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  For my brother, John.

You were my first protector, my first influence, and my favourite idiot.

You showed me that love can be loud, stubborn, and clumsy—and still be love.

This book wouldn’t exist without you.







  
    
      We are made of the people we love and the voices we choose to keep. The trick is remembering that one of those voices gets to be our own.


    

    
      — Dinos Gio
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  Preface



I didn’t sit down to write a novel at first. I sat down to untangle a knot.

For years I carried other people’s words around in my head—things said in anger, in love, in fear, in passing. My father’s silence, my mother’s sharpness, my brother’s jokes, the things I never said back. I replayed old scenes the way some people rewatch films, changing lines in my head, imagining how it might have gone if I had been braver or kinder or simply less afraid.

Voices began as a way to put those rehearsals somewhere outside my skull. Dean is not me, and his family is not mine, but the feelings underneath are real: the ache of an absent father, the exhaustion of a mother who never gets to rest, the fierce, messy love for an older brother who is both shield and storm.

This book is not a memoir, but it is not pure invention either. It sits in the space between, where fiction and memory borrow from each other. Some scenes are almost exactly as they happened; others are stitched together from different moments; some never happened at all except in the small cinema behind my eyes. What matters to me is that the emotions are true, even when the details are rearranged.

If you’re holding this book, I’m already grateful. Stories don’t really exist until someone reads them. My hope is not that you will recognise my family, but that you might recognise something of your own: a voice that still echoes, a regret that still stings, a love that didn’t always know how to look like love.

Most of all, I hope Voices reminds you that the story of your life isn’t just what other people did to you. It’s also what you choose to do with those memories—what you keep, what you let go, and how you talk to yourself when no one else is in the room.

Thank you for giving Dean and his family some of your time. I hope, in return, they give you a little light in places you might not have realised were dark.




Dinos Gio






I

Waiting


Before he was anyone’s colleague, patient, or old man in a small room, Dean was just a boy at the harbour, waiting for a father who might not come and a brother who never stayed long. These are the years when the house is full, the table is crowded, and every silence learns how to echo. Later, he’ll call this the start of the story. At the time, it just felt like life.
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Dean counted the waves because nobody had taught him what else to do with waiting.

One… two… three…

The sea was calm enough that the ships sat in the bay like patient animals, their lights blinking in the late afternoon haze. The ferry had already come and gone, leaving behind a new load of people dragging rolling suitcases up the hill. The fishing boats were in, tied with thick ropes that smelled of salt and diesel.

Only one ship mattered.

His father’s ship.

Dean squinted at the horizon until his eyes hurt. Sometimes he imagined he could recognize the exact shape of the hull, the colour of the rust, even from far away. As if his father’s ship carried a different kind of light, one that would call his name.

“Don’t stare so hard. You’ll scare it away.”

The voice came from behind him, half amused, half tired. His brother dropped down onto the bench beside him, the wood creaking under his weight.

John was already twenty-eight, which to fifteen-year-old Dean felt closer to ancient than adult. He had a proper beard, not the patchy fluff on Dean’s chin, and dark hair he kept pushing back with ink-stained fingers. He smelled like cigarettes, motor oil, and the lemon soap they all shared at home.

“I’m not staring,” Dean said, though of course he was.

“You’ve been here since morning.”

Dean shrugged. “He said he’d be on this one.”

“He might be on this one,” John corrected. “He might be on the next. Or the next after that. That’s how it is with him.”

Dean hated that tone. Not angry, not kind. Just… resigned. As if their father were the weather — something you lived with, complained about, but never expected to change.

“Mom said—”

“Mom says whatever helps her make it through the day.” John lit a cigarette, shielding the flame from the breeze with his hands. “You have homework?”

“It’s Saturday.”

“And?”

“And I’ll do it later.”

John shook his head, exhaling smoke toward the sea. “You always say that.”

There it was again: the line he used on him more and more lately.

You always say that.

Sometimes it sounded like a joke, sometimes like a warning. Today it sounded like both.

Dean dug the toe of his sneaker into the concrete, scraping at a white patch of bird droppings. “You’re not staying for dinner?”

“Not tonight.” John’s jaw tightened for half a second. “I have things to do.”

“Things” meant the garage job, the night classes, the girlfriend Dean had only seen from a distance, all bundled together into a life that didn’t have much space left in it.

“You’re always going,” Dean said, quieter than he meant to.

“That’s how it goes, little man.” John didn’t look at him when he said it. “You’ll understand when you’re older.”

“I’m fifteen,” Dean protested.

“Exactly.” A small smile now, the kind that tried to be gentle. “Give it ten years. Then talk to me.”

Dean lifted his eyes to the water again. The sky was dimming from pale blue to something deeper, the sun sliding down behind the row of warehouses. No new ship had appeared.

“What if he doesn’t come this time either?” he asked. The question burned his throat; it felt like he was betraying something by even saying it.

John flicked ash onto the ground. “Then he doesn’t come.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

“That’s not—” Dean swallowed. “He promised.”

“He promised a lot of things.”

There was a weight in those words, the shape of years Dean hadn’t been old enough to see. Nights when John had waited on this same bench. Birthdays where the empty chair at the table wasn’t even set anymore. Fights in the kitchen when Mom had thrown a plate against the wall and then cried while sweeping it up.

Dean knew pieces of those stories, but they lived in whispers, in half-conversations that stopped when he entered the room.

“I just want to see him walk off the ship,” Dean said. “Like in the movies. With a bag over his shoulder, you know? Like he’s just been away on a long trip and he’s… coming home.”

John watched the water for a moment. When he spoke, his voice was softer.

“He never comes home like in the movies.”

“How does he come then?”

“When he comes, he’s tired. He’s quiet. He sits at the table like a guest. And you make noise because you’re happy, and Mom cooks too much, and after three days it feels normal again. And then he leaves. That’s how he comes.”

Dean pressed his lips together. That wasn’t how he wanted it to be. He wanted music at the harbour, the family running down to meet the ship, his father’s strong arms lifting him in the air. He wanted words, explanations, stories. He wanted to ask why he left and why he stayed away and why he had chosen the sea over them.

But he had never asked any of those things. Each time his father had come home, Dean had swallowed his questions and replaced them with jokes, with careful smiles, with I’m fine and School is fine and Everything is fine.

What if I ask and he doesn’t have an answer? he thought. What if he just looks at me and doesn’t understand what I’m asking for?

As if hearing the unspoken, John said, “Don’t expect too much from people, Dean. That way, they can’t disappoint you.”

“I don’t expect too much. I just want my father.”

“That’s already too much,” John murmured.

For a second, Dean thought he heard a different voice under his brother’s — older, rougher, like the echo of a man he hadn’t met yet. It made his skin prickle. He shook his head to clear it.

“I’m not going home until the ship comes,” he said.

“We’ll see.”

“You can go if you want.”

John laughed once. “You’re stubborn. You get that from him.”

“How can I get anything from him? He’s never here.”

John looked at him properly then, really looked, as if seeing the outline of the man his little brother would become.

“You’d be surprised,” he said.

They sat in silence for a while, the kind that stretched and settled between them. The harbour noise filled the gaps: shouts from fishermen, the cry of gulls, the thud of crates being unloaded.

Dean counted the gulls now instead of the waves. There were fewer of them than he expected.

“You know that crowd you hang out with?” John said suddenly.

“What crowd?”

“The boys behind the school. With the motorbikes. Don’t play dumb.”

Dean picked at a splinter on the bench. “They’re just friends.”

“They’re trouble.”

“You don’t even know them.”

“I know their fathers.” John tapped ash into the wind. “I work with them. I hear things. Don’t follow them everywhere. Don’t start doing what they do just because you’re bored and angry. You’re smarter than that.”

“You’re always telling me what not to do,” Dean snapped. “Never what to do.”

“What you should do is simple. Study. Help Mom. Stay away from idiots. Think before you act. Try not to make the same mistakes others did.”

“Which mistakes?”

“All of them.”

“That’s not simple.”

“No,” John admitted. “It’s not.”

Dean turned to him, frustrated. “You talk like I’m already ruining my life.”

“You’re not,” John said. “Yet.” He paused. “Listen. You’re going to make mistakes, okay? Big ones. Everyone does. Just… try not to make them because you’re lonely and want to feel like you belong to something. That’s the worst reason.”

“How do you know I’m lonely?”

John gave him a look that said, Are you serious?

“You walk around like someone’s missing all the time,” he said. “Like you’re always waiting.”

“I am waiting.”

“For him?”

“For everything.”

John opened his mouth like he wanted to argue, then closed it again. He crushed the cigarette under his heel and stood.

“I have to go,” he said. “If the ship comes, don’t stay here until midnight like an idiot. If he’s not off in the first half hour after docking, he’s not on it.”

“I’ll wait anyway.”

“Of course you will.” There was no mockery in it this time, just a sad kind of affection. John put a hand on his shoulder, squeezing once. “Don’t learn everything the hard way, Dean.”

“You did.”

“That’s why I’m telling you not to.”

“That’s not fair.”

“Life’s not—”

“—not fair,” Dean finished with him. He’d heard the line too many times.

John smiled, a little surprised, a little proud. “See? You’re already repeating me.”

Then he walked away, hands in his pockets, shoulders slightly hunched against the breeze. Dean watched him until he turned the corner by the warehouse and disappeared.

The bench felt bigger without him.

Dean pulled his jacket tighter around himself and kept his eyes on the water until the sky turned orange, then purple, then that deep navy that swallowed shapes.

A ferry arrived, later than scheduled. It groaned and sighed as it docked, chains rattling, engines easing down. People began to spill out, a stream of faces and bags and shouts and laughter.

Dean stood, heart punching his ribs. He searched every man who stepped off the ramp.

Not him.

Another man with a duffel bag. Another with the same broad shoulders. Another with a cap pulled low.

Not him.

The crowd thinned. The last few passengers walked off, slower, tired. A woman with a sleeping child on her shoulder. Two older men arguing about something. A boy not much older than Dean, dragging a guitar case.

Then no one.

The ramp was pulled up. The ferry’s engines rumbled to life again.

That’s it, he thought. That’s it.

He stayed standing for a few more minutes, just in case someone came running up late. Nobody did.

The harbour smelled colder now. The air pressed damp against his skin. The bench behind him waited, but he didn’t sit. He didn’t cry either. He thought he should — that this was the kind of moment where a boy in a film would sink down to his knees and sob.

Instead, a strange quiet spread through him. It was like a door closing somewhere deep inside, softly but firmly.

Don’t expect too much from people, John had said. That way, they can’t disappoint you.

Dean looked at the empty ramp and repeated the words in his head, rolling them around until they fit his own voice.

Don’t expect too much.

He tested how it felt.

He shrugged his backpack higher on his shoulder and started the walk home, feet slapping the pavement in a rhythm that would, years later, echo in other empty streets, other nights when he went home alone.

At the corner by the warehouse, he hesitated and glanced back.

For a moment, he imagined a figure standing there, just stepped off an invisible ship. A tall man with his father’s face and John’s posture, watching him walk away.

Say something, Dean thought fiercely, directing it at the phantom. Tell me why you didn’t come. Tell me what I did wrong.

But the figure was only in his mind, and in his mind it only said what he already knew.

You’ll understand when you’re older.

He didn’t answer. He turned and kept walking, carrying the sentence with him like a stone in his pocket — heavy, familiar, waiting to be taken out and turned over again and again in the dark, in years he couldn’t see yet, when past and present would mix so much he wouldn’t always remember what had really happened and what he had only replayed.
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The river never looked dangerous from the bridge.

From up there, it was just a dark strip cutting through the town, flat and slow, carrying crisp packets and the odd football toward the sea. It only got ugly when you climbed down to it.

Dean was fourteen the first time he did.

The boys from school called it “the shortcut,” which was generous. There was nothing short about it. You had to slide down a dusty slope, squeeze between a fence and a crumbling wall, and duck under a pipe that always dripped something you didn’t want on your clothes.

But once you were down there, out of sight of houses and teachers and anyone who might tell you off, it felt like a different world.

A worse one.

“Come on, Parker,” one of them shouted. “Don’t be soft.”

Dean picked his way along the narrow strip of concrete at the edge of the river, trainers slipping slightly on moss. Someone had thrown an old shopping trolley in; it stuck out of the water like a trapped animal.

He didn’t like it down here. The air smelled of metal and algae. Graffiti words shouted themselves hoarse on the underside of the bridge. The water was deeper than it looked from above.

He stayed anyway.

He’d only just started sitting at the back of the bus with these boys. Only just started getting the nod in the corridor instead of the shoulder. Options were limited.

The loudest boy—Darren, all elbows and bad acne—picked up a stone and skimmed it across the surface.

“Bet you can’t get it that far,” he said to Dean.

“I’m not left-handed,” Dean replied for no good reason.

“That’s not—” Darren frowned. “Just throw it, genius.”

Dean bent to pick up a stone. The concrete tilted in his peripheral vision. He straightened quickly.

“Don’t fall in,” another boy said. “Dead cats down there. Needles. My cousin says a bloke drowned last year. Got stuck.”

“Shut up,” Dean muttered, fingers cold around the stone now.

He threw. It went halfway as far as Darren’s, plopping into the water with a sound that felt too loud.

“Pathetic,” Darren snorted. “Even the nerd throws like a nerd.”

There was some laughter. Not cruel, exactly. Just relieved it wasn’t aimed at them.

Dean shrugged, pretending not to care.

They stayed down there too long, playing games that had no rules and no point. Throwing things. Spitting. Shouting swear words just to see them bounce off the concrete.

By the time they scrambled back up to the street, his hands were scraped and his shoes were muddy. He walked home with his heart still beating faster than it should, like it hadn’t quite got the message that they’d left.

John was waiting outside the house.

He had a cigarette tucked behind his ear and grease on his forearms, garage overalls unzipped and tied around his waist. He leaned against the garden wall like he’d been there for hours, though Dean knew John never stayed anywhere that long.

“Where’ve you been?” John asked.

“School,” Dean said automatically.

“It’s six,” John replied.

“After school,” Dean corrected.

John’s eyes dropped to his shoes. Then to the scrape on his knuckles.

“Down by the river?” he asked, too casual.

Dean shrugged.

“Shortcut.”

“To what?” John said. “Tetanus?”

Dean tried to push past him toward the door. John shifted, blocking him with one foot.

“They’re not your friends,” John said quietly.

Dean felt heat creep up his neck.

“You don’t even know them,” he shot back.

“I know the type,” John said. “Because I was the type. I’ve seen them blind drunk on a Tuesday night at that same spot, chucking each other in. Laughing until someone doesn’t come back up quick enough.”

“I’m not stupid,” Dean said.

“You are,” John replied, without malice. “That’s why I’m telling you. You think you’re watching them. They think you’re one of them. The river doesn’t care either way.”

Dean bristled.

“You’re not Dad,” he snapped. “You don’t get to tell me where to go.”

“Dad’s not here,” John said, the words landing between them like something dropped. “That’s the point.”

They stared at each other.

The front door opened.

Their mother looked out, cardigan pulled tight around her.

“What are you doing blocking the path?” she asked John. “Move your big head. Dean, wash your hands. You smell like metal.”

Dean tried to step around John again.

John caught his sleeve, just for a second.

“Listen,” he said, low enough that their mother wouldn’t hear. “You want to smoke? Fine. You want to skive? Fine. You want to shout at teachers? Fine. But you don’t mess with water and edges, okay? That’s where stupid turns into dead.”

Dean yanked his arm away.

“Why do you care?” he asked.

John’s jaw tightened.

“Because I’ve seen too many lads like you pulled out by the fire brigade,” he said. “Because Mom doesn’t have room in her head for another funeral. Because you’re not as disposable as you think you are.”

Dean blinked.

“Don’t be dramatic,” he muttered.

“Don’t be an idiot,” John replied.

Their mother clucked her tongue. “John, stop terrifying him. Dean, go wash. There’s stew.”

Dean escaped into the house, heart hammering in a way that had nothing to do with the river now.

He scrubbed his hands under hot water, watching the dirt swirl away.

He didn’t go back down to the river with those boys.

He told himself it was because he didn’t like the smell, or because the path was slippery, or because he had homework.

Only much later did he admit, even to himself, that it was because of the way John had said funeral.

Like the word was already sitting in the room, waiting for a chance.
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The fight started with a plate.

It was one of the good ones—if you could call anything in that chipped mismatched stack “good.” White, with a faint blue ring around the edge. His mother always put it at the place nearest the window, like that made it special.

That night, it was in front of the empty chair.

“Take it away,” Dean said.

His mother looked up from the pan, wooden spoon in hand.

“Take what away?” she asked.

“The plate,” he said. “There. His.”

She frowned, more at his tone than at the words.

“Your father has a plate like everybody else,” she said. “If he walks in, I’m not having him stand there like a stranger.”

“He’s not going to walk in,” Dean said. The words came out flat. Heavy.

John shifted in his seat, cigarette behind his ear, arms folded.

“Not this again,” he muttered.

Dean ignored him.

“It’s been eight months,” he said. “Eight. He missed my birthday. He missed Christmas. He missed—” He stopped, throat tight.

His mother banged the spoon against the side of the pan harder than necessary.

“He’s working,” she said. “That’s what men do. They work.”

“Is that what they call it now?” Dean muttered.

She turned.

“Don’t start,” she warned.

John sat up a little straighter.

“Dean,” he said quietly. “Leave it.”

“No,” Dean said. Something inside him had snapped earlier that day when Mrs. Hill had said, in that falsely bright voice, ‘Your father must miss you boys terribly,’ and he’d had to pretend to agree.

“It’s stupid,” he went on. “Laying a place for him. Cooking extra. Saving him food. It’s… pathetic.”

His mother’s face went very still.

“We don’t say that word in this house,” she said.

“Which word?” Dean asked. “Pathetic? Or father?”

“Enough,” she snapped.

She put the pan down harder than she meant to. Sauce splashed on the hob.

“You think I like this?” she said. “You think I enjoy waiting? You think I don’t know how it looks, cooking for a man who may or may not walk through that door?”

“Then why do you do it?” Dean demanded. “Why do you keep pretending he’s coming? He’s not. He chose the ship. He chose away. You’re the only one who won’t admit it.”

John stood, slow and wary.

“Dean,” he said again. “Drop it. Have some food and shout at the telly instead.”

Dean pushed back his chair.

“I’m not hungry,” he said.

“You will sit down at this table,” his mother said, every word a nail. “You will eat what I cooked, and you will not take that tone with me in my house.”

“It’s not his house,” Dean shot back, pointing at the empty place. “So why are you setting it for him?”

His mother stepped around the table so fast he flinched.

For a second, he thought she was going to slap him. She’d done it before, once or twice, a sharp crack that shocked him more than it hurt.

Instead, she picked up the plate.

“Is this what you want?” she asked. “You want him gone? Fine.”

She threw the plate into the sink.

It broke in three clean pieces, a dull crack that seemed louder than it should have been.

They all stared at the shards.

“Great,” John said, voice brittle. “That’s helpful.”

His mother’s shoulders rose and fell.

“You boys think you know everything,” she said. “You think you’re the only ones hurting. Your father left me too, you know. He didn’t just sail away from you and forget I existed. I’m the one he made promises to.”

“Then why aren’t you angry at him?” Dean asked. “Why are you angry at us all the time?”

Silence.

The question hung in the steam above the sink.

His mother’s face crumpled—for a heartbeat, he saw something raw and young under the hard lines. Then it shuttered again.

“Who says I’m not angry at him?” she said, voice low. “You think I break plates for fun?”

She turned back to the stove, snatched up the spoon, stirred like the stew had offended her personally.

“You want him gone?” she said, not looking at him. “Fine. No more plate. No more saving him food. No more pretending. Happy now?”

Dean swallowed. His throat felt too tight.

“No,” he said, before he could stop himself.

John stepped between them, one hand on the back of Dean’s chair, the other near his mother’s arm but not touching.

“Everybody calm down,” he said. “Mom, sit. I’ll sort the sink. Dean, sit. Shut up for thirty seconds.”

“Don’t tell me to shut up,” Dean snapped.

“Then say something useful,” John shot back. “You’re acting like he left yesterday. He’s been gone for years. We’ve been living in this… half-state the whole time.”

His mother slammed the spoon down.

“Out,” she said.

They both stared.

“Out?” John repeated.

“Out of my kitchen,” she said. “Both of you. I can shout at the telly on my own.”

“Mom—” John began.

“Go,” she said. “Before I throw something that isn’t broken yet.”

Dean backed up so quickly his chair scraped. He knocked into John, who caught his arm before he fell.

They ended up in the hallway, the kitchen door half-closed behind them.

From inside came the sound of the tap running and the clink of plate pieces being fished out.

Dean leaned against the wall, breathing fast.

“That went well,” he said.

John stared at him.

“What were you thinking?” he asked. Not angry, exactly. Shocked.

“I’m sick of it,” Dean said. “Of pretending. Of waiting. Of that empty chair like a ghost at every meal.”

“You think she isn’t?” John said. “Sick of it? She feeds that ghost so you don’t starve.”

“I didn’t ask her to,” Dean said.

“She didn’t ask to be left,” John shot back.

They glared at each other.

Down the hall, the TV played someone else’s problems at a low volume. A laugh track leaked under a door.

“I hate him,” Dean said suddenly. “I hate him for making us all… like this.”

“I know,” John said, quietly this time. “I do too. Some days.”

Dean’s eyes burned.

“And I hate you,” he added, the words out before he could stop them. “For… for acting like it’s normal. For leaving and coming back. For being… half here, like him.”

John flinched.

“That’s not fair,” he said.

“I know,” Dean said. “I don’t care.”

They stood there, breathing hard, the broken plate between them like a third presence.

From the kitchen, their mother’s voice floated out, talking to herself, or to the sink, or to the man who wasn’t there.

“Idiot,” she muttered. “I married an idiot. Raised two more. God help me.”

John rubbed his face.

“Go to your room,” he said to Dean, not unkindly. “Before you say something you can’t unsay.”

Dean wanted to argue.

Instead, he stomped up the stairs, every step an accusation.

In his room, door shut, he pressed his forehead against the cool windowpane and stared at the dark garden.

He could see the kitchen light from here, his mother’s shadow moving back and forth. Once, he saw John’s shape enter, then both of them standing at the sink, hands moving in jagged gestures.

He couldn’t hear them, but he could imagine the words.

“All right,” he whispered to the glass. “No more plate. Happy?”

His chest ached.

The next night, and the one after, and the one after that, his father’s chair stayed empty and bare. No plate. No cutlery. Just a rectangle of wood where a person should have been.

His mother put one extra spoonful of stew back into the pot each time, almost without thinking.

She never mentioned the broken plate again.

Neither did Dean.

But the crack it had left ran under everything now, like a fault line none of them knew how to cross.
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Dean found himself standing outside John’s old bedroom door, plate in hand, fork balanced on top, pretending he was just looking for somewhere to put it down.

His mother had gone to “rest her eyes” in the living room after lunch, the TV murmuring at low volume. The house had slipped into that heavy afternoon quiet where every small sound felt too loud.

He nudged the door open with his shoulder.

The room smelled like dust and fabric softener. It was cleaner than it had ever been when John actually lived there. The bed was made with a new duvet cover, navy blue and anonymous. A small bookshelf still held a few of John’s old paperbacks, spines cracked. The desk was bare except for a lamp and a mug full of pens that probably didn’t work.

Dean set the plate down and crossed to the window. From here, the street looked almost exactly the same as it had when he was a teenager — different cars, same narrow strip of road, same crooked lamppost.

His eyes drifted to the floor beside the bed.

There, almost invisible unless you knew where to look, was a faint pair of parallel lines in the carpet — the ghosts of a suitcase that had stood there for days.

His chest tightened.

He splayed his toes against the carpet, as if feeling for the old weight.

The room blurred at the edges.

The carpet thickened under his feet. The walls shrank in, the colours a little brighter, the air sharper, full of the smell of deodorant and cheap aftershave. The bed was covered in clothes. The suitcase was back in its place, open-mouthed, half-full.

“Do you have to take all of that?” Dean asked from the doorway, teenager-thin, arms folded across his chest like a shield.

John glanced up from where he was kneeling by the case, rolling socks into tight balls.

“I’m not taking the wardrobe,” he said. “Just enough so I don’t have to do laundry every three days.”

“You hate laundry,” Dean said.

“I hate a lot of things more,” John replied. “Landlords, for example. Buses at midnight. Men who shout at you from vans. Laundry I can negotiate with.”

Dean leaned his shoulder against the door frame. The movement was meant to look casual; it felt like leaning against the edge of a cliff.

“What if you change your mind?” he said.

“About laundry?” John snorted.

“About leaving,” Dean said.

John’s hands stilled for a second on the T-shirt he was folding. He smoothed it along imaginary lines, buying time.

“We’ve talked about this,” he said.

“I know you said you’re going,” Dean said. “That’s not the same as actually… going.”

“It is,” John said. “That’s exactly what it is.”

He dropped the T-shirt into the case and reached for another.

Dean watched him in silence for a few seconds.

John moved through the room like someone dismantling an exhibit — taking down posters, pulling out old chargers from sockets, deciding which parts of his life were worth boxing up and which could be left behind.

“You’ll come back for visits,” Dean said. It wasn’t quite a question.













OEBPS/300fabf1c10387340a8f61a00824021413a1465e_smallRaw.jpg
DINOS GIO






OEBPS/images/300fabf1c10387340a8f61a00824021413a1465e_smallRaw.jpg
DINOS GIO






