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"Grandma, therésaddivery truck out front," Kyle said.

The grocery boy made aweekly ddivery, and the postman brought occasiona letters and billsand al the
curriculafor Kyleshome schooling. Everything el se they needed came from delivery trucks, except for afew
specia supplies. Kylewas good with computers and tracking shipments. He aways knew when anything was
coming, and he hadn't mentioned a shipment due today.

Annaset her brush on the easdl ledge below her canvas and went to peer over Kyl€'s shoulder. "Arewe
expecting anything?'

A man climbed out of the truck by the front gate.

Kyle shook hishead. He backed hiswheelchair away from his observation post a the window. He adways
backed away when strangers approached. He was fifteen now, perhaps old enough to be better socialized, she
thought, but perhaps not.

The doorbd | rang.

Annaglanced a Kyle. He had retreated to the dark hallway; only the toes of his shoeswere visblein thelight
from her dtill-life lamp. Shewent to the door.

The FedEx man wasyoung. Hishair stuck out in taffy spikesbelow hiscap. "Please sign online 28," he said.
"Who'sit from? | wasn't expecting anything." She signed.

"Don't know, malam." He handed her a package about the size of ateabox. The address|abel was smeared.
The return addresslabel read, "A Friend" in handwriting she didn't recognize. Shefrowned at it, then glanced at
the addresslabel again. "But thisisn't — " she called to the young man. He had jumped down the porch steps,
crossed the front yard, and was dready in the driver's seat of histruck.

"Wat!"
The man touched his cap and drove away.
"What isit, Gran?' Kylerolled into the room.

"Something for the Crandalls.” How could the delivery man make such amistake? Her last name was Grant; she
supposed the smear made "Crandall” look like "Grant." But the address— well. The smear had disguised that,
too.

The Crandalls, aman, awoman, and two bad-tempered children, had lived next door for six years. They had
interested Annaand Kyle on many levels, but they werefairly secretive; details had been difficult to collect.

They had moved out last week, in something of ahurry; they had hired extra help, dark brawny young men Anna
had never seen before. Kyle had entertained Annawhile she painted by describing each item asit made the
journey from the Crandalss front door to the back of their U-Haul. That day she had been painting one of her
gpecid commissions, adtill life of cheese cubes and a stuffed raccoon, and she had to paint fast before the cheese
dried. Polaroidsweren't big enough to derivefine detailsfrom. Still, Kyl€'s report had made her look up from
her work more than once.

They had learned things about the Crandalls that day that living next door for Six years hadn't taught them.

The exercise equipment must have come into the house in boxes to be assembled, but it came out whole, and
therewas alot of it, with someredly heavy weights. Some of the chrome assemblies with leather straps and






