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        “Dry The Rain is a sharp rebuke to the way we treat survivors of sensational crimes like media property. It exposes the circus, the voyeurism, the myth-making. It reminds us that surviving doesn’t end when the cameras stop rolling. And in a literary landscape that often seeks resolution, it dares to say: some stories don’t end. They echo.

        

      
        This one echoed in me. And I think it will for a long time.”

        INDEPENDENT BOOK REVIEW

      

      

      

      
        
        Dry The Rain made me feel like I was sitting inside someone’s broken mind as it slowly tried to piece itself together.

        

      
        This isn’t a thriller or a trauma memoir with easy lessons. It’s a reflective, original story for those who want to sit with hard truths and aren’t looking for tidy endings. If you’ve ever felt that pain is something too often turned into content, this book will speak to that unease.
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      I could tell you what He did in the beginning. After I finished drying the rain and the grass was still soaking wet, I could tell you how He would say, Come here, and how He would go and punish me. I could tell you all about the different ways He would hurt me, or the four or five ways He had of teaching me things, and you would be fascinated. Or maybe you would feel bad. Or you might even become horrified. Or you would find this to be just about the craziest thing you have ever heard and you would pick up your phone and talk with your friends about what had happened, you would text your texts and you would post your posts because Dry The Rain is based on real and actual events. 

      I mean, you would type, that could have been me. Or, your friends would say, it, by which they mean me, could have been one of my friends.  

      Can you imagine? 

      Isn’t it the worst? 

      Or you might get bored. Who hasn’t seen this story before? And you might change the channel. But no. You will keep watching because there is never anything on, at least not anything good, and besides, you would tell yourself, everybody else is watching. Something good might come from this. 

      But you, by which I mean the worst of you, woman or man, boy or girl, you would roll your eyes, you, just as a for instance, a certain sort of you would tell your girlfriend how the show was written to look a certain way, because what happened really did not happen, at least not in that way, the way they show it on Dry The Rain, because how could anyone know? Also, your boyfriend would say, these sorts of shows are made to make you feel sad and scared only to make you feel better by the time the show’s over. That’s why every movie has a happy ending, he would say. Even the new and the modern shows have at least for an ending something that leaves you feeling not bad. It is this agreement they make with you. The producers and the writers of these shows and these series. You watch and you feel terrible until you do not, and then you feel strong and then even stronger, like you have done something other than watch a TV show or movie. 

      

      The weak revenge. The strong forgive. The intelligent ignore. 

      That, your boyfriend does not say. Which is to say he is no Einstein. 

      It is, your boyfriend would say, by which he means watching Dry The Rain, kind of useful. At least in a way.   

      And remember, your boyfriend would say, the two of you just lying there in bed, all comfy in Nautica, don’t forget that she, he would go on, by which he means me, don’t forget that she was just this little kid when she was kidnapped, by which he means stolen. She’s not exactly this reliable source of information. I mean, he would say, that’s how you know it’s not real. That Dry The Rain is not true. What kind of girl would want to remember anything like that? And think about it, he would say. What kind of girl would be able to remember anything like that? All they need, by which he means the producers and the writers, all they need to know is just a little bit to make it interesting. And not even that. They have writers who come up with different, better, ideas. They just need a little bit, by which he means from me, so they can say Dry The Rain is based on real and actual events. She, he says, talking about me, is just the basic idea. 

      I am clickbait. 

      I am the trailer.  

      And, he would go on, which is to say your boyfriend, this being the second time the two of you have seen this episode called Fight or Flight, because you are waiting for the next episode, and that will not be on TV until Sunday night, that being the best way for the producers to make money. But also, he would add, even if he does not say so exactly, by which I mean in so many words, you are watching Dry The Rain because Dry The Rain really is that good, supposedly. And not just the story, but the way everything is colored and arranged to keep you interested and fascinated. Every time you watch there is something new to discover. Or there is something you will find based on what you have read online. You have fun finding Easter eggs. A second sort of story.  

      And, he would go on, by which I mean your boyfriend, he would say that if you really pay attention, like if you really clue on in, by which he means to what is happening as opposed to what you think might be happening, it really wasn’t as bad as they, by which he means the producers and the writers, are making it seem. Remember, he would say, you’re watching TV. Remember, he would say, Dry The Rain is just a show. He would say that it’s all produced. He would say that it’s all written. By which he means scripted. He would end all this by saying that all sorts of stuff is made up. How, because you are watching TV, it just has to be.  

      

      One of you might ask your husband why it was that I did not just get up and escape when He was away at work, or wherever it was He went at night, or during the day. Because you have seen plenty of these stories before. There is always a way to escape. You have even seen shows like that terrible whatever Kimmy Whoever show and how what happened to me can actually be made funny if you forget the horrible parts involving tuning forks and teapots. Or, even better, the producers and the writers can find a way to make those parts funny as well. Watching me in His backyard drying the rain for what on at least one episode of Dry The Rain is supposed to be most of a day you would not wonder, If. You would say, after taking a sip from your latte, There was a way out. To that I would say just because he is not right or just because you are not right does not mean that either of you are exactly wrong. I mean, look at me. Here I am. But go ahead and try to kiss yourself in the mirror. Go for it. Aim for your cheek. Your forehead. You will find that all you can ever do is kiss yourself on the lips.  

      Forget drying the rain, I would tell you. I would say this because most of you have never had your leg in a bear trap. I would say this because most of you have never had your hands in a bucket of rats. And I would say this because none of you, I am sure, has ever had, when learning, or being taught one of His very particular lessons, to choose between a butter knife and a steak knife. 

      

      On the MovieTrap series Dry The Rain Imogen Appleton plays Mallory. This is the name the producers and the writers came up with for me because Mallory, when you look this up in the dictionary, means sadness, and my name, by which I mean my real name, well, you do not even have to look that one up to know what it means. This is because my real name just means a month. One of the ones with thirty-one days, that comes and goes every year and so means, if you stop to think about it, not very much. 

      If her name, by which I mean Imogen Appleton, sounds like something you have heard before, this is because Imogen Appleton is that one kid actor who I guess was in that really popular movie Valdese that came out last year in the actual movie theaters. Most people do not know that the movie, by which I mean Valdese, is based on this really cool book called Being Dead. A novel. This being one of the books that I read when I was in the hospital. After I killed Him. 

      

      There are four books about me. And by books I mean non-fiction. From what the producers and the writers put together to create the MovieTrap series, this one extremely famous author, the French one who wrote the book about sex tourism, and other books about Muslims, is writing Dry The Rain into a novel. Writing books based on TV shows and movies is one of the many things that surprises me. 

      

      But by now you know this. The stuff about Imogen Appleton, I mean. Everyone thinks it is crazy just how much I look like her. Or just how much Imogen looks like me, is better to say. For starters, we both have that crazy blond hair. But it is more than that. We really do look like sisters. Or maybe it is better to say, by which I mean it is more precise, maybe it is better to say that she is more like my mother. In terms of looking. By which I mean appearance. Mostly, at least if you were to ask me why, it’s because of our eyes. They are really wide and super bright. And they seem just like stickers. Like as if our eyes were planted on top of our faces. As if it is like we are china dolls. And so this makes us have this weird dimension that seems to go well with our heads, or faces, I guess it is better to say, that everyone says have this perfect kind of symmetry. Of course she does not have to look like me to be Mallory, but because she does it is powerful even if only because she does not have to do as much acting-wise. She can even do a little bit less. 

      

      Because now I am free, and because of how I happened to make myself escape, which was super brutal and violent, I have all sorts of fans. There are tee shirts. And you can get me in a Halloween costume. The FBI tells my parents that there is nothing they can do about an unknown number of fans being like Him. As in people who are not only just psychos, because there are a countless number of those, but psychos who are in ways that nobody knows, by which I mean can anticipate, directly dangerous to me. They say someone planning to steal me would be this rare thing, but that I should always be ready and prepared. Just in case someone tries to do something crazy. Trust me, I am. I have on me, by which I mean at all times, mace. And I carry something else, too. So I do what I want to do. More than any of this, though, I am older. Someone like Him would have to kill me before they got close enough to touch me.  

      

      I get mail which we throw out, but of course people post stuff, which I consider mail, online. Which, even if you quickly delete, of course means you are deleting something you have seen. At least part of. Many of you say that if you were me you would not go online. Or that, if you did, you would figure out this way not to look at the stuff you did not want to see. Or that if I do, by which you mean if I do go online, I have only myself to blame. What can I say? What I can say is that not all of it is bad. Not all of it is awful, and some of what you write is beautiful. By which I mean pretty and nice. And for that I say thank you. 

      

      Many of you think that if you were me you would not own a computer. Or have a phone. That you would stay away from a lot of things. And there you are correct. At least kind of. I know exactly what to stay away from, and pretty much how to do so. And I know, for the most part, pretty much where to look for those things I like. That is the best I can do. Of course many of you feel otherwise, but that is just not true. This is because for us nowaday kids, or, to be more precise, what you might call young adults, by which I mean young women and men, going online is like going outside. You basically have to. Otherwise you would be a hermit. But a new kind. A new form of person created from a strange and maybe even more powerful fear and or possible dislike of other humans. This is because we are not so different. We are all just people, and we all have that in common. But anyways. Them, by which I mean the producers, those men and the at least two women going ahead and picking Imogen. That is just fine. That is totally fine and okay by me. If I was a producer and had been producing Dry The Rain, I bet I probably would have done the exact same thing.  

      

      Had I been born not so pretty or even just average looking that would have been one thing. One day and not particularly on accident I saw, by which I mean watched, part, which is to say most, of that one movie about that really famous female serial killer, and the idea that they take this one really beautiful woman actor and make her look not so pretty so that she looks more like the actual killer makes watching that movie stupid and impossible for me. And it has nothing to do with acting. And I do not care about some not so pretty woman not getting to act in the movie. Like if a movie is about a gay person I do not think you have to pick a gay person for the part, because that is like saying that every cat looks like the same cat and that there is something about acting that is not important or that is not worth valuing. I do not get it. That is what I do not get because with that one movie it becomes more about Look at what they did to the actor than about the killer. Or, more importantly, about looking at what the killer did to the people she killed. Not in terms of how she killed them, but just the fact that she did. Which is to say kill them at all. And how those people had families, just like I have a family. And how they know not what they do. To us. Which, specifically, for me, has to do especially with my Uncle Billy. How what He did to me made what used to be so easy for my Uncle Billy, by which I mean in terms of being around me, so hard. At least in the beginning. But I also and definitely mean to all. By which I mean even you, too.  

      

      Here is a point which is lost. The producers of Dry The Rain would not have made, were I not so pretty, a pretty actor look not so pretty. This is because creepy men and I suppose women watch movies and TV just to watch little kids in movies and on TV. A gross point of fact that is not lost on the producers. Mallory was going to be pretty to look at. Or maybe there would be no Mallory, by which I mean there would be no Dry The Rain, were I not so pretty. Perhaps my good looks gave the producers and the writers their idea. Anyways. There are plenty of not so pretty actors who would have been just fine, is what I mean. To act the part of the lady serial killer I was just talking, by which I mean writing, about. Or me, were I not so pretty. 

      

      But with Dry The Rain I definitely and totally agree that the actor should be pretty one way or the other, even if she did not look just like me, and that it might have been better had she not been Imogen Appelton but maybe someone even prettier, by which I mean lovelier, which is not an easy thing for me to describe the difference of or between. But I will try. Someone who is lovely is a person who shines. And if the person playing Mallory, which is to say me, was shining, this would have got at something that I have not told anybody and never will.  

      The producers got the basic part right though, and by this I mean having Mallory be pretty, because this is all that basically matters. This is because if I learned anything, if He taught me anything, by which I mean I learned it myself, like the way you learn when you read something, it is the true nature of beauty. Its power. And what I hear people call its allure. I can definitely say that I have found, and still do find, certain guys to be what I consider handsome. I am not sure I could put anyone on a scale from, like, one through ten. But like saying one thing is heavier than another, I can tell you that one guy looks nicer than another, and that some guys must weigh a ton. 

      

      Being beautiful for a movie star like Imogen Appleton makes her an object like a very old and rare painting that, by which I mean who, because she makes all sorts of money for other people, means that she also makes a lot of money for herself. And that for her, just like me, being so pretty means that people just want her. A lot of people. Or, if they cannot have her, they want to be around her. Or another person just like her. 

      You do not have to be movie star beautiful for that, though. And obviously there are way more beautiful people than there are movie stars. This is because there are not enough movies and there are not enough roles. And also, just to point out the obvious, this is because acting is not easy. It is hard. But there is more to it than that. Just like for me, how being very beautiful is what not only kept me alive and breathing, but also free from way too much of the really messed up torture stuff you do and especially do not see on the other TV shows, series, and movies, or especially hear about on podcasts, by which of course I mean any of them but the Box of Rain podcast especially, by which I mean in particular, which is only about Him and me. That podcast is different. This is because it does not really focus on what happened to the other girls He stole before me, who I’ll talk about later. Which is of course very important. But not so much if you are only into Dry The Rain, or want to make money in your own way off of what happened to me. And because Box of Rain does not, I will. Talk about the other girls, this is to say. By which I mean in a manner of speaking.  

      

      When it came to catching and stealing little girls, He would have taken anything. This is because this is what He did. The way that little kids take care of Pokemon cards. Or old people go on and on about their colonoscopies. Which is to say religiously. And by that obviously I mean the ones He could catch. He would not just keep anyone, though. Of course the producers and the writers do not get into that at all, because there were only certain things they were interested in. And by interested in, I mean when writing things down while also of course taping, by which I mean transcribing, or, to be more precise, making copies of what I said. Which, given I never spoke, by which I mean what you would consider verbally, was, even I have to admit, necessary. Stuff for their version of me. By which I mean Mallory. Them knowing and then planning what you want to watch. What they know you want to see. The very and exact definition of deliberately.  

      

      I have not watched the whole entire series of Dry The Rain, but I have seen plenty and have read enough to know that when you watch Dry The Rain the show makes it seem like everyone He took was very pretty and quite beautiful. Or at least what you would consider nice looking and cute. Or at least not not so pretty. The producers' way of thinking, even though they did not say this, is, Who is going to want to watch, and for hours at a time, some not so pretty kid? Which also means, Who is going to feel bad for some not so pretty kid? 

      Or maybe, to be fair, they thought that you all will feel even far more worse for the pretty little things. That basically innocently or in some other way, they do not care so long as you are watching, they think you will want to spend more hours looking at pretty little things on TV, and that you will be more interested if He only looked for girls like me. By which I mean girls who look like me. Like if that was part of His hunting strategy. What you might call His M.O. Because people, even though this is totally not true, connect beauty and prettiness with wealth and money. Which means that all of the girls taken will be more interesting, that all of the girls will have, just like me, come from pretty interesting families. If not wildly interesting families. And that is just not how He was or how He worked. After all, you have seen the real shows. True, those True Crime shows may not be totally and exactly true, but the faces of the killers and the faces of the people they killed are. By which I mean you see exactly what everyone looked like, and you learn precisely where they came from. As in this is based on actual photographs and facts. And if you pay close attention to these shows you will see that they really only ever use one photo. By which I mean of the person who was killed. Or the person who went on to become a killer. Just one or maybe two. Which is weird. But which is not weird once you get to know producers. And how these shows work. 

      But all of that is obvious and not even interesting. And since learning about how the show is going, and what you all are seeing, I have been left wondering about a few things. Like how they will show that a square will, in time, fit inside a circle. Or how will they show that eight-year-old girls, no matter what they look like, have two circles that some men find fascinating. Even though I try not to think too much about stuff like that, what can I say? Just like Him, sometimes your thoughts have you. 

      Maybe I will not have these thoughts once Dry The Rain goes away. By which I mean my thoughts will no longer have me. Or, to be more exact, I will have them. By which I mean I will have the thoughts that I want to have, and I will be in control. I will be free. Whatever that means.  

      

      When I first got home, which, by the way, was not as simple, by which I mean easy, as you no doubt think, I was not curious about anything. It was like being born without part of your brain, that part of your brain that makes you interested in things. I was and I still am afraid that in finding out something new I will lose something that was left, by which I mean something that remained a part of me from before He stole me, and because I do not know the word for this, I will say I was okay with what I had, which is to say the stuff that made me who I was, and there was nothing, other than my Uncle Billy, that I wanted so much that I was willing to trade. By which I mean give a part of myself away. However small it might seem. I will talk about my uncle later. Except for right now, which is to say this. 

      My parents and my doctor and the psychiatrists and the producers and the writers and many of you have it wrong. I am not hiding anything. There is not some big secret. I am just not that much to see. Uncle Billy knew this. Like me, he was happy to sit in silence. He, like me, because he spent time fighting what my parents called Overseas, lost part of his brain. Because of this, all those little things that do matter, by which I mean everything about me that people miss because they are too busy being sure they know who I am based on how they see, Uncle Billy did not miss. That is what made and makes him today so compatible with me. This, though, took time. By which I mean us seeing one another. What you would, and do call, reuniting. But believe me. Or not. As always, it is always up to you.  

      

      Sometimes when I was drying the rain bumblebees big as hummingbirds swooped and flit, they rose and they fell. They veered. They careened. I would stop and look at one and think, Smooth. Or I would stop and look at one and think, Angry. Then I would look and wait for a leaf to fall, and I would watch the leaf, knowing that what I was doing, by which I mean watching, I was doing differently. You have to be scratched many times before you learn to stop and watch to see how it is that your blood actually comes to the surface. 

      Uncle Billy knew this. By which I mean he had been scratched many times, too.    

      And not just that, but this. By which I mean this something about me that Uncle Billy just knew and would not forget or, as you might say, dismiss. 

      How to explain? I think what is important is not what I say, but how you listen. So here. It is not that I feel, but that I want to feel. It is just that just like a junkie I have developed tolerance. Of course I feel when I think, but, and this is not an easy thing to describe, I see my reason, by which I mean that I actually see what I am thinking, too. You can picture, if you want to, something like a yellow balloon. Only problem? You either cannot, or you refuse to. You only see the string. You ignore what is around me, and insist that my past is something I grab. That the past is what I hold on to. Like Uncle Billy with his fish when he is fishing, I am happy letting what I think is too small go. I like watching my hand do nothing while feeling the string slide through my fingers and of course the balloon while, by which I mean as, it rises away and then floats. Higher and higher. How it gets smaller and smaller. Until there is nothing to see at all. But all you see is my hand. Holding on to that string. 

      

      Since everything, by which I mean since after I killed Him and moved back home, no one in my life has done anything wrong. It is just that in some ways some people will never be able to do things quite right. Like my mom. Standing next to my mom, with her happy smiles and slow bright and sparkling eyes, I feel safe. But I do feel. And in feeling, I go through, by which I mean experience, what psychiatrists call A proximity to being. And so while I really do not miss any one thing, I did miss not thinking about thinking. But getting bothered by that would be like getting mad at God. And then insisting that God doesn’t exist. And so it is for this reason, by which I mean many others, that I particularly feel comfortable around my Uncle Billy.  

      

      For those of you interested in what is true, drying His grass was not the hard part. That was simple. Not possible to do, of course, but super easy. It is the ground, it is the Earth that creates so many problems. What happens is that when you step near the dried parts, by which I mean the areas I already dried with the towels, you push underwater water right back up to the surface. This basically makes it rain from the ground on up. Over and over. Again and again. Every time I took a step. Every time I sort of moved myself to stand still and settled my weight. Even if it was warm or hot out and the sun was helping, or better yet, even when it was warm or hot out and there was a breeze helping me, this did nothing about it raining from the ground on up. It did not take long to learn I had a problem, but it did take a long time to come up with a solution. I did not think I was exceptional. I did not think I was uncommon. But if I was anything I was aware of what I was and was not able to do. By which I mean I knew my limitations. 

      But I did. By which I mean come up with a system. A solution. And when I created this system, this way to dry the rain, I got great at drying the rain and I actually came to like it, at least of course speaking relatively. I am sure many of you are rolling your eyes. Some of you do not believe me, one, because you say you would never like, and by this I mean even relatively, anything He made you do. And then two, because this is nothing they show on the show, how can you know? All that I saw when I was at first curious and did watch the TV was me in this terrible way being satisfied. Which is different from being happy. Which of course I was, by which I mean satisfied, but that is only part of me, and it took a long time for that to become a part of me, and I certainly did not fall down to my knees and start crying, and my tears most definitely did not fall on the grass just as if my tears were raindrops that then needed drying. That me crying made drying the rain more difficult. That right there would be just one example of television being so stupid. So dumb.

      And many of you of course would say there is no way you would ever get to like drying the rain. Or anything He made you do, so far as that goes. But for me it was just like anything that you have a hard time doing. Like maybe writing a long school paper for a teacher you don’t like. Or for a teacher that you really do like, if you know what I mean. Or trying to learn German. Except for the once, I never tried to kill myself, and this is something they do show for real on Dry The Rain. Or so I read. And the big reason for this, by which I mean me not repeatedly trying to kill myself, or even trying to kill myself more than once, is because I found things to like. Relatively.  

      

      The locks and the chains were my primary concern, and yes, I use concern like every other word, by which I mean on purpose, or what you would call intentionally, because after a while I just was not afraid. Well, I did worry that He was going to die, that He was going to die after He had locked me up some night, or for whatever one of His reasons might be, there, to this, by which I mean just when and for exactly how long He would lock me up, there being no reason and certainly nothing by way of rhyme, Him leaving me alone all locked up with no way to kill myself, and that I would just waste away into death and nothingness. all chained without rhyme or reason. If that did happen, I did not know what would happen. I just knew that it would not be good.  

      

      By now you of course know that He was even older than He is on Dry The Rain. His part being played by that one actor from that movie about monkeys, a famous actor who they also put on makeup or whatever to make him look fat and not so pretty. For some reason that is something I get because, one, he is a really good actor and famous and so more people will watch, and two, there is something different about beauty between men and women, boys and girls. 

      

      Anyways, He was older than even him, by which I mean the actor, and of course He smoked, and of course He got older every day, and He smoked more every day and every year He had me, and because smoking made Him sick and was making Him sicker, and because other than having me, smoking was the only thing that made Him feel better, He of course smoked more and more. Day after day. Year after year.  

      So yeah. That was what really bothered me. Dying without even having any sort of say. Chained to that wall with not even Him to help me. By which I mean to stay alive before He had a chance to kill me. 

      

      After I learned how to dry the rain, He needed to come up with a different reason, by which I mean reasons, to hit me. And no matter what you see on Dry The Rain, it really was not all that often that I would be what I consider beaten. This is because I was so pretty and He found so much of me pretty and He did not want to go messing up the way I looked and functioned, by which I mean how me and my body worked and looked, by which I mean biologically. Everything regarding beatings and even Him just hitting me at all after Episode Two, which has the stupid name Fight or Flight, is wrong. 

      

      At first, and for a while after He stole me, and the swelling went down and the bleeding mostly stopped, and most importantly I could and decided that I would and wanted to walk, and after He told me what to do about the rain after every time it rained, well, after He taught me a thing or two, I would take the towels and just, well, dry the rain. Many of you think that you would have had and come up with a better idea. Well then. Okay. 

      Anyways, it was not just the grass. The grass was just what you might consider ornamental. His backyard was small, not really any bigger than my mom and dad’s wraparound deck, but it was big to me. Huge, even. It would seem the same size to you, too, if you had to dry the rain. Plus, in case you have forgotten, I was just a little kid when He found me. Like I was in maybe the third or fourth grade. If even. This is easy to confuse because they only show me as older and getting older on Dry The Rain, because it does not matter how pretty you are. If you are too little to act you are too little to be taken seriously and no one wants to watch that. Well, not no one exactly. By which I mean you should know what I mean.  

      

      The area where He kept me was beneath His house. These eight really long and really fat steps cut out of rocks led to my room, by which I mean His cellar, and that was all made of stone, too. One other door opened. This was unlocked because through the other side, which was outside, that outside area was locked in by this really tall and really thick wooden fence. Things were this way because this let me get out to dry the rain even if He just unlocked the top door and called down and told me to go outside and dry the rain. Which of course was something that He did. And which of course was something I could do, because I was not chained up all of the time. I of course did not know this then, but the true clue telling me just how far away He, by which I mean we, were from other people and what you would call civilization, was this fence. It was not at all normal. 

      

      If you remember the trees behind the fence and how I described them, by which I mean how I will describe them, or how the producers and the writers show them, well go on right ahead and forget about them. By which I mean that if you can and are able to do so, think about different trees. If you can think about trees like they have out in California, those really, really huge trees with names that sound like Indians, by which I mean Sequoias, go on thinking about those. 

      

      The only way I can really use words to describe that fence now, because the fence really is pretty easy to draw, is to imagine in your mind a picture of one of those old forts the Pilgrims, when they landed here, by which I mean the United States of America, not necessarily but of course also Virginia, put up to protect themselves against the Indians. I know I should say Native Americans, but this is a point regarding words, or, to be more specific, language, I don’t feel like getting into right now. Anyways. His fence was pretty much exactly like that. At least from what I can tell from the pictures in the schoolbooks they, by which I mean the government, or, to be more precise, the state, used to send in the mail to my parents, and from the computer lessons I was supposed to learn from online.  

      

      Basically though His fence was just like nothing I had ever seen. The back wall, which was the back of the fence and what I saw first when I stepped with my eyes all sore and squinty out from the cellar and into the sun to dry the rain, was forty cut down trees. One of each of their ends was buried in the earth like He planted them. You could see where their branches were sawed off, but you could also see where He rubbed them down so that they were as flat as pieces of paper.  

      Now before you go on talking about how you would have found a way through the fence, or a way to go over the fence, the really main thing to know is that these trees planted in the ground were squished very, very, close together. So close together was this wood that where they were rounded they were sort of pushed together to become flat as pieces of paper as well.   

      The other ends of the trees were sharp and pointy like the tips of super sharp pencils. Many of you think you would have been able to climb over them, that you would somehow climb a wooden wall five times taller than you are, a wall that is as flat as a piece of paper is thin, that you would have made a rope out of some material that was not even there, and that you would make like a cowboy a lasso and hoop one of the pencil points and climb your way right on up and over the top. Alright, then. 

      Why His fence was pointy is a mystery. This is because this was definitely unnecessary. These points, that is to say. Maybe He thought it was scary. Or maybe, like one of my first psychiatrists said, because she had nothing else to say because I was then, like now, not talking, maybe the way the fence looked made Him feel bigger, by which you might say superior, sort of like a king. I know what she meant. 

      

      I sure did not, and no other girl did either, carve anything into the fence, by which I mean marks for days or even just a picture. Or maybe something like your name. As if His backyard was a cemetery and the trees were graves. You never knew what would make Him angry. And when you were outside if He was at home it did not matter if He was watching you or not, you were supposed to be drying the rain. But you could see where at least a few girls had tried to dig into the wood to make something to grab on to. Again, in case you forgot, He would be gone for who knows how long at work or shopping or wherever it was He went, and I guess they, by which I mean some of the other girls, thought they could work fast enough and dig deep enough to make enough marks to get them way up to the top. They, by which I mean the marks, were kind of like the opposite of those fake rocks you see screwed into those fake walls people use to practice rock climbing. And yeah, there were some rocks in His yard, and yeah these rocks were big enough to be tools, and no they were not big enough to be weapons to attack Him with but yeah, go on thinking and saying that you would have whatevered Him with a rock. Anyways, no girl ever got far. Because the marks they made were not deep. And they were not high. 

      That was the only thing I knew and that I can tell you for sure. That, and that He did not even try to fill them in. Seeing them pleased Him and made Him laugh and made Him smile and made Him feel good and maybe feel happy, even. No psychiatrist ever said that. I did.   

      

      The way His fence worked was something I never learned. This is something that they, by which I mean the producers and the writers, for sure would have wanted to have shown on Dry The Rain because it really was mysterious and the sort of thing you would not have seen or will ever see anywhere else in your lifetime. But they could not show you because I do not believe they had any clue. At all. Some things they, by which I mean the producers and the writers, just did not bother to think about. Yes, they had of course visited His house and looked it over from the top to the bottom many times. I know this because many of the times, by which I mean more than at least four, I was there, leading them around. Or should I say, to be more precise, I went wherever I was led.  

      

      At first they brought with us what you would call, or at least I do, a sensitivity coordinator. This woman whose job it was to make sure none of the producers and the writers forgot I was what you would call traumatized and that I was this person, a girl, of course, who might, at any moment, faint, or possibly something even worse. But I will tell you, like I kept trying to tell them, I had only been in His house just that once. There was nothing for me to show. There was no way for me to tell. And His cellar. My Home. That, if you ask me, by which I mean of course they didn’t, spoke for itself. 

      The woman, the sensitivity coordinator, this round, chubby little lady with super puffy and curly hair who, as a matter of fact, reminded me of a bird, by which I mean a pigeon, or maybe a robin, but a baby bird, by which I mean to say fledgling, well she was more nervous than I was. She was nice enough, I suppose. And I do not think you get that kind of job if you don’t care about people like me, by which I mean generally. By which you would consider a matter of principle. So she did, by which I mean for real, and actually, she did, this woman, care about me, while the producers and the writers only cared about themselves, by which I mean they didn’t want to get into trouble, by which I mean accused, of subjecting me to what you would call additional horrors. 

      People, I wanted to scream. Hello? I lived there. And this for even I don’t know how long. I suppose you probably know. And I know some of my time might not match up, exactly, as I write these things, but this, by which I mean what I’m writing, isn’t about that. By which I mean time. Getting everything just right so that what I say happened in your mind fits just so. Think of this, by which I mean what I’m writing, as the Bible. Think of this as The New Testament, to use the most precise and best what you would call diction. What I am writing is not some history book. Just like I’m no Jesus. This, by which I mean my story, is a sort of commercial. By which I mean advertisement. It’s not like Matthew, Mark, Luke or John expected you to take them literally. And how they, too, were writing for particular audiences. Matthew, Jews. Mark, Romans. Luke, Gentiles. John, Christians. Besides, He was dead. So what was His cellar going to do? I know, I know. His cellar was going to trigger me. But while I am many things, I am not a gun.

      

      When they finally got rid of her, by which I mean the sensitivity coordinator, who just made talking with the producers and the writers impossible because she would not stop interrupting everything, by which I literally mean everything, to make sure I was Fine or to ask if I was Okay, I would write them responses to their questions if I knew the answers and felt that it was an okay question or something worth answering. Sometimes, if I was irritated, I lied. I made other, crazier lies, when I knew they were getting irritated. Nothing too crazy to be unbelievable, I am not that creative, but some pretty good stuff. Me answering just enough to make sure they were happy was the important part. They never wanted to think I was not keeping up my end of the bargain.   

      

      Of course there were many things they did not discover because I only told them what they needed to know, and to make sure they were feeling I was keeping up my part of what I agreed to do, which to them meant talk. Show. And tell. Which obviously were details about my ordeal, by which I mean the way He did things. And how. And, especially, where. I told them what they wanted to hear. Or, at least, I told them what they thought they wanted to hear. Which you will just have to believe is way different from my ordeal. Or at least a different part of it. Which is what they always called it. It being what happened to me. My ordeal. Like just as a for instance. This is one very interesting thing. Past the pencil points of his wooden fence, by which I mean when, standing on my mattress in His cellar looking through my window, there, out in the distance, off to one side, which would be my left, was what you would call a coppice of something like birch, or maybe aspen. There were the tops of all these trees. Anyways, the area was regularly, by which I mean carefully, trimmed back to stumps. This, I know, was so that this continual supply of firewood could be brought into His house. I know, I know. How can a little girl, alone, in a cellar, standing on her mattress, have access to any of this exact information? At the time, of course, I only noticed there were less trees. That the copse, over time, wasn’t as great as it used to be. When I went back, with the police, or with the producers and the writers, I saw so much more of what He was doing. By which I mean completely. And my thoughts were like puzzle pieces that, all of a sudden, just fit.   

      

      The trees surrounding this area grew to great heights. Its canopy made a shade of everything. Basically nothing or everything cast a shadow, which I thought was pretty interesting, and I could stand and stare at those trees and find so much to see. I learned where to find light, for one thing. Where it, by which I mean light, fell and fanned the ground. And when. 

      

      One day a deer walked across His backyard. The animal raised its head. The deer seemed to know where I was, by which I mean it looked at my window. I know, I know. The deer is on the ground. How is it that a deer, on the ground, becomes something that a little girl, in a cellar, standing on her mattress, comes to see? What I can say is this. He made a mistake? He had left His gate open for some known only to Him reason? Men like Him don’t make many mistakes. Or not. Don’t believe me. About the deer, I just can’t explain. High in the sky, though, there was an airplane. There was no way to tell where it came from, or why. Just like that deer. I had nothing to do with any of this. 

      Anyways, there must have been a sound. The deer quickly looked. I knew that look. The deer lifted a foot so slowly. Slowly, or so I thought, I returned the look. I settled into my stance, by which I mean I was mindful not to move. Stance settled, I tried not to breathe. Slowly the deer lowered its head and sniffed the grass. And then it walked away.    

      

      The best way to build a myth is to tell the truth. This is what I do whenever I begin a story talking about my experiences from when He grabbed me through now, me sitting alone, staring out a different window, or, if you want me to be literally speaking, writing. This is because there is nothing more false than detailing a story about your own understanding of events as they happen to you, by which I mean of when to you they, by which I mean events, have happened. This is because at the beginning of any given thing, by which I mean event, memory, which may or may not try to correct itself, bends, it is pulled apart by what I consider and so have come to call worldly strings, and, once something stretches, it never assumes its original shape. This is why stories, good stories, are better told in the absence of truthful words. Exactness is something easily eroded, left, and I’m only using this word because I am remembering that deer, and its gray and black hoof, cleft.  

      

      I never again saw the deer, by which I mean any deer. I am not sure why this is so. Especially when you think about how much time I spent looking out that window. Out that window, right before the night, what I like to call the gloaming, I stood there, for hours and hours, staring. The trees without their leaves being blacker than the horizon and, thanks to perspective, its low, rolling hillside. Over the mountains and through the woods. How that provided the illusion of some life other than this, by which I meant that life I was living. I saw the trees like dead things rising from the earth with branches like claws reaching to claim nothing. Of course I couldn’t see the branches. At least not really. That is not the point. Which is what I mean about telling the truth. 

      

      After I killed Him, I walked towards that deer. By which I mean where it had once stood. I made for those trees, by which I mean what was left of them. A route in the country I walked looking for something to access. There, between crumbling farms and rusty silos, old gas stations and homemade stands where, during the day, women and their children sold honey and jam, split-level houses and double wide trailers marked the roadway. There, atop gravel driveways, broken-looking SUVs and compressed pop-up campers, their tire cavities orange and rusty, their asking prices, scrawled black in permanent marker across rotten pieces of cardboard and stuck inside rain-stained front windows go on forever, unsold. And power lines, like cobwebs made by men, extended from telephone poles rising from either side of the highway to create a creepy, at least in my opinion, canopy. 

      I did not have the words for those thoughts, then. 

      Now, thoughts come to me more like words, and I have less of them. 

      Back then though, while walking, by which I mean barefoot limping, it was so quiet. Nothing, in this way totally different than before, seemed necessary. I passed giant billboards, their faces strips of peeling PVC, hanging from cracked open and damaged wood, the intestines of forgotten messages. In forgotten fields I passed broken barns, looking for everything like nothing. Stepping over a dead possum and how its end, the road, was just my beginning. This huge animal by my feet. This bloated corpse and how it was pushing against itself. Ants, thousands of ants crawled around a hole, or what you would call a cavity, and this cavity, or hole, was slowly made larger by such incessant purpose. Sunlight touched the points of so many jittering carapaces and made the insects something almost pretty. One bright mass. 

      And then just a bit of noise. 

      Birds calling from the tops of trees. 

      They were different sounds, these. Alarms. Birds warning one another that I was close, and getting closer. As if. 

      And so no, of course I did not bring anything up. Producers and maybe especially writers get really good at asking the exact wrong sorts of questions. There is no point in doing them any sorts of favors. But had they asked, by which I mean about the deer, and why, once I killed Him, I started walking in one direction instead of another, what I would have said was the truth.  

      

      Many of you think I wanted money. Many of you think that I wanted to talk about this and these other things. Many of you think that after I told them what He did in the beginning, that after I finished drying the rain and the grass was still soaking wet, you think I wanted to tell them all about the time I spent chained up, and about all the time He left me what you would call free, and all the things He did with a bar of soap. Or about the sink by my mattress. Many of you would say that I wanted all this attention. That I still want attention. You go online and post how for the rest of my life I will always be looking for ways to make your lives somehow about me. You will say that because I did not have any friends I had to do something to make myself happy, to make myself feel like I had friends. You will tell your friends how followers and friends are not the same thing. You would laugh. I mean, you would type, could you imagine being me?  

      Shudder, your friends would post.

      And then they would add four of that one emoji with the blue head and the bright white eyes and the wide open mouth dark like a door, the shape of this face sort of like a light bulb and on either side of it those flipper hands. 

      Right? you would post back. 

      And you would add four of those skull and crossbones emojis. Whatever that is supposed to mean. 

      And I understand. For me, understanding that way of thinking really is easy. Because how can you know? By which I mean that you are wrong. It is my fault if I do not say anything. And I do not care what anyone thinks, me writing this is not to correct any of that, because this, me talking, by which I mean me writing, this is only because my mom and my dad have very sadly agreed that I should talk and say something, that it was the lesser of these evils I had to consider. And let me make this clear. Because even if it only matters to me, you still need to know. By which I mean read. My mom and my dad did not direct me to do anything. To them, I was not TV. They were way honest about having no idea about what they would do if they were me. So it kind of goes like this, more yes than less. By which I mean what they had to say. 

      

      One day they said they wanted to talk. My mom, who was very sad, said, and very matter of factly, with my dad just standing there next to her nodding, that this story, they never called it my ordeal, they told me, by which I mean very matter of factly, that this story, whatever it turned into being, was going to be made into a TV show series anyways, and that there was nothing we could do. And while they of course did not know yet about MovieTrap and the producers and the writers, they knew it would be something like this, or worse. 

      Forget the money, my mom said. She said, Put that to the side for a moment, because money makes everything confusing, and she said that I would never want for anything. 

      By which she meant I would always be taken care of. Which meant I would always have money. She never said this, but they had no accurate idea of how ruined I was, by which I mean generally. Everyone just assumed I was broken, and I knew they were prepared, by which I mean ready, to take care of me. Forever. But here is the thing. 

      I just was not that ruined. 

      I just was.  

      I was, of course, not normal. But again, I was not broken. By which I mean I didn’t need to be put back together again. I was whole. I wasn’t a bunch of parts that needed assembling. Like that possum. Like any variety of roadkill, a rotting carcass attracting pools of flies and large ravens brazen with bloodlust, a molten shape indecipherable until all but dissected, by which I mean studied, and even then a mystery often enough, only my entrails identifiable, lying there slumped and sloughing atop some road’s shoulder. The girl He stole was not me. I had raised myself and He had not killed me and that was the thing. Of course I was different. But I didn’t want to change. To become what? Who was to say. Certainly not me. 

      

      I had my parents. This is what mattered. And I had, when I needed him, which I knew could be whenever I wanted, my Uncle Billy. She, by which I mean my mom, said that what was important was control, and that if I wanted any control of what they, by which she meant the producers and the writers, said about what had happened to me, this was the only way. By which she meant me talking. Or, you could say, participating. And then because by now they were both talking to me in that funny sort of at the same time way they have, I knew they wanted me to talk. 

      And it is not just about talking, they said. If I did not talk I would have no way to protect myself not if, but when, they, the producers and the writers, made stuff up. Stuff that might not particularly bother me now, but might when I was older. By which I mean who knows when. Because age is just a number. Because, and this was about anyone, they said, no one knows how they are going to feel. Life is surprising like that. They looked at each other and smiled. There were tears in my mom’s eyes. But she made it so that they did not fall. 

      They did not say so, but they, which is to say my mom and dad, thought I was too young to understand, so they kept on talking. Explaining things they did not have to explain. They said that if I spoke now and this was documented, I would have what they called recourse. Talking as if I did not understand what that word meant, which of course I did, my mom and my dad kept talking like I did not exactly get what they were saying and so they went on explaining. Of course I knew what they meant, but I do not want any of you confusing what I say or think with what other people, even if it is my mom or dad, have said or feel or think. I am my own person. 

      Then they looked at each other. Then they looked at me. And then my dad, as my mom looked at her hands, said that it was my choice, and they would understand either way, but when I was older I might care about the money and to not forget that now was not forever and that this, by which he meant that particular now we were then having, would soon be the past. 

      And then he said, Just like that time with Him is in the past. 

      And then he said, Even though He will be a part of you, forever. 

      And because they almost never mentioned Him, or that time when I was stolen from them, I knew that they thought this point was important. By which I mean as in very. My dad did not speak often. By which I mean now. As in this point in time since I have been home. Now, he is not being mean. He has just used too many words. When I was gone he used too many words trying to find me, and then, I know, the words he used to deal with understanding I was never coming home were just too many as well, and because he used so many words he is simply out of them. Which makes it difficult to not find, but to place yourself in a position to speak words. No. He is not one of those. He is not the sort of person like the doctors, the psychiatrists, the producers and maybe even especially the writers who speak words until they find what they want to say. Or an arrangement of words that, to them, is close enough. Unlike them, I understand and I love him. My dad. And so much of why I love him is because I understand.

      

      Back then. In the beginning. By which I mean when I first was missing. They, by which I mean my parents, but my dad especially, told the police I was gone. The beginning was not long lasting. By which I mean they, my parents, were soon talking to detectives. No, my father insisted. I would never have run off. I was happy. The detectives believed him. They did not think my parents did anything. And this includes my dad and I know this because he had what many of you call a perfect alibi. He was at work. Surrounded by people he worked with. He, by which I mean my parents, were cooperative. They did not hire a lawyer. This, me going missing, was nothing like that. Of course as persons of interest they were at first considered, but they were never considered suspects. No one, not even any of You, has suggested this. Thanks. 

      

      Anyway, my dad went on. By which I mean now, after I had killed Him and was home and he had run out of words. He said how in talking about what happened I could in a way control what would soon be living a new past right now, by which he meant in this very present. He looked at my mom and said that because he thought I understood what they were saying, that it was worth bringing up that a lot of money, more money than I could right now possibly understand, might one day mean something. 

      I could always change my mind about the money, my mom had said. And fast. As if my dad, and so her, too, had made this big mistake. By which she meant I could just give the money away. Or just leave it in the bank. Which she explained was not exactly like not taking the money, but was close enough. They didn’t use words like estate. They didn’t say anything like trust. This was because they, when it came to the money, were unable to trust anything. Only, my dad said, that if I decided to say no, I could never say yes.   

      And my dad went on, he had said, While this is confusing, you can only change your mind about that, by which he meant the money, once you have it. By which he meant there would be no mind changing if I made up my mind not to take the money now. But it was not that confusing. I knew what he meant. I knew what my mom and dad were getting at. I knew that they thought the money was important. I also knew that they thought about the money differently. Or, to be more precise, that I didn’t think about money. At all.    

      

      This isn’t really worth writing about. But just so everyone knows. I know about what you call the inception. The beginning, by which I mean genesis, of Dry The Rain. And of course I know what I know from reading what I considered worth reading. And since I knew they, by which I mean my parents, loved me, that did, and does not, amount to much of anything. Despite the web sites. And especially because of the podcasts. I knew they thought a lot about me, and what was best for me, by which I mean not the worst, and that they were confused, and that they didn’t exactly agree. About the money, I mean. But that is all that I knew. Because whenever I heard them talking, and this about anything, I moved far enough away, or I went up to my room, so that I did not hear them talking. Trying not to argue. Trying to look at the same thing, similarly. But they both agreed, and totally, that, for one way or another, money was always important. And that money was only always unimportant if you did not have any. 

      

      Because they, by which I mean the producers and the writers, never really focused on His van except for that one time, they did not think to worry about how He parked. And because, remember, I was just one girl, and because I killed Him, they never got what you would call a confession. And because He never wrote anything down, by which I mean on paper or a computer, they only know of the girls whose body parts they found in and around His house. And even then they could really only know He was their killer because it made sense. There was nothing, by which I mean zero, proof. By which I mean evidence. They just had these really obvious clues. What you would call this incredible circumstantial evidence. As in, If He didn’t leave those bodies there, then who did? 

      Not that I really cared, but they did have an inquiry, or something, regarding what He did to me. I think I understand why this matters, but I pretend I don’t because this would lead to more questions. But regarding the other girls, He was not charged with any crimes. Yet. He is just considered this really big suspect. Which means that one day people might get justice, whatever something like giving out what is just, by which I mean what is right, and correct, to dead people and their living families, could possibly mean. But that is not my concern. 

      

      Anyways, His van must have been a clue. And a clue that He did use, and basically every day. But they, by which I mean the producers and the writers, pretty much ignored His van, because how would they know? They did ask me about it, and even though I kept a lot of secrets, I told them the truth about the van and that was this. 

      He left in His van basically every morning, He came back in His van basically every night, and He always wanted it dry after the rain. That, and of course some of the stuff about me and what He did to me when He first stole me. That was all. This is it. Relatively speaking. 

      

      Me not knowing anything, or at least me not knowing much about His van was because I do not remember much from that first morning other than after He grabbed and gagged me and then raped and then sodomized me and I did not faint but I was aware of so much of my body there was no one thing I could think of in any way at all and it was what I consider the most I had ever been. If you know what I mean. Not that I expect you to. 

      Not because He was nice, but because, like I said, He did not mean to ruin me and injure me, He was, in His way, gentle, and this, by which I mean using the word Gentle, is of course the one thing you talk about and use to prove that I am sick, by which you mean incredibly emotionally disturbed, or that I have some dumb syndrome, and of course you are exactly wrong because you are not thinking. He was being gentle. To Himself. This, like I have told you, is because of how good He thought I looked. Still. Because of the way He was leaning on me during these different points during when what was happening was happening, and because of how excited He was because I was new and looked so good, He was at one of those points where He could not control what He was thinking and so He also lost control of what He was doing and He really did hurt my throat and for a long time. Maybe forever. That it was not on purpose. This makes it worse. 

      

      Before Him, I never before thought about anything going inside me. That is the one thing that I guess I will never forget. And yes it hurt and very much so, but the fact that I could be ripped open and have things put into me was so scary it hurt me even more, and this in this totally different way that I do not have the words for. What if He filled me up with things that He did not take out. That was one thing that I remember thinking. This is one thing that you get to know because you are taking the time to read this. What if things started growing. That is another thought. And that is another thing you get to know. And therefore, just like Him, you are holding a part of me in your hands. 

      Dry The Rain does the exact opposite of this. 

      After He raped me, which took about as long as you would think, we were not in His van for very long. If you put a knife to my throat I would say I was always in Virginia, or maybe North Carolina, at the very furthest away. There is no way He drove us north to another state, I can say that for sure. Well, you know what I mean. But the rest is just a guess, there is no way for me to know. I never asked. And in all the time I was there I only left the once. 

      

      There was a way of opening the wood so He could drive in and park and keep His van hidden. But from where I was looking, which is to say from my side of the fence, there was nothing like a handle or a hinge or a track or a button, and so like I said it is still a mystery to me how He got that fence to open and to, of course, close.  

      

      Along with His van and the grass, there was His white plastic patio set and a shiny silver grill. Not that He ever used it, except for maybe a few times a year. Yes, I know. This, by which I mean the grill, could have been taken apart and its parts used as weapons. You would have used its parts as tools for your great escape. Well okay then. Sure. 

      

      In the beginning, by which I mean after I started thinking about things like escaping, what I did at first before even thinking about drying the grass was start with the grill. Because its lid was sort of round the rain basically dried itself. This is because of gravity. And the wind and the sun when they were out and blowing they helped as well. I was too little to know why it was usually so windy and so warm. Now I know this is because I was so near the shore. 

      After the grill I moved on to the patio furniture. But this was just in the beginning. As I grew older or time passed or however you want to think of it, I thought to gently tip the furniture first, to push the chairs and the tables over onto their sides. And then I thought about lifting the grill. This let most of the water that was there in small individual puddles on the grill and the tables and the chairs fall off while I was drying other rain.  

      

      Behind the fence there were, like I said, huge pine and other trees. They grew way up high into the sky, those trees with their flowers big as human heads. By which I mean magnolias. Looking up I would have memories. And I do not mean sarcastically or anything. I am being honest and for real. I did not like memories. Like, at all. All they did was make me sad. And sadness, I learned, by which I mean felt, made me weak. So after a while I rarely looked up. I know many of you do not believe me. What else did I have, you think, except for my memories? Or, you tell your friends, what kind of person does not want to think about her family? It did not become for me, and this includes memories, about having things. This is one thing that many of you will never understand. And this is one thing, because of what Dry The Rain is, that you will never see. Besides, there was way much more for me to gain by studying the ground. There being no answers in the tops of trees.  

      

      Pinecones were all over His yard. I did not and still do not like the way they look or the way they smell. Even worse, they get white and sticky. I hate anything white and sticky. Still, I would pick them up and toss them over the fence. One less thing to dry. And besides, I had to dry the grass beneath them anyway.  

      

      A game I got to playing when I knew that He was not around was to throw the pinecones at the trees, the idea being to get them to land in the boughs and as high up as possible. Like I have told you, He was not home a lot and I now know that this was because He worked so much. Since killing Him and escaping and being reunited with my mom and dad I have been as far north as New York to visit the Hudson Highlands and there, tall as anything, are His same exact backyard trees. I have also been down to Georgia and Alabama, and I have seen the same exact trees. They follow me. Not like I have matured and am blooming, and not anything dramatic like I am falling apart, but more like I have a tear and am full of seeds which fall depending on how I am standing. By which I mean is how I now see things. By which I mean what He put in me does grow, in a manner of thinking. But, in that same manner of thinking, I am the sun. And so most of what He planted I can kill, and quite easily. I don’t expect you to understand what I mean, but you can, by which I mean understand, if you really want to.  

      So now I know that His trees were not even really that tall. When I close my eyes and concentrate, I would say His particular trees go up about maybe forty or fifty feet into the air. Tall, sure. But nothing as tall like the great trees I have since seen. And one day plan to see.  

      

      His trees. How their branches spread in every direction and like they were broken off and stuck back on again they were bent and sort of twisted and misshapen. Like a bunch of crazy Q-tips. They were fun to consider. Which by fun, by which I mean all things being reconsidered, it was something to do. Like clouds, I saw in them, which is to say the branches coming off from the trees, different things. Things like turtles. Or Chinese dragons. It was that sort of thing. 

      

      The green of the pine needles was extreme. What this did was to make the wood, by which I mean the trunks and branches, look really brown, or even sort of gray, and from where I was standing the bark looked to me like scales, or maybe something like cracks in really dry ground, what I would now call fissures. The very green needles were not long and they came sort of bundled together as if they were wrapped. Those did not fall to the ground too much unless a really big and especially windy storm upset everything.  

      

      The pinecones when they were closed were skinny and curved kind of like those little bananas you see in some stores. And yes, just so you do not say I am ignoring this, they look like penises, or, as you would say, dicks. But what, I would ask you, does not look like a penis, or breasts, by which I mean tits, to so many of you? Anyways.   

      Like flowers in the sun over time they, by which I mean the pinecones, bloomed to become bigger and round like eggs. Like their trees, the opened-up pine cones had scales and every scale had a hard and exact sort of thorn as long and sharp as a cat’s claw. I considered it cheating to pick off the thorns before throwing them as high up as possible into the boughs of the trees, so my hands got pretty tough over time. Even now you see on my hands a lot of little white scars, and people have the completely wrong idea about them. This is something I keep to myself, because most of the time I have learned it is just easier to let people think what they want to believe. 

      One good thing about the thorns was that you could let one get stuck into your pointer finger just this little bit and at the end of your throwing it, by which I mean the pinecone, use your finger to sort of push free the cone and it would spiral like a football thrown by some NFL quarterback, and while I am sure many of you do not believe me you are right in that this did not help with aiming. But it really did help with me throwing them further, which is to say higher. The trick, and this is too hard to explain, but the trick was to get the pine cones so that they both sort of spiraled and tumbled end over end. The tumbling is what really helped with how I would aim and, more importantly, in how I would get the pine cones to actually land. To get the pine cones back up in their trees. 

      

      You probably think this game is made up. You, you say, just wrote about how I don’t like looking up. That I’m contradicting myself. But you say a lot of things. But what I will say is that the last time I played the game and when I considered it over and I told myself that I won, I threw ten pinecones way high up and into the air and into the boughs of His trees and not one fell to the ground. And more than any of this, they all landed right where I wanted them. Well of course in that manner of speaking. As in more yes than less. As if I climbed up those trees and placed those pine cones exactly so. 

      I hear your sighs. 

      I see the bright whites of your rolled up eyes. 

      But what I do not hear is you asking yourself Why? Why would I care to make this up? Why, about pine cones, would I lie? If you were smart, you would say that I thought about and made all of this stuff up instead of having or thinking about my memories. While this is not true, you, if you were smart, would post this, or something like that, online. But you do not post this online. And this is not something you say. If you were smart, I would just say, As if there was a point to that. Like, what did I have to gain? And if you are smart you should be asking yourself why I considered the game over and why I told myself I won. You should post, Who was I playing against? For which the answer to that question is that because like any game it does not become a game until there is a way to win and a way for it to end, and I wanted to play a game because looking for a hobby was not exactly an option and Hey, is not solitaire a game too.   

      

      That is okay, though. The producers and the writers did not care either. About my game, I mean. For whatever reason, this means much more to me. And concerning me, and reason, they are not all that interested. By which I mean they have their reasons. Conversations which, while about me, have nothing to do with me. Sure, my game is part of the show. Only instead of simply showing what actually happened, they decided to show me cutting myself, which, if you ask me, is just a plot hole because why would a little girl like me do something like that when there was a guy like Him just waiting to freak out if He saw on my body some sort of injury other than anything He created? A Him who freaked out if He saw on me and my body an injury that even He created? Or why would Mallory, by which I mean me, have done something like cutting? Cutting is what my psychiatrists call one of those innate ideas, something that a little girl like me would suddenly just do. A coping mechanism. Pain. To deal with pain. Sure, that makes sense now. But what do I know? Maybe as much as any other human being. Which by this I am talking about knowing things innately, I mean. Anyways. The producers and the writers no doubt saw the scars on my hands and one of the writers dreamed up cutting. 

      And it is not just the producers. And it is not just the writers. No one listens to what I have to say. But the joke is on them. And while of course I mean that sarcastically, they actually are laughing. By which I mean, to use another cliché, all the way to the bank. My game is not only this social media challenge that went, and still is viral, PainCone, an app which I have not downloaded but kind of want to, is the world’s most popular free-to-play game. Like I said or will soon write, my mom has a great agent. So we are, to coin just one more phrase, rolling in it.    
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