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  Sadness Nails


  When he saw the leaf fall, he felt terribly sad. The tree is broken, he said.


  Using his sadness as a nail, he scrambled up the side of the tree and stuck the leaf back on to its branch.


  That’s better, he told the tree, content to have found a use for all this sadness.


  When the next leaf fell, he discovered he had not used up his sadness after all. And when, as he tried to snatch the leaf from the wind’s lips, another leaf tumbled over and down, he found he had more sadness than he had realised.


  Leaves fell on all sides. They spiralled about him. Rolling, drifting as they fell.


  The forest is broken! he cried, running first to this tree, then to that. There were so many more leaves than he had fingers to catch them between. He rushed from branch to bough, trunk to tree. Hammering a sadness-nail into each sepia-tinted leaf. On and on, and on and on. More frantic with each passing moment.


  If only I can fix the forest, if only, if only …


  He worked on and on. And on and on. Fresh nails always to hand, darting from tree to tree, tree to tree as leaves fell about him on every side.


  So many leaves, so many. More leaves than nails, and there were so many nails.


  


  upstairs


  we never go upstairs. only people who think they’re above themselves go upstairs. beds, bathrooms, wardrobes: these aren’t for ordinary people. it’s true. other people say it’s true. we hear them talking and so never go upstairs.


  we don’t want to be thought of as different.


  


  A Man who Faced Both Ways


  There was once a man who faced both ways at once. The wind would tug at his big ears (a hole on each side so the two faces could listen simultaneously to what they wanted to hear), spinning him this way, twirling him that. What opinions you heard all depended on which face happened to be pointing at you and how the wind was blowing just then.


  So, where he might be right behind the idea of, say, gravity one minute, the next he could be vehemently against its influence and all in favour of fitting everyone with buoyancy aids. It all depended. In very high winds, the man contradicted himself so frequently people not only lost count, they lost interest, too. Which was a shame, because the man did like to be the centre of attention.
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