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Author’s Note

	 

	Dear Dairy begins in a slightly crooked key.

	Justin Case is twelve years old—bright, anxious, dyslexic, mildly autistic, and still learning how to translate the wild architecture of his mind onto the page. His early diary entries reflect that struggle. 

The misspellings, dropped words, and odd phrasing aren’t mistakes so much as the honest fingerprints of a kid trying to wrestle thoughts into sentences. As Justin grows, so does his writing. The improvement is intentional, and part of the story.

	Each day in the book contains two pieces:

	First: a brief account of Justin’s real life—the small victories, social misfires, cafeteria politics, and quiet catastrophes that make up the texture of being twelve.

	Then: the dream he wakes from at exactly 4:22 a.m., written down with absolute fidelity. Every dream is 666 words, no more and no less. Justin doesn’t know why; he only knows the dreams arrive that way, complete and unalterable.

	There are three types of dreams—Future Justin, Storybook, and Sensory—and each one speaks to him differently. Sometimes the dream mirrors the day before. Sometimes it contradicts it. Sometimes it anticipates a lesson he hasn’t learned yet. The connection isn’t always obvious at first, but Justin is discovering it right alongside you.

	This book is his attempt to make sense of himself—through language, through dreams, and through the strange, luminous logic that lives between them.

	Welcome to his Dairy.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Dramatis Personae

	(in order of orbit)

	Justin Case
Age twelve. Possibly broken. Possibly brilliant. Keeper of the clipboard. Son of clay.
Prays to no one. Writes to Dairy.

	Dairy
Spiral-bound. Loyal. Possibly sentient.
Records dreams. Whispers back.

	Mom
Works nights. Endures mornings. Doesn’t ask for much, but notices everything.

	G-Alan
Maternal Grandfather. Storyteller. Architect of nicknames and nested truths.
Sits at the head of the Beeple table.

	Brice
Maternal Grandmother. Protective. Precise. Slightly out of reach.
Wears armor disguised as kindness.

	Uncle Pete
His mother’s twin. Exasperated. Loyal. Weaponized with sarcasm.
Thinks he’s not paying attention. He is.

	Justin’s Future Self
Never named. Never still. Speaks from beyond, before, and beside.
Remembers everything. Regrets enough. Writes to heal.

	Mandy
Dream-girl, mind-twin. Radiant, rooted, wheel-bound, fierce.
Sees through mirrors. Loves through puzzles. Never flinches.

	The Bear
Silent. Watchful. Ever-present. Sees no up, no down.
Holds the center.

	The Coin, The Key, The Bracelet
Talismans of weight and witness.
One to remember. One to unlock. One to bind.



	


First Principles

	 

	Dear Dairy,                                                                  Oct 3

	
Hello. My name is Justin. It is very nice to meet you.

	Today is my birfday. They tel me I was born 12 years ago today at 4:22am.

	I don’t remember it, of course, but I blieve them. I don’t think people lie about things like that. But mabye they do.

	I don’t talk too much. I listen all the time. I reed books all day. I jest finnished ‘The Wind in the Willows’ and I’m haf-thru ‘The Jungle Book’. 

	All of my friends live inside the pages. Especially you!

	I am writting at my desk in my bedroom. I love the smeel of it cuz it smells like me. Or maybe I smell like my room?  I don’t know how them tings works.

	My mom gave you to me as a present. She wrapped you in paper with starbusts all over. 

	I opened the present carfully, no tearing. Mom ironed it to get out the wrinkles and I folded it into a nice square. I put the paper inside the pocket in your bak cover. 

	You can take it out and play with it if you want. 

	But not when I’m writing—that would be way weird!

	She promised me that nobody would ever read what I rite inside. She gave me a shiny silver key that I am wearing on a cord around my neck. I can tuck it into my t-shirt so the key stays secret 2. I don’t talk to my mom a lot cuz she always looks sad when I try to talk. 

	I don’t like to make her sad.

	That’s only my second peace of jewlery ever. I got a cord I ware on my left wrist with a shiny silver BB-pellet in it. I found it a rummage sale a coupla years ago. It cost 10 cetnts and my mom said yes so I bot it. It’s black and like waxy cotton. Mom tied it on my writs and not too tight. It gets stopped by my handbone before it slips off. I wear it all the time, even in the baftub.

	My dad gave me a package of 5 ink pens. He didn’t wrap it because they was already in a plastic box. 

	They are grown-up pins that roll across the page. All of them are balck. I don’t know why anyone would use colorful ink. It’s stupid.

	I don’t really talk to me dad so much at all. He’s always kind of busy and I catch him looking at me like I’m a piece of old furniture that needs to be repaired, you know?  So there’s not a lot to talk about.

	I went to a doktor a long time ago. He told me that I was ‘slexic and explained what it meant. He aksed if I understood. I nodded when I meant to shake my head. He said good, good.

	He told me I have ass boogers and explained it. I tried to shake but nodded again. He sed good.

	He never even looked in my butt. How would he know?  

	I am on the 7th grade at Grant Junior High. It’s a grade 6-7-8 school, so I am a monkey in the midle.

	No school today cuz it’s a Saturday day, so I don’t have to spend time with any of the dumb kids. Some of them make fun of me, but I ignore tehm. When Stevie Grubb makes fun of my name, I jest feel sorry for him. 

	What a sorry skid!

	I have secret words that I will olny share with you. I know you can keep a secret.

	My mom, my dad, my Uncle Pete, Papa and Mama Q, Grandfather Alan, Grandma Beatrice.

	Those are all the blood peoples that I know about. I call them beeples.

	The grownups, like that doctor, the guys at the grocery store, my teachers?  Those are all foreign people. I call them feoples. The old grownups, ones like over 20 or so, are eldenups. That’s cuz elder means old, you know?

	Them stupid kids is all called skids. If they have any smart kids, and I ever meet one, they’ll be smids.

	That’s a bunch of secret words that only you and I will ever know. 

	Don’t tell!  

	If DairyLand bank gives you a coin for evry new word, you have my persimmons to trade them in!

	I dream every night—exactly one dream, never more. I remember ever one.

	Maybe I have 100 dreams every night and only remember one. I hope not cuz it would be sad to know I lost that many dreams. But maybe my brain knows the best one and lets me keep it so my nrian doesn’t overfill.

	I dreem at exactly 4:22am every morning. I know it cause it came to me in a dream. I guess I was dreamin when I was borned, and that was my new dream time.

	I think that’s kind of cool.

	I will write down my dream for you every morning til I runs out of paper or ink. Maybe you will like them, or some of them. Maybe not.

	One cool thing about having a friend like you is that I’ll never no.

	So I don’t have to worry about you ever making fun of me.

	Night-night, Dear Dairy. I am happy that you are my only friend.

	 


 

	Dear Dairy,                                                                  Oct 4

	 

	I already told you about some of yesterday. Go back and read it if you don’t rembember. But other things happened then, too.

	My mom gave me—you!  So you already know that. A perfect gift is called a perftie.

	Uncle Pete gave me a leather wallet. There was a $10 bill hidden inside. It was so sweet, a swiftie. I don’t usually talk to him so much cuz we kind know what each other’s thinking. Sort of.

	I got a crumpled $5 bill from PapaC. He is kind uv nice but he looks really mean. He’s got a scar on his face from over his left eye down to his chin. I’m fraid to aks him how he got it. A lazy present is a liftie.

	My mom ironed the Abraham Lincoln for me. It is also in your pouch.

	MamaC slapped my face onct cuz my pee-pee missed the bowl a little bit. I think the toiler as her house is too small.

	She scares me some. Maybe more than sum, ya know?  

	She gave me a Charlie Brown pattern sweater. I sayed thank you becuz I hate it so much. Cluties are clueless presents.

	Grandfather Alan smells like pipe smoke and smartness. He gave me a book called Charlotte's Web. His name’s kinda long, so I call him G-Alan. Don’t take that one to the bank--it don’t follow the rulez!  I talk to him sometimes cuz I know he can really listen and he won’t rat me out to mom and dad.

	Grandmother Beatrice made a coupon that says she will take me to see ‘Jungle Book’ at the movies in town. I call her Brice in my head. No coin!  

	She is a writer, she says. She won’t let me read her books cuz they aren’t for kids. Maybe when I’m older, she sez. 

	But she shows me short stories sometimes and asks me what I think they are about. I always tell her, and she tells me where I am write and where I am rong. She’s kind of like a beeple vershun of a teacher, I think.

	Those are really, really thoughtful presents. Thofties, for sure. 

	I shud tell ya some other secrit wirds in case you need to buy and candy or sumping.

	There’s 2 kindsa young skids—boys and girls. Bids and Gids. I dunno how many kinds of smids thar are cuz I haven’t met one yet.

	There’s 2 kinds of bids—jerks and nice boys. Jerbids and Nibids.

	And 2 types of gids—sweet and mean. Swids and Meanids.I know it’s compelcated. Here’s a picture cuz that worth a thowsend words.

	                                       GOD

	                                          |

	              ------------------------------------------

	             |                                                        |

	         Beeples                                              Feoples

	             |                                                        |

	  ---------------------------                 ---------------------------

	| Mom                   |                      Skids                   Smids

	| Dad                   |              |                           |

	| Uncle Pete            |               -------------------              ?

	| Papa C             |              |                          |

	| Mama C            |                   Jerbids                   Gids

	| G-Alan             |              |                     |

	| Brice                  |            Jerbids, Nibids      Swids, Meanids

	 

	That’s everything for the hole day!

	Now let’s travel to dreamland together. 

	This morning, I dreamed that I won the Regional Speeling Bee!

	 


The Spelling Bee

	Set Phasers to Enchant with Menace

	 

	I am confident I’ll win the school spelling bee.

	This girl Stella and me—we’re the best spellators in the school. She’s a year older—really smart. But she gets overexcited sometimes. She was knocked out by ‘pastiche’—she said ‘s’ not ‘c’.

	Here’s my spelling mantra—spantra!

	Definition and part of speech.

	Use the word in a sentence.

	Alternate pronunciations, if any.

	Pronounce the word again.

	Then—only then—will I spell the word.

	I win the school spelling bee in a walk. The bigger challenge loomed—the Regional contest, 3 weeks from now.

	All of the answers were published ahead of time!  A full list of allowed words in booklet form. I will get up early every day and memorize.

	The Bee’s not that important to me. I’m an underclassman, 8th grader in a 7-9 school, but Captain of the varsity football team and top of the dean’s list. 

	I’m putting in the work for one reason only. Some kids whisper that I’m just a dumb jock. I’ll prove them wrong. 

	A local college hosts the competition—an auditorium that seats 950. The tickets sell out on the first day.

	First round kick off at 10:00am on the last Saturday of the school year. Final assembly at my school will include a special award when I win the bee. That’s going to be an amazing day!

	Stiff competition—216 spellers from all around Southern Illinois. The three-round prelims cause about 10% of the hopefuls to drop to the floor. One girl starts crying when they gave her bourgeois.

	The quarterfinals are brutal—another sixty-six dreamers devastated by a harsh wake up call.

	I know my main competition by the time the semis came around. She’s laser-focused, with strong rhythm and a commanding presence.

	A ninth grader named Lucy Chu. 

	I can tell she has her own mantra. I can see it in her pause when the word is introduced. She never misses a beat and extracts all possible information then pauses again. 

	She pats her right thigh three times before leaning into the mic and intoning her spell.

	If she doesn’t stumble, she and I will own the stage for the likely Spell Off.

	The semis amp up the brutality. It’s hard not to look at roadkill. One boy gets thrown grandiloquent but swaps the ‘I’ with an ‘e’. He recites that final letter and knows that he knew nailed it. His face is bright with hope—and self-satisfaction.

	The Reader intones the dreaded sacred text.

	“We’re sorry—that is not correct.”

	The boy manages to keep from crying, but just barely.

	There are 49 kids left standing as we move into the finals. New rules are announced—spellers may request only the definition, nothing else.

	My mantra has been undermined. But then, so has Lucy Chu’s. We’re on an even footing.

	Spellers drop like flies. The auditorium is abuzz with a haunting mix of low lamentation and tense anticipation.

	When the count reaches ten, the official declares a Spell Off!  The audience gasps and applauds thunderously.

	We’re trotted out in alphabetical order, alone on the stage for our round. We have 90 seconds to spell as many words as possible from a rapid-fire list. No skipping—every word must be attempt. The highest correct word count will name the champ.

	Lucy and I tie at 13 words each.

	Fast pace, thick tension. 

	We alternate at lightning speed—ladies first.

	Lucy:             juxtaposition

	Justin:             perfidious

	Lucy:             vacillate

	Justin:             esoteric

	Lucy:             raucous

	She hesitates. Her eyes widen in panic. She breathes, pats her thigh, and whispers into the mic.

	Lucy:            Ruckus. R-U-C-K-U-S. Ruckus.

	The faux-sorry drone slaps her face. Her shoulders sag.

	Both words were in the allowed list. She stumbled due to a mishearing. If she’d been able to request a definition, she’d have nailed it.

	I am the Regional Champion, of course.

	I cast a spell on a cast of thousands.

	I know God made me this way—

	I just can’t help myself!

	 


 

	Dear Dairy,                                                                  Oct 5

	 

	All my beeples and me went to church yesterday. We doz that every Sinday cuz that’s what the bible sez to do. 

	If you’re Muzlin you go on Friday. Jews go on Saturday. I don’t know what those are but I think they might be smids. 

	No 3 day weekends for God!  Ha-ha!

	It feels safe there. There’s flowers and insense like in Brice’s closet. There a pipe organ and a baby grand piano. I don’t know how a baby would have grandkids, or how many its got. But I herd that God works is miserious ways!

	The pastor’s voice is reely deep and you can tell he’s sayin the truth.

	The pews have soft pillows and my legs can reach right to the hymnal box. My mom and dad pat my thigh when I do it, but it’s not mean. I wait until thems not watchin’ and do it again. I got seven love taps just today, 4 on the left, 3 on the right!  I wish it wuz 8 cuz now I’m gonna have a little limp all day.

	I saw PapaC lookin’ at a pretty feople a cupple pews ahead. She wuz sitting with her husband and two kids.

	His face looked kinda hungry but I know he had a big breakfast. He still has a little egg yoke on his chin.

	The pastor said something about coveting thou nabors wife. I know frum Sunny School that it means really wantin something that ain’t yours.

	I guess she isn’t a neighbor of his.

	Then Pastor Rigley talked about the gift of marriage. God says feoples can’t have kids unless they are wed under the faith. I think that means some kind of holey canopy. My Uncle Pete gots no kids cuz he still waiting for God to give him a wife.

	I think God made the rule a little different for himself. That’s why the Virgin is called Mary and not Marry.

	The music is really swell—cool because swell means soft to loid. I known all the words and sing along at the top of my lungs.

	Not with my mouth, of course. I don’t wanna show the other people up.

	I got to watch The Wonderful World of Disney last night after dinner. There’s firewerks and dancin’ and cool stories—not only cartoons!  The music’s even better than church cuz Tinkerbell has a wand to make it lively.

	I don’t get why Uncle Donald puts up with Huey, Dewey, and Louie. They’re lucky he’s there uncle ‘stead of living with MamaC—they’d be three dead ducks!

	Now it’s gleamy-dreamy time. 

	This one is k-k-k-crazy—you won’t gonna believe it!

	Some random smid scairt me and gave me a magic key. I don’t know how I knew he was a smid—he just looked smart, like G-Alan.

	I hope you love my dream! 

	 


The Key to the Coin

	Me and my shadow, my shadow and me

	

	Want nestled in my soul. 

	I stood in the middle of an impossibly long hallway—lit from nowhere. Rows of open lockers flanked the length of it, an infinite number before me and behind.

	A form stood in the middle distance. Blurred, ghostlike.

	I stepped toward the apparition. The lockers to my rear slammed shut with a thundering clang that threatened to knock me off my feet.

	Another tentative step and the knowledge caskets on my left and right slammed. Each step, slam. Every step, slam!

	I ran toward the cloaked figure propelled by the reports. I stopped only five steps from the creature.

	I could hear nothing. No hum, no footstep, no air. The silence was textured—thick and heavy, a velvet wall.

	Blessed silence.

	It was a boy, my age or maybe a year older, maybe 16. He wore shimmering robes, a fusion of pale white and silver. He raised a hand in silent greeting.

	The robe reflected light without mirroring it.

	His skin was pale to the point of translucence. His face was heart-shaped with a wide brow. One eye colored in copper, the other in brass.

	He said nothing, showed me his empty hands—palms up. He formed two fists, flashed a secret smile. His hands opened to reveal two pieces of silver—a coin in his left, a key in his right.

	He intoned one sibilant word: “Choose”.

	I reached slowly toward the key. It jumped out of his open palm and stung my own outstretched one. The coin disappeared.

	He walked toward me and uttered another command: “Seek”.

	The boy stepped around me. I followed him with my eyes. By the time my neck turned, he had vanished.

	The hallway was gone—replaced by a small door. It had roughly the dimensions of my form from years ago, before my teenage growth spurt. A keyhole called to be mated with its yang.

	The door opened itself and revealed a large balcony. I stepped out and the door slammed, disappeared. A stark, panoramic view of endless nothing. No horizon, no escape.

	A whisper entreated me to trust. I climbed over the balcony, took another step. Another. One more.

	Each measured pace painted detail into the background. Twenty slow steps and a monster of a cyclops came into view, one eye shot through with yellow and red. It wore a filthy loincloth that smelled of cat guts and sulfur.

	The coin floated over its head, twinkling light laughter.

	I took off my BB sling and tossed it to the left in a high arc. It sailed true.

	Cyclops followed the trajectory, craning his neck to keep it in view. I dove between its hairy legs and slid a thousand leagues along a polished floor. I snagged the bracelet back.

	I stood, unsteady—at sea. My sea legs adapted.

	A small ceramic urn rested on a short pedestal. I circled it, looked for the trap—tested the menace. 

	I opened the lid and placed it beside the urn. It was inky inside, an impenetrable blackness outside of human experience. 

	My hand moved slowly into the chasm. It met a layer of powdery ash. The substance was dry but not dry, a quicksand feel. I scooped a fistful and held it to my nose.

	No smell. Pebble-sized chunks of burnt bone. A low heat tickling my palm.

	The coin came back into view, dancing in the low light. I cast the ashes and netted the silver in a gray cloud. It sank slowly to the ground and came to rest at my feet.

	I spat and shined the coin on my shirttail. It gleamed once again. Lincoln’s right-facing profile was stoic as always.

	I didn’t know what I was meant to do.

	I wasn’t afraid—I was mildly curious.

	I took no direct action, only waited for guidance as to what comes next.

	When I woke up, the key and the bracelet were back home.

	The coin nestled in my watchpocket.

	Wanted.

	Earned.

	Safe.

	 


 

	Dear Dairy,                                                                  Oct 6

	 

	Yesterday was school. Yuck!

	This is my class skedule so you can know what I’m doin’ every day. I am in the Central Zone Time. Wait—do you even have clocks in Dairyland?  Oh, well, it don’t matter.

	[image: Image]

	I pasted it in with Elmer’s School Glue cuz that’s made out of milk and your name is Dairy. I din’t use model glue cuz if you sniff it you get stoopid. I learnt that in Assembly last week.

	School’s not all yucky, really.

	Miss Flynn gave me A Very Speshial Responsibility every Monday morning. I am the Chief Eraser Clapper. It is an important job. 

	I call her Miss Clapalot.

	She puts a hal pass on my desk every Monday. There are four erasers that needs clapilating—2 white, 2 yellow. But first I have to carefully sweep the chalk trays. She gave me a small brush to do it. 

	There are 2 chalkboards so I start with white, sweep left, then right. The dust goes in a little bin. The yellow, sweep right, then left. I figred out that system myself!

	Clapalot taught me the rite way to clap.

	Then I take my hall pass and erasers to a door that goes outside. Chalk dust blows nice even if theys no wind. I dunno how it does that.

	I start with white (of course). I have to clap 4 times to get it right.

	Clap 1, twist clockwise, shake. Clap 2, counter, shake. Clap 3 like 1, Clap 4 like 2, but there’s a double shake at the end.

	Done with white.

	Yellow needs five claps!

	Clap 1, counter, shake. Then clockwise, shake, counter, shake, clockwise, shake-shake. 

	Clap 5 is the special one. I made it up myself. Ms. Flynn is rite smart, but she doesn’t know everything. It goes like this.

	Clap, rotate, shake-shake-shake. Rotate is way better than twist.

	Sometimes a little dust tickles my nose. It smells like accomplishment.

	Nobody watches me do it, but I always do it right. That’s why it matters.

	Mr G is my teacher fer math. If I had a favorite teacher, I guess it wood be him. He never makes me put my book in my desk—I read Tom Sawyer and he didn’t say nothin’. Math is so easy cuz it had really clear rules, not like the Bible.

	All the other teachers get mad at me if I read in class. Those bad teachers are called beachers.

	Mr. G is a geacher.

	English was kind of fun. Mrs. Hall is really nice. I call her Miss Monte cuz Let’s Make a Deal. Do you know that show?  It’s perty exciting sometimes. My favorite is always door number 3.

	Monte did something diffrunt today, kind of a spelling drill. She called out a word, like particle, then a name, like Stephen. He had to jump up from his desk, run to the bored, and write it down. If he gets it right, everyone claps. If he’s wrong, they groan.

	I didn’t clap or groan, of course. I only clap on Monday mornings. 

	I only grone inside.

	But something weird happened—I got them all right in my head!  I started thinkin’ that maybe I spell bad when talking to you cuz I’m trying to write as fast as I think!

	I will try to slow down my writing. I can try to see the sentence in my head before writing it down.

	There!  Two sentences with no erorrs!

	So that’s school for yesterday.

	My newest dream has me in it, but I’m not really me in the dream. I mean, of course it’s me—I should know!  But I’m diffrunt in the dream than in real life.

	I wish you could tell me which me you like better.

	Maybe someday you will.

	Here’s my impossible dream.

	 


The Lifeguard

	Up Enlightenment Module Has Crashed-Reboot

	 

	To understand what happened with PJ, you have to know how we met.

	It’s not a meet-cute, but I really like it.

	She transferred in from somewhere about a month before school let out. She showed up in homeroom and calc class.

	I approached her in the lunchroom – heart-shaped face, grey eyes, brunette, compact, athletic. I said “hi” and “I didn”t catch your name.”

	“Well, I didn”t throw it.”

	Smitten.

	I wondered if she’d fling it at me now. 

	She shrugged and said her name is “PJ”.

	I asked how she spelled it – nobody had ever asked her that before. 

	She laughed—noticed me for the first time. 

	“Just the letters P and J,” she said, like it was the best joke she’d ever heard.

	She told me to never call her Pajamas.

	I told her my name was Justin. 

	“Justin what?”

	I told her that I don”t like to say—Justin Case.

	She asked again, annoyed. I told her I just gave it—Justin Case.

	She paused a beat and cackled. “Justin Case!  That’s the handiest name I ever heard!”.

	I said “Maybe the handiest, but never the handsiest!. Let’s go get ice cream after school?”

	We were inseparable for the rest of the school year and hang out together every day during this summer break. She let me get to second base, and I think there’s a triple in my summer forecast.

	We’re headed to the lake in my rust red Buick Skylark GranSport. Not painted red… just rust. It farts sometimes, and that makes us both laugh. It’s my FartSport.

	Today’s one of my rare days off. I’ve been working every day this summer at the pool downtown, getting paid to improve my tan. No rescues yet, but a boy can always dream of being there for calamity.

	There’s a group barbeque happening today, all of the rising seniors from three local high schools. Swimming, skiing, lawn darts, rope pull. A good summer time.

	A kid named Eddie smuggled a keg of beer in the back of his truck. I declined—Varsity football training was a few weeks away and I had to be ready. PJ accepted. She”s really sweet like that.

	I excused myself from the kegger and wandered down for a swim. The water was two ticks below warm, perfect. I spotted a marker about 100 feet from shore and dove in. I could do it in under two minutes.

	Gravity works differently in water. I was weightless as I charged the buoy, clear mind and burning muscles. I grabbed the buoy, caught my breath, and got ready to finish the round trip.

	I heard an unnatural slap on the water, echolocated at about 40 degrees and 30 feet to my right. I spotted a redhead struggling to stay afloat—probably a cramp—and the second slap gave me a budget. I had about 30 seconds before she dropped for good.

	She didn’t see me coming and gave up some seconds before I reached her. I dove and pulled her to the surface, on her back. She wasn’t breathing.

	A crowd was forming by the time I towed her to shore. I rolled her on her left side and burped her, then cleared the airway and commenced mouth-to-mouth. Her third exhalation expelled a small fountain of lake water. I rolled her again and she coughed up the rest.

	I soothed her, pushed that red, red hair from her forehead, assured that she would be OK. Her dad raced up to us, knelt, assessed the situation, and gave me a hearty thanks.

	PJ hovered, hands on hips. 

	She was drunk as only a teenager at a lake can be. 

	She accused me of cheating on her—kissing another girl when she’s going steady with me!

	She stormed off.

	I looked down at her, now fully recovered. Her name?

	Shannon.

	“I don’t know how I can ever thank you”, she whispered.

	I whispered back:

	“Oh, I can think of at least three ways.”

	 


 

	Dear Dairy,                                                                  Oct 7

	 

	Mr. G always has a book – every day!  Not a school book, but a real book. And he’s a math teacher! 

	He’s reading one called The Once and Future King by T.H. White right now. I don’t know what it’s about, but maybe it will have secret clews about who Mr. G really is?  I bet it’s about a chess game where a King gets unmoted to a pawn then gets to be king again. I gotta ask my mom to get it for me to find out.

	He gave us a test on ratios and purportions proportions. I finished it in like two minutes and never even stopped reading The Borrowers. I saw him grading the papers and he suddenly looked at me. He shook his head and made a little smile. I knew I aced it—now he does too.

	Gym class sucks. Me & another kid named Jude are the olny ones who get to sit out. We got speshial dipsensations from the coach. Petey doesn’t talk, either. Other kids say he’s a deaf-moot, which means he can’t hear or talk. I bet some of them think I am too. But I’m not. I hear well enough to listen and talk well enuf enough to know when to shut up.

	Mrs. Roeker is an OK teacher but she don’t care about me. I call her Poker Face cuz she doesn’t ever smile or frown or nothi’n. And Literature class is weher they make me read kid books cuz I am slow. I don’t ever read ‘em because I am a vere good readrer. They think I’m dumb or something cuz I don’t talk much and I spell bad. 

	Jude sits alone at lunch, hunched over his sammich. He moves his lips tween bites. I bet he can talk just fine—but only to hisself. If he’s a smid, that would be intelligent conversashun.

	Herstory History class is a mix of boring and cool. Mr. Bottoms (I call him Buttz even though he only has one of ‘em) is my teacher.

	He’s talking about something called the Renaissance (I looked it up before I wrote this). It’s so strange that a mahsine had to be invented before books. I always thought books have always bin round. I don’t usually read the textbook, but maybe I’ll try it this once. You learn something new every day, but it isn’t always important. 

	Every Tuesday after dinner, my dad and me watch The Beverly Hillbillies and Green Acres back-to-back together.

	Did you ever notice that word has three words in it? To-get-her! That’s a hoot.

	My favorite hillwilliam character is Jethro, but my dad really likes Elly May.

	Hillwilliam is my own made up word cuz William is a lot more formal than billy, and I never even met the guy yet.

	And Green Acres—Mr. Haney is funny-funny-funny!

	And my mom kinda looks like Lisa Dugless but prettier.

	I dreamed about math this morning. Not arithmetic—Math!!

	 


The Future Proof Boy

	To Boldly Flail Where No Plan Has Gone Before

	 

	Be assured—my Madison scholarship was a fluke. 

	My grades were decent. I aced AP Calculus. 

	My essay: Music of Primes helped.

	Madison is an IQ oasis in a desert of mediocrity—like Austin, Portland, Tucson. The math program is one of the Midwest’s best. I’m lucky.

	Money is tight. Brice and G-Alan send a small stipend. It buys me three records and two edible meals per week. Cafeteria food fills the rest.

	They also gave me a record player. I never liked music much as a kid, but when I discovered Mozart and Brahms in high school, everything changed.

	I used to call thoughtful gifts like that “thoughties.”

	I was a strange kid.

	I love wandering the library stacks. I don’t scan titles—I smell the spines for wonder. This odd habit has led me to some amazing tomes.

	This particular Saturday morning, my nose twitched and became a diving rod. It led me to an open space near the back of the stacks. A large round wooden table held a colorful atlas, perched on a lazy susan.

	Europe in the mid-18th century was spread out. It was a political map, but what caught my eye wasn’t the borders—it was the colors. Only four. No touching regions shared a color.

	I idly spun the susan and let my lazy brain engage. The map blurred into a whitish swirl, then slowed and returned to four-color stasis.

	I flipped a few pages. Spun again.
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