair.

“Oh, Maddy, Maddy,” she said, her voice abare whisper. “I wish it was adream.”
Ziapulled back from her, but took hold of her hands.

“l am dead, Mama,” shesaid. “Aren't |7’

The old woman nodded.

“But then why am | here?’ Ziaasked. “What keeps me here?’



“M-maybel...I just can’'t let you go...”

“But you don't keep Donnie here. Why did you let him go and not me?

“Oh, Maddy, sweetheart. Don't talk about him.”

“| don't understand. Why not? He smy brother. | loved him. Didn’'t you love him?”’
The old woman looked down at her |ap.

“Mama?’ Ziaasked.

The old woman findly lifted her heed.

“I...1 think I loved him too much,” shesaid.

The ghost boy had no physical presence, standing beside me, herein the closet, but | could fedl his
sudden tension as though he was flesh and blood—a prickling flood of interest and shock and pure
confusion.

“1 ill don't understand,” Ziasaid.

The old woman was quiet for so long | didn’t think she was going to explain. But she finaly looked away
from Zia, across the room, her gaze seeing into the past rather than what lay in front of her.

“Donniewas agood boy,” she said. “Too good for thisworld, | guess, because he was taken from it
while he was ill so young. | knew he’ d grow up to make me proud—at least | thought | did. My
eyesight’ s bad now, sweetheart, but | think | was blinder back then, because | never saw that he
wouldn’t get the chanceto grow up at all.”

Her gaze returned to Zia before Zia could spesk.

“But you,” the old woman said. “Oh, | could seetroublein you. Y ou were too much like your father. Left
to your own devices, | could see you turning into alittle hellion. That you could be as bad as he was, if
you were given half achance. So | kept you busy-too busy to get into trouble, | thought—but | didn’t do
any better of ajob raisng you than | did him.

“Y ou were both taken so young and | can’t help but fed that the blame for that lay with me.”
Shefdl slent, but | knew Ziawasn't going to let it go, even though we had what we needed.
The ghost boy’ smother did remember him.

She had loved him.

I’d fulfilled my part of the bargain and | wanted to tell Ziato stop. | dmost pushed open the closet door.
I’d dready lifted my hand and laid my pam against the wood paneling, but Donald stopped me before |
could actudly giveit apush.

“I need to hear this” hesaid. “I...I just really do.”
| let my hand fall back to my side.

“But why don't you ever talk about Donnie?’ Zia asked. “Why is hisroom closed up and forgotten and
mine' slikel just stepped out for a soda?’



“When | let him die,” the old woman said, after another long moment of silence, “al by himsdf, swelled
up and choking from that bee sting...” She shook her head. “I was so ashamed. There’ snot aday goes
by that | don't think about it...about him...but | keep it locked away insde. It'smy terrible secret.
Better to let the world not know that | ever had ason, than that | let him die theway hedid.”

“Except you didn't kill him.”

“No. But | did neglect him. If I’ d been here, instead of driving you to some piano class or gym meet or
whatever it wasthat day, he' d ill bedive.”

“Soit'smy fault...”

“Oh no, honey. Don’'t even think such athing. | was the one who made al the wrong choices. | wasthe
one who thought he didn’t need attention, but that you did. Except | was wrong about that, too. Look
what happened to Donnie. And look how you turned out before. ..before...”

“I died.”

She nodded. “ Y ou were agood girl. Y ou were the best daughter a mother could have had. | was so
proud of you, of al you’ d achieved.”

“And my room...”

“I keep it and your memory dive becauseit’ sthe only thing left in thisworld that can give me any pride.
It sthe light that burnsinto the darkness and lets me forget my shame. Not always. Not for long. But
even the few moments| can steal free of my shame are a blessed respite.”

Shefdl slent again, head bowed, unableto ook at what she thought was the ghost of her daughter.

Ziaturned and glanced at where | was peering at her from the crack I’ d made with the closet door. |
knew her well enough to know what she was thinking. It was never hard. All | had to do wasimagine|
was in her shoes, and consider what | would say or do or think.

| turned to Donald.

“Isthere anything you want to tell your mother?’ | whispered.
He gave me adow nod.

“Thenjust tdl Ziaand she'll passit on to your mother.”

He gave me another nod, but he still didn’t spesk.

“Dondd?’ | said.

“| don’t know what to say. | mean, there’ samillion things| could say, but none of them seem to matter
anymore. She' s beating hersaf up way more than any hurt | could have wished upon her.”

| reached out acomforting hand, but of course | couldn’t touch him. Still, he understood the gesture. |
think he even appreciated it.

“And | don't even wish it on her anymore,” he added. “But then...while| fed bad about what she's
going through, at the sametime, | till fed hurt for the way sheignored me.”

| opened the door alittle more, enough to catch Zia s eye. Sheinclined her head to show that she



understood.

“I’vetaked to Donnie,” Ziasaid. “Inthe, you know. The hereafter. Before he went on.”
The old woman lifted her head and looked Ziain the eye.

“You...you have?’

Zianodded. “He undergtands, but he redlly wishes you' d celebrate hislife the way you do mine.
It...hurts him to think that you never think of him.”

“Oh, god, there’ snot aday goes by that | don’t think of him.”
“He knows that now.”
Ziagaze went back to me and | made a continuing motion with my hand.

“And hewants,” shewent on, then caught hersdlf. “He wanted you to know that he' [l dwayslove you.
That he never held you to blame for what happened to him.”

The old woman put her arms around Zia.

“Oh, my boy,” she said. “My poor, poor boy.”

“Hewants you to be happy,” Ziasaid. “We both do.”

The woman shook her head againgt Zia s shoulder.

“| don't even know the meaning of the word anymore,” she said.

“Will you at least try?’

The old woman sat up and dabbed at her eyes with the deeve of her housecoat.

“How does one even begin?’ she said.

“Wadl, sometimes, if you pretend you' re happy, you can trick yoursdlf into at least feding better.”
“I don’t think | could do that.”

“Try by cdebrating our lives,” Ziasaid. “Remember both your children with love and joy. There Il dways
be sadness, but try to remember that it wasn't alwaysthat way.”

“No,” the old woman said dowly. “You'reright. It wasn't. | don’t know if you can even remember, but
we were once ahappy family. But then Ted left and | had to go back to work, and you children...you
were robbed of the life you should have had.”

“It happens,” Zia said—-atouch too matter-of-factly for the ghost of adead girl, | thought, but the old
woman didn’t appear to notice.

“It'stime for meto go, Mama,” Ziaadded. “Will you let me go?’
“Can’'t you stay just alittle longer?’
“No,” Ziasaid. “Let mewalk you back to your bed.”



She got up and the two of them left the room, the old woman leaning on Zia.

“I"'m going to wake up in themorning,” | heard the old woman say from the hall, “and thiswill dl have
just been adream.”

“Not if you don't want it to,” Ziatold her. “Y ou’ ve got astrong will. Look how long you kept me from
moving on. Y ou can remember this-everything we ve talked about—for what it redlly was. And if you try
hard, you can be happy again...”

* x %
Donald and | waited in the bedroom until Ziareturned.

“Issheadeep?’ | asked.

Zianodded. “1 think all of this exhausted her.” She turned to Donald. “ So how do you fed now?’
“| fed drange” he said. “Likethere' s something tugging a me...trying to pull me avay.”

“That' s becauseit’ stimefor you to moveon,” | told him.

“I guess”

“Y ou're remembered now,” Ziasaid. “ That's what was holding you back before.”

Hegaveadow nod. “Listening to her...it didn't make mefed awholelot better. | mean, | understand
now, but...”

“Life'snot very tidy,” Ziasaid, “so | suppose ther€’ s no reason for desth to be any different.”
Hewas harder to hear. | gave him acareful study and redlized he' d grown much more insubstantial.
“It'shard to hold on,” he said. “To stay here.”

“Thendon't,” Ziatold him.

| nodded. “Just let go.”

“ButI'm...scared.”

Ziaand | looked at each other.

“We were here a the beginning of things,” she said, turning back to him, “ before Raven pulled the world
out of that old pot of his. We ve been in the great beyond that lies on the other side of the long ago.
It's...”

She looked at me.
“It' svery peaceful there,” | finished for her.
“I| don't want to goto Hell,” he said. “What if | go to Hell?’

Hisvoicewas very faint now and | could hardly make him out in the gloom of the room.



“Youwon'tgotoHell,” | said.

| didn’t know if there was a Heaven or aHell or what lay on the other sde of living. Maybe nothing.
Maybe everything. But there was no reason to tell him that. He wanted certainty.

“Hdl’sfor bad people,” | told him, “and you' re just a poor kid who got stung by abee.”

| saw the fading remnants of his mouth moving, but | couldn’t make out the words. And then hewas
gone.

| looked at Zia.

“| don't fed any better,” | said. “Did we help him?’

“I don’t know. We must have. We did what he wanted.”

“| suppose.”

“And he' sgone on now.”

Shelinked her arm in mine and walked me into the between.
“I had thisideafor astore,” she said.

“I know. Where you don't sdll anything. Instead peoplejust bring you stuff.”
She nodded. “ It was a pretty dumb idea.”

“It wasn't that bad. I’ ve had worse.”

“I' know you have.”

We stepped out of the between onto the fire escape outside the apartment. | looked across the city.
Dawn was il along way off, but everywhere| could seethelights of the city, the headlights of cars
moving between thetdl canyons of the buildings.

“I think we need to go somewhere and make abig happy noise,” Ziasaid. “We haveto go mad and
dance and sing and do cartwhedl s aong the telephone wires like we' re famous trapeze artists.”

“Because..?’
“Becauseit’ s better than feding sad.”
Sowedid.

And later we returned to the Rookery and woke up al the cousins until every blackbird in every treewas
part of our loud croaking and raspy chorus. | saw L ucius open the window of hislibrary and look out.
When he saw Ziaand |, leading the cacophony from our high perch in one of the old oak treesin the
backyard, he just shook his head and closed the window again.

But not before | saw him amileto himsdf.

* * *

| went back to the old woman'’ s apartment afew weeks later to seeif the ghost boy wasredly gone. |
meant to go sooner, but something distracting aways seemed to come up before | could actudly get



going.
Ziamight tell me about a hoard of Mardi Gras beads she' d found in adumpster and then off we' d have
to go to collect them dl, bringing them back to the Rookery where we festooned the trees with them until

Luciusfinaly asked usto take them down, hisvoice palite, but firm, the way it dways got when he felt
we' d gone the step too far.

Or Chlée might cdll usinto the house because she’ d made us each asugar pie, big fat pieswith much
morefilling than crugt, because we liked the filling the best. We didn't even need the crust, except then it
would just be pudding, which we aso liked, but it wasn’t pie, now wasiit?

Oncewe had to go into the far away to help our friend Jilly, because we promised wewould if she ever
caled us. So when she did, we went to her. That promise had never been like achain dangling from our
feet when weflew, but it till felt good to be donewithiit.

But finaly | remembered the ghost boy and managed to not get distracted before | could make my way
to his mother’ s gpartment. When | got there, they were both gone, the old woman and her dead son.
Insteed, there was ayoung man | didn’t recognize Sitting in the kitchen when | stepped out of the
between. He was in the middle of spooning ice cream into abowl.

“Do you want some?’ he asked.

Hewas one of those people who didn’'t seem the least bit surprised to find me appearing out of thinair in
the middle of hiskitchen. Tomorrow morning, he probably wouldn't even remember I’ d been here.

“What flavour isit?’ | asked.
“Chocolate swirl with bits of Oreo cookies mixedin.”
“Idlove some,” | told him and got mysdlf abowl from the cupboard.

Hefilled my bowl with a generous helping and we both spent afew moments enjoying theice cream. |
looked down the hal as| ate and saw all the cardboard boxes. My gaze went back to the young man's
face.

“What' syour name?’ | asked him.
1] NdS”
Hedidn't ask memy name, but | didn’'t mind.

“Thisisagood invention,” | said holding up a spoonful of ice cream. “Chocolate and ice cream and
cookies al mixed up in the same package.”

“It'snot new. They've had it for ages.”

“But it’still good.”

“Mmm.”

“So what happened to the old woman who lived here?’ | asked.

“I didn’t know her,” hetold me. “The realtor brought me by a couple of daysago and | liked the place,
s0 | rented it. I'm pretty sure he said she'd passed away.”



So much for her being happy. But maybe there was something & se on the other sde of living. Maybe she
and her ghost boy and her daughter were dl together again and she was happy.

It was a better ending to the story than others | could imagine.

“S0,” | asked Ndls, “are you happy?’

He paused with a spoonful of ice cream haf way to his mouth. “What?’
“Do you have any ghosts?”’

“Everybody’ s got ghosts.”

“Redly?’

He nodded. “1 suppose one of the measures of how you live your lifeishow well you make your peace
withthem.”

My bowl was empty, but | didn’t fill it up again. | stood up from thetable.

“Do you want some help unpacking?’ | asked.

“Nah. I'm good. Areyou off?

“You know me,” | said, athough of course he didn’t. “ Placesto go, people to meet. Thingsto do.”
He amiled. “Wdll, don’'t be astranger. Or at least not any stranger than you adready are.”

| laughed.

“You'reafunny man, Nels” | said.

And then | stepped away into the between. | stood there for afew moments, watching him.

He got up from the table, returned the ice cream to the freezer and washed out the bowls and utensils
we' d used. When he was done, he walked into the hall and picked up abox which hetook into the living
room, out of my sight.

| could tell that he d dready forgotten me.

“Goodbye, Néels,” | said, though he couldn’t hear me. “Goodbye, Ghost Boy. Goodbye, old lady.” |
knew they couldn’t hear me, ether.

Then | stepped from the between, out onto the fire escape. | unfolded black wings and flew back to the
Rookery, snging loudly dl theway.

At least | thought of it as Singing.

As| got near Stanton Street, aman waiting for hisdog to relieve itsalf looked up to see me go by.
“Goddamned crows,” he said.

Hetook aplastic bag out of his pocket and deftly bagged his dog’ s poop.

| sang louder, alaughing arpeggio of croaking notes.



Being happy was better than not, | decided. And it was certainly better than scooping up dog poop. If |
was ever to write astory the way that Christy did, it would be very short. And I’d only have the one
story because after it, | wouldn’t need any more.

It would go likethis
Once upon atime, they al lived happily ever after. Theend.

That’samuch better sort of story than the messy onesthat make up our lives. At least that’ swhat |
think.

But | wouldn’t want to live in that story, because that would be too boring. I’ d rather be caught up inthe
clutter of living, flying high above the streets and houses, making ajoyful noise.



