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To Start…

I AM STRONG and my burden isn’t heavy but carrying it up the creek is proving a bit more difficult than I anticipated. Poor planning on my part. Still, having it wrapped in black landscape cloth and bound with old nylon rope helps. Considerably.

The biggest problem would be the dark, if not for the full moon. Then again, transporting a corpse across a golf course in the middle of the day is probably not A Good Idea.

Though, I’ve never liked the word “corpse.” It lacks elegance. Remains? Maybe. Cadaver? Definitely not! Deceased? Departed is better. I smile to myself.

I’ve surveyed this stream more times than I care to remember, accidentally-on-purpose hitting so many shots into it from so many fairways that the others in my regular foursome have taken to calling it my “ball magnet.” Its high banks make it perfect for a nighttime transit of the landscape. The gravelly bottom provides easy walking and doesn’t show footprints. It’s always dry this time of year unless there’s a big storm. Going under the half-dozen small bridges that crisscross it for the course and dodging the spiders is a pain, but a small price to pay for the otherwise easy access to the pond at the far end.

I stop for a moment as I enter the woods. I’ve made better progress than I planned. It’s a shame I can’t reuse this location, but that would be lazy and sloppy. I must avoid both.

There’s breeze enough to keep the mosquitos at bay but not discourage the lightning bugs. It’s beautiful—clear and starry. I’d probably see the Milky Way were it not for the moon and the lights of the big-box parking lot outside the nearby hick town. A wonderful night for a burial at sea…at pond, anyway.

The frogs quiet as I arrive, then resume their chorus. I place my burden on the ground. Gently. Gently. Always gently.

It smells wet here. Water seeps from between the thick, wide, moss-covered boards making up the spillway of the small dam forming the pond. I tie the ropes to the old cement blocks I’d carried and hidden as a test run a few nights before.

As I prepare to place the departed in the water, I notice the cloth has slipped a bit from around the left side of the face. A sweet ear and the jewelry piercing it shows through the gap: a simple gold ring with a small white diamond and dark ruby, one above the other. I softly tuck both under their cover and tug and fold the material back in place, making sure it looks just right.

This one is prettier than usual and doomed from the first hello. Certainly beyond my initial question. “May I sit here?”

It’s always the first thing I say and starts the dance that is the beginning of their end. It’s always quick, with death as a surprise, as it should be. Unconscious in seconds. Gone in minutes.

Even though the night’s warm, I shiver at the memories.

One last running of my hands over the body, nude and oh-so-clean within the dark cloth. Then, taking care to not disturb the frogs, I ease the bundle with its weights into the deep blue-green water.

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, and all that mumbo-jumbo. Except when there’s so much moisture involved, it’s mostly mud.

The departed disappears without so much as a splash. A mass of bubbles rises to the surface, then tapers off.

Another beautiful creature gone, but not forgotten. Transformed into food for the turtles, which is fine because I like turtles too.

I sigh. I’ll be calm now, for a while. I’ll visit until I get bored. Then, I’ll start my preliminary scouting which will, as it always does, turn up another object worth collecting.

When that happens, the dance begins again.

But, for the moment, I can forget about all that.

I turn and head downstream with a grin. My golf scores are destined to improve now that I can avoid the water hazards.


Chapter One

SK’DOO

 

“Things are different when you see the other side.”

“Cousin Freddy is the smartest of us all.”

“There’s no use arguing, I just won’t do it.”

I call myself Sk’doo. Not because it’s my name, but because I know everything is called something and I’m part of everything, so I need to be called something. It’s early morning in this place where I am. As usual, just the Deads and me. But that’ll change when the Quicks begin to arrive.

Quicks always do the same things the same way, so the first is due soon, running. After that, it’ll be the one with the dog, walking. Then the caretaker, if they’re working. After that, any number of Quicks throughout the light of day.

And, sure enough, here’s the first Quick: Lady Runner. For years she has passed through almost every early morning. When her hair’s long she pulls it back from her face, especially when the weather’s warm.

I have no legs, so I’ve never run. But I wonder about it. Wondering is one of the things I do. I know Lady Runner enjoys gliding through her every-morning circuit of Outside Road. Her face is calm. I hear her breathing, but it’s not labored. When the kind-of-portly Quicks run, it looks painful, but they do it anyway.

I have something I suppose is pain, that hurts, but when it hurts, I stop. I used to feel it only during lightning storms which always make me zoom to hide. But that changed when they started stringing cables on the tall posts on the far side of Roadway. Even though I can’t get too close, I feel zings from them too.

“In-out-in-out-in-out. The cats are worse than kids!”

Besides the lightning and the cables, the zing comes from machinery. Now, it comes from the Quicks.

I enjoy being near Quicks. Feeling what they feel and helping them find calm. Now, it hurts to approach most of them. It started with the watches they wear and grew from there. Lady Runner, for instance, carries a box and has small objects in her ears that cause zings. So, I keep away.

I don’t know what the zing-things are, exactly. I know Quicks talk to them and voices come from them. Music too, sometimes. But I can’t get close enough to know because they hurt and I don’t do things that hurt.

I am fascinated by Quicks, even when I have to keep my distance. But though I like, wonder about, and help them, I don’t know them.

What I know are the Deads.

*

“I like it when you kiss me like that.”

“Don’t get near Buddy. That dog farts!”

“Yes, shrimp are treyf. I still eat them.”

I don’t remember not being here. I sometimes wonder if I am here. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do. But I know what I do during the time I’m somewhat certain I’m here.

I listen to the Dead—just listen.

I used to try to talk to Deads but gave up when I came to know they don’t listen. I wonder if, maybe, because Quicks don’t listen.

Deads talk all the time. They don’t all talk all the time, or all talk all at once. It’s just that there are plenty of Deads, so one of them is bound to be talking. I used to think they waited until I was near to speak but now I wonder if they talk when I’m not around. Not that it matters, because I’m the only one listening.

“Get out of that tree before you fall and break your neck.”

I remember everything I hear, from both the Quicks and the Deads. I know what I know of Quicks because of what they feel, say, and do. With Deads, it’s all what they have to say.

Deads don’t say all they have to say all at once. It comes out a little at a time. They don’t tell stories. They don’t tell things in order. And they repeat—all the time—they repeat. But if you listen and remember, you can put things together.

A few things about Ezme Evans, for example: Ezme holds Edge on Hill. She became Quick in 1824 and Dead in 1828. She spoke and knew her letters by the time she was walking and reading and doing numbers before catching Summer Disease. Her favorite colors are blue and yellow, the name of her favorite cat is “Skipper,” and her papa calls her “Peapod.” Her last words as a Quick were, “I see where I am going.” Ezme has never said what she saw or where she was going as she moved from Quick to Dead. Maybe, someday, she will.

It takes a while to learn about any Dead. Some of them talk right away. Some of them hardly ever do. What they say usually comes slow and gradual, like water seeping into stone.

I wonder if, maybe, I’m a stone.

*

KAZ

 

I decide, again, that I don’t like my face. My nose is too big, my eyes too small, my chin too round, my ears too floppy. I’m also too tall and too skinny. Shouldn’t forget those, I suppose.

I sigh. It could be worse. I hardly left the house when I had pimples and braces at the same time. At least now my skin’s clear and my teeth are straight. But I still hardly leave the house.

Even though my teeth are straight, I don’t smile much because, when I do, my gums show, but I’m working on that. I practice in the mirror: I smile without showing my teeth. I smile showing some of my teeth. I shut my eyes, smile, then look. Gums!

My hair is boring brown. My choices are to grow it long enough to weigh down the massive cowlick behind my floppy left ear or cut it short enough to hide the cowlick. Wear it long and my eyes are smaller and my chin rounder. Wear it short and my nose is bigger and my ears even floppier. At least it’s not super-tight like Mom’s is and Dad’s used to be.

GeeGeema says my hair’s curly from all the ornery I have in me and that I’ll grow into my face. I know the first part isn’t true because I have no ornery, and I’m sure the last part won’t be good.

GeeGeema, she’s Mom’s-mom’s-mom. She’s old-old but is in pretty good shape, besides being almost blind. She was able to read when she first got here, but now she only sees some light and dark and a little bit up close. Macular degeneration does that.

She doesn’t talk about what else is wrong, other than saying she’s just plain wore out. She sings made-up songs to her fat black-and-white cat, Preston. She also dozes in her chair and listens to hockey or golf on the TV.

It cracks me up that she loves hockey and golf so much. She never skated or hit a golf ball in her life.

She gets around okay and likes to go for car rides, especially for ice cream, but she’s really slow. We have to be patient because she speaks her mind if rushed. She speaks her mind all the time.

I smile, then adjust to hide my gums.

I wasn’t happy when GeeGeema and Preston moved in a couple of years ago. They took my bedroom, and I moved into what we used to call “the big closet.” Now, I like my little room with its tiny window, and love GeeGeema more than anybody. She’s funny and serious, mean and kind, and smart and goofy. All at once. She understands me when nobody does, and she’s one of only a couple people I can really talk to.

But Preston, her old fat cat? We leave each other alone. I have a set of three scars on the back of my right hand to remind me why I don’t pet him. He’s old, but he’s faster than me. My chores include feeding him and cleaning his litter box. GeeGeema calls it “servicing both ends” and always laughs when she does.

“Good morning, glory,” she says in her whispery voice when I round the corner into the living room. She’s always up and dressed before me, sitting in her chair in front of the window, with a small table between her and the next chair. “How’d you sleep?”

“Okay, GeeGeema. It was hot last night, huh?”

She chuckles. “I slept with two blankets. I don’t feel the heat like I used to. So, you gonna stand there with your teeth hanging out or you gonna give an old lady a hug?”

“No hugs with Preston in your lap.”

She shoos the cat away. “Go on, you old thing!”

With Mr. Claws out of the way, I lean over and hug her. Not too hard because it always feels like she might break.

She peers up at me, tilting her head and looking off to the side like she does when she wants to see what little she can. “You look good this morning and your hair is so nice.”

She reaches up and touches the mess behind my ear, smiles, and tells me for what seems like the millionth time, “You recall that your granddaddy had a cowlick just like that, when he had hair.”

“Yes, GeeGeema, I recall.” He died before I was born.

Preston purrs as he winds his way around my legs. That’s a sure sign he’s expecting food. I go to the kitchen and pick up his licked-clean bowl from the floor next to the stove. From the cabinet under the sink, I grab a green can of stinky-chicken cat food. He sits and starts to meow as soon as he hears it crack open.

“Only a half-can, now, we don’t want him getting fat!”

“Yes, GeeGeema,” then to Preston, I mutter, “too late for you.”

“What was that, baby?”

“I was talking to the cat,” I say more loudly. “I said ‘here’s your plate for you.’”

He digs in as soon as I plunk the bowl on the floor. How he eats the stuff, I’ll never know, but he loves it as long as it’s stinky-chicken in the green can. Not the stinky-chicken in the red can. Or the stinky-chicken in the blue can. Nope. He hates those.

I take the half-empty green can, seal it in a plastic bag, and put it in the fridge for Preston’s 3:30 meal.

I walk around the corner and kneel beside GeeGeema’s chair. “Mom and Dad are at work…”

“I know. I’m old, not stupid!” She grins.

“I have to go to the store for a few hours. You’ll be okay while I’m gone?”

She smiles. No teeth. I can’t figure out how she eats apples. She only wears her dentures when we go out. “Don’t you worry. Preston and me will keep each other company. But could you please fetch me a little water before you go?”

“Sure.” I walk back to the kitchen and pull a heavy coffee mug from the cabinet. GeeGeema needs to feel where things are, so everything has to have a wide base or she’ll tip it over. I should know; she knocked a glass of water onto my phone last month. She felt really bad and offered me some money to help buy a new one, but I refused to take it. I should’ve known better since I’d seen her tip tall glasses over before.

Besides, I have a job. I can help pay for a replacement.

I pause before taking the water to her, looking at her face from the side. I’ve seen pictures of her when she was young. Tall, straight, and pretty. It’s hard to believe she was once like that. The only thing that’s the same is her hair, still in short ringlets, like mine, except instead of dark, it’s pure white.

I walk over to her.

“Right here, in the middle”—she pats her table—“so I know where it is.”

I give her another hug. She cranes her neck a bit to rub her cheek against mine, then sits back with a sigh.

“You be careful, going to work. Do good once you get there.”

She always says the same thing.

“Yes, GeeGeema. Bye-bye.”

“And I love you too!”

That’s something else she always says.

*

SK’DOO

 

“I am that child’s father.”

“He loves me, but I don’t care.”

“My butt’s too big.”

I watch the gravediggers prepare the earth for a burial.

Before the machines I enjoyed visiting with the gravediggers, listening, learning: the right way to hold a shovel, how to predict the weather, baseball, football, beer, what made a lady pretty, why the boss is almost always dumb.

“My jellies always won blue ribbons.”

I knew all the names of all the Quicks who worked here. Through time, several families lived in Sexton’s. I knew them and their animals, especially a black dog, Jigs. I watched many of those Quicks grow old, and now I listen to them.

The Sextons’ children and their friends played among the Dead. They’re the reason I know foot races, hide-and-seek, tag, cowboys-and-Indians, how to ride a bike (at least the idea of it), what candy is, how much fun it is to chew gum and blow bubbles, how skinned knees hurt, what rubber and glue do, why someone looking at you is something worth complaining about, tattletales, and why moms and dads are almost always dumb.

Children are the best teachers. They’ve taught me colors, along with letters and numbers. With the last two, I figured out how to read. There were silly things: “Ink-a-dink a bottle of ink. The cork fell out and you stink!” Songs about gopher guts. And important things: Which boys are cutest. Why girls have cooties.

I wouldn’t know a cootie if I saw one, but it’s girls who seem to have them. I also know how to give shots against them. And boys are ugly and stupid. I know that too. As far as who’s best, girls or boys—it was never decided.

“Pull the cart to the curb—the step’s too high for Mother.”

This new grave is being dug in Flats. It’s nowhere near Edge, which is all right, but I wish it was far enough out to stretch it because Edge determines how far I can wander, and it hasn’t moved in a long time.

Edge runs between the outermost graves. I can’t get around it and there’s no arguing with it. A little bump is fine, just a tingle. A push feels like lightning. Bad lightning, up close, on top of me, overwhelming. I know better than to zoom, full speed, into Edge.

When the Dead were few, and there was very little room to wander, I hated Edge. Now, with so many Deads, and all of them talking, there is so much to do that Edge doesn’t seem so bad.

Some days I don’t like being kept here, but I’m not sure what I’d do if I could wander where I wanted.

I’d like to see more of where the Quicks live and what they do when they’re not here, but if I did, who would listen to the Dead? And if the cables on the poles are any clue, the world away from here is filled with lightning.

“The gas bill is late. Why is the gas bill always late?”

I can’t get close to the diggers because of the machinery and their lightning-boxes so I’ll keep a safe distance, near Hannah Griggs who’s on the Rise side of Damps. The ground here is filled with cracks from it being so dry but grows soft after a hard rain. Deads don’t care about such things.

A few things about Hannah: He was Quick starting in 1892 and Dead in 1910. He’s from a place named Kalispell, Montana, and his family moved here when he was too small to remember. He broke his neck falling from a wagon just after midnight on what was the start of his eighteenth year. He knows he’s not living up to his family’s expectations of what they want from a daughter. He has kissed a number of young men, but never fancied any of them. He also says he hates wearing women’s undergarments.

“Touch my ass again and I’ll kick you straight in the nuts!”

Deads tell me all kinds of things.

*

KAZ

 

I love Eastdale Cemetery. It’s another reason everyone thinks I’m weird. Most days, going to or from work, I ride through it, being careful of the squirrels that are always around.

I first started hanging out here when I was really depressed. GeeGeema hated me spending so much time with the dead and wasn’t shy about telling me so. Maybe she was right, then, because I would hide by myself on the bench over by the big sycamore and cry. But after a while, I didn’t think of this place in that way. I feel calm and safe here.

Sometimes, after work when it’s cooler, I stop and look at the stones. I’ve seen them enough times that they’re starting to be like friends. There are so many different kinds. Old ones, new ones. Some of the old ones have strange first names: Thacker, Salmon, Ezme—she was only four when she died. There are so many kids, but lots of old folks too. I saw online that people in Potters Field were too poor to have stones. I hope somebody remembers them.

I like that I almost always see the same people here, like the old guy with the beard who I passed at the caretaker’s entrance. He always says the same thing, “beautiful day,” no matter the weather. It’s funny. This is supposed to be a sad place, but all the people I see are smiling.

The cemetery’s outside road is paved and there are hardly ever any cars. I like to see how far I can go, no hands. I can even make it up the hill that way, if I’m going fast enough at the bottom, but this morning a car goes by and I have to grab the handlebars.

I coast down the other side of the hill, no hands, but slow where they’re digging a grave. I wonder who it’s for? I’d like to stop and see what they do, but I never would. Besides, I have to get to the store.

*

SK’DOO

 

“I think my big toe will plumb fall off.”

“People like that can’t be trusted.”

“I don’t want to die and go to hell.”

Here comes Young No Hands on their wheel. That Quick started visiting not too long ago and used to sit on the bench near Silas and cry. Sad Quicks like that bench. It’s shady and cooler there, back and away from the road, and I suppose hard to see. Kissing Quicks like it too, probably for the same reasons.

I know about crying Quicks, so I sat and helped as best I could. What Young No Hands felt was easy for me to feel and so I was able to help more than usual. I can’t always understand why Quicks cry but in this case, it was loneliness. I know about that too, because it’s just me here most of the time. Along with a whole bunch of talking Deads.

“It’ll be over when I pull the trigger.”

Now, Young No Hands doesn’t cry, but they sometimes walk among the Dead. Very often they have no lightning-box, or it’s not working, and I stay alongside. They don’t search for any one Dead but repeat the names and numbers of many as they go, and I can practice my reading. We both get something from the other and that’s good. They don’t cry so much, but I still feel their loneliness.

“Two-cycle engines aren’t worth a damn.”

There’s White Beard Old Man walking down the hill. His first name was Red Beard Young Man but that changed with passing time. He always takes Outside Road before the sun is at its top, but he walks far more slowly than he used to.

He never has a lightning-box, so I move to him. He always looks calm, but his feelings usually don’t match. He often talks to nobody. I wonder if he sees something I cannot.

I can’t follow him closely on the road in Damps because Edge won’t let me, but I can visit when he’s where I can reach. He’ll probably stop to talk to the gravediggers, because he always talks to everyone he sees. I’ll stay back, away from the machine, until he moves away from there.

*

MAZIE

 

I’m making my first visit today. It’s warm, but cloudy, with a nice breeze to keep the bugs away.

Approaching via the dry stream is out of the question so this is the only way I can be close. I also gain extra enjoyment from the public passing so close to my secret yet never knowing what they’re missing.

I don’t like cemeteries. I have no objection to death on an individual basis, especially when I’m involved. I enjoy spending time with those I’ve helped cross over, but death presented on a larger scale isn’t my cup of tea. It’s a reminder that no matter how careful I am with myself, somewhere like this is where I’m bound to end up!

The place is surprisingly small. I could walk from one side to the other in less than ten minutes. But I don’t walk, I drive the paved, outside road, along the woods, in a counterclockwise direction. There’s an empty section, first. As I go, I can see the golf course through breaks in the trees.

I swerve around an idiot kid riding no hands as the road swings up, around a small knoll covered with old, dirty, and tilting monuments. It’s all so shamefully decrepit. I take good care of my dead. Does nobody else care about their own?

As the paved road drops from its highest point, a gravel track comes in from the left where I can park. When I do, the kid on the bike passes by.

Here’s the bench on the right, looking down over a steep embankment to the spillway end of the pond. I was a little worried it might be moved since I last checked out the place, but it’s just as I remember. Excellent.

I exit the car, sit, look a bit, then close my eyes, breathe deeply, and remember: looks, touches, aromas, sounds, movements. The sudden struggle. Rapid heartbeat fading to peace. Then bathing, primping, perfuming, posing, photographing. Wrapping, tying, transporting, carrying. That last run of my hands over the body before sliding it into the pond. My fingertips tingle and I rub them against my thumbs. I take in a breath, hold it, and slowly exhale.

“Beautiful day!”

I swivel my head to see some old guy with a beard coming toward me. “Excuse me?”

“I said ‘beautiful day!’”

“Y-yes,” I stammer, “beautiful day.” Then, under my breath, “Beautifully ruined by an idiot.”

On my way out, I see the old fool wasting the time of two workers who are supposed to be digging a grave. The kid on the bike is long gone.

*

KAZ

 

I don’t mind work. It’s okay. Sometimes the boss seems dumb, but I suppose all bosses are dumb, sometimes.

There’s nothing that hard about working in the store, other than being careful not to drop stuff. Customers won’t buy damaged cans or boxes, even when the food is perfectly good. The boss sometimes lets us take damaged containers home. He’s not so dumb, then. Trouble is, I never like what’s dropped.

I remember Jimmy dropping a box of sweet pickles. Twelve small jars. That was a mess. We mopped the floor but could never get it completely unsticky. It’s still a little sticky. It’ll probably be sticky forever.

Jimmy and I are opposites: He’s short and I’m tall. He’s kind of chunky and I’m skinny. He talks all the time and I don’t. He’s funny and I usually mess up jokes. He’s good-looking and I’m not. He’s careless and I’m very careful. He thinks he’s faster than me and I know he’s not.

Jimmy has lots of friends and he treats me like all the rest of them. To him, I’m not weird. I’m just me. We’re not best friends or anything. I don’t have any best friends.

I park my bike against the back of the building, beside Jimmy’s old beat-up wreck. Just inside the side door is the job sheet, listing what needs done and who’s doing it.

Please, inside, I think, because it’s so hot that I’d even rather mop and clean than collect carts and pick up trash, or worse, help unload delivery trucks. I usually get Restock because I’m able to reach the top shelves. On a hot day, like today, it’s the best because it’s inside. And I can even get a little cold handling the ice cream and frozen foods.

Doggone! Bagging. Well, that’s mostly inside. Register B. That’s with Sarah, and she’s okay.

I run my finger down the list to find Jimmy. No Restock for him. Not since the Sweet Pickle Catastrophe.

There’s his name! Oh, he’ll be complaining, for sure: Carts and Parking Lot.

Even on the best days, those’re bad. There are four racks in different parts of the lot, but people leave the carts wherever they want, even if the rack is two steps away. When I collect carts, I can’t help but think about all the people who are making my job harder by being lazy. GeeGeema says that if you’re taking care of lazy people, you’ll always be busy. I smile. I wonder if Preston-Cat counts.

Parking Lot is even worse. Mr. Amolsch, the boss, wants no garbage in the lot. None. Everything, every scrap of paper, even the dirty disposable diapers people have the nerve to leave behind have to be picked up and put in the trash cans. And the cans have to be emptied twice a day. On hot days, they stink and there are yellow jackets flying around. The only good thing about it is you get to keep any change you find.

I sign my timesheet and write when I arrived, then put my red-and-white apron on over my blue shirt. I can wear any blue shirt so long as it has at least short sleeves and no writing on it, and any pair of jeans that don’t have holes in them. Like Mr. Amolsch says, “If somebody wants to see your skin and your armpits, you should probably run the other way.”

Mr. Amolsch is big. Taller than me and big-big-big around. If his beard and hair were white, he’d make a great Santa. He goes out behind the building to smoke at least once every couple of hours, so he always smells of cigarettes. He also drinks three big bottles of cola every day, and not the decaf, diet stuff. He’s always joking, in a dad sort of way, even though I don’t think he has any kids. To be honest, he isn’t dumb. He likes things done right, is all.

Walking to the front of the store, I pass Angel who lucked out and got Restock. She’s short and has to use a little ladder to reach the high spots.

“Hey, Angel. Wanna trade?”

She flips her red ponytail. “You wish, Bagger!” When she smiles it’s all teeth.

I smile back and adjust so my gums don’t show. My hair isn’t long enough for a ponytail, yet. Mr. Amolsch doesn’t mind it being a little shaggy, so long as it doesn’t hang over the eyes.

Then, “You get your phone, yet?”

“No. Next month. Since it got wet, we can’t upgrade it. We have to get a new one and that’s extra.”

Angel gives me a look of pity. “What’s it like without it?”

“It’s killing me.”

At the front, Sarah’s been working alone at her register this morning, so she’s happy to see me. It’s busy, so she just nods and keeps ringing. We don’t talk much, even when it’s slow. Well, she talks. I listen.

It took a while to get good enough to keep up with her on the register—she’s fast. But there are tricks to good bagging, and when the person on the register rings in the right order, it makes things even easier: Heavies together. Colds together. Breakables together. Crushables together. Sarah was a bagger. She knows all the tricks.

But not everybody’s good at bagging. Jimmy’s fast but isn’t careful. I think I’m faster by being more careful, but he’d never agree. Everyone is faster than Angel. I smile. She slows things down so much that Sarah won’t let her near her station.
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