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			For all the anxious heroes, especially L. and L.: 
One day, you’ll realize just how amazing you are.
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			Keep It Together


			Kit’s mom had a tattoo that wound around her left wrist. The ink was faded like something that had been washed so many times it had gotten thin and holey and was now just a blurry memory of black.


			If you looked closely at the tattoo, you could see that the leafy, twining ink wound its way around three tiny, fancy letters—k and i and t—which stood for keep it together. It also spelled kit’s name, which was kit, not Kit, because when kit was a baby, her mom said she was much too small for capital letters. Back then she fit inside her mom’s two hands, a funny wrinkled thing that looked not-quite-ready to be alive, more like a hairless baby animal than a human being.


			“My little naked mole rat,” her mom would say every time she saw the first photo ever taken of kit, which had been stuck on the fridge for most of kit’s life. Then she would put her hand on her heart.


			One day, kit took the picture down and slipped it into a drawer and her mom didn’t say it as much anymore, which was good because it didn’t exactly feel like a compliment.


			Kit’s mom had had the tattoo for years before kit existed at all.


			“Because I knew you were coming,” she said.


			Kit’s mom often told people that she was searching for kit for her whole life and the tattoo was the map that she followed to find her. She said that when she found kit, she was saved.


			Found made it sound to kit like she was not someone who was born, but instead someone who just appeared, maybe in a box on the doorstep. Even though kit knew this wasn’t true, she sometimes dreamed of scraping her fingernails against cardboard walls, scrabbling to get out.


			She also thought that being responsible for saving her mom was an awful lot of pressure. Not that she’d ever say anything; she knew her mom loved that story and the way she told it made kit feel things she didn’t usually feel. It made her feel heroic and kit normally had a pretty hard time imagining that she’d ever be able to save anyone from anything. She was too small to be a hero.


			She could still sometimes fit into clothes labeled 6x. That’s how small.


			“The size in your shirt should be the same as your age,” Clem told her once when they were shopping at the Brooklyn Flea, which was the best place in the world to find stuff you didn’t know you needed, and kit had felt worse than if Clem had reached over and punched her right in the nose.


			Clem was also small, but not nearly as small as kit. She was normal-small. Like kit, Clem and her twin brother, Jorge, had been born too early. But unlike kit, the only fallout for them was that Clem had super bad allergies and Jorge had had to wear glasses since the age of two.


			Small-ish and small were two different things.


			That was the day kit had bought her favorite hoodie, the black one with the small rainbow star on the front and the bigger rainbow star on the back. The color was as faded as kit’s mom’s tattoo. It had cost $5, which was the exact amount their moms gave them each to spend. “That looks . . . comfortable,” Clem observed, but she meant, “That looks old.”


			Kit didn’t care that Clem didn’t like it. It was big and soft and as soon as she saw it, it looked like it belonged to her. It was already familiar. The fact that it was way too big only meant she wouldn’t grow out of it anytime soon.


			Clem had spent her $5 on a small glass turtle. “It’s not a very turtle-y turtle,” she said. “Don’t be such a turtle!” she told it.


			A lot of what Clem said didn’t make sense, but it was funny anyway or maybe it was just funny because it didn’t make sense. They had both laughed so hard that they had to sit down, right there on the pavement, the crowd parting around them. Clem clutched the non-turtle-y turtle, tears running down their cheeks, while Jorge looked dreamily off into the distance, not quite paying attention to what was so funny. Jorge was like that. There, but not always entirely there.


			“He has a rich inner life,” Clem said, which made kit picture a whole miniature world existing inside Jorge. “But his outer life needs work.”


			Then she laughed.


			Clem was someone who was almost always laughing, at least back then. At first, kit had been friends with Jorge because she was friends with Jackson and Jackson was friends with Jorge. It had been the three of them. Clem had bugged her, with her always-laughing thing. But after not very long, kit started to find the same things funny that Clem did, and soon kit and Clem were the closest friends. Their friendship grew to be the biggest and the best. So even when Jackson and Jorge were busy—Jackson with his sports and Jorge with his “rich inner life”—Clem and kit were either together or talking on the phone.


			Clem was the most important person in kit’s life, other than her mom.


			And Clem got it. She understood what kit’s mom was like. She knew what kit’s life was like and that kit had to look out for her mom because her mom had issues.


			Kit’s mom’s main issue was that she was afraid. She was scared of cancer and bad guys and fire. She was terrified of traffic and heights and crowds. She was afraid of spiders and germs and blood. The list was pretty long and always growing.


			“K.i.t., keep it together,” kit would say, and her mom would put on her brave smile and hold up her wrist so that kit could see she was trying.


			Sometimes, kit and her mom would go in the bathroom and perform magic over the tub or sink so the oils and “potions” didn’t spill anywhere that couldn’t be easily cleaned up. They had a whole glass shelf of bottles and jars, labeled with things like bravery and truth or rosemary and sage.


			Kit’s mom owned a hair salon. She was a hairdresser, not a witch, but kit thought her only employee (and her best friend), Samara, might be both. If you didn’t know Samara, you’d think she was just a nice, funny person—she loved riddles—but once you got to know her, you’d find out that she also believed in magic the same way kit did. She believed in spells, believed they could give them courage or love or money or luck, believed in the possibility that herbs and oils and words could really and truly fix any problem.


			Mostly it seemed to be luck that kit’s mom was conjuring, but kit thought she should specify whether she wanted good luck or bad. Everything was either one or the other, if you thought about it.


			And anyway, details mattered.


			“You’re as small as a detail and the details tell the story. You are the best story of all,” kit’s mom liked to say.


			“I’m not a story!” kit used to always say back, but now that everything had happened, she wasn’t sure this was true anymore.


			After all, everybody has a story, even if the story doesn’t feel like a story when you are the one who is living it.


			It’s only afterward, in the telling, that it becomes the thing it was meant to be all along.
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			kit


			Kit watched Clem and Jorge’s episode of The Most Talented Family in America alone. Everyone in the Garcia family was an acrobat. They were amazing.


			She couldn’t watch it in person because it was being filmed in Los Angeles and they lived in Kensington, which was in Brooklyn, which was part of New York City, the greatest city in the world. It was very far away from California.


			Kit was more nervous that day than she had ever been in her life. She was probably more nervous than both Clem and Jorge. It was as if she had to be extra nervous so they wouldn’t be.


			Sometimes she imagined the three of them were connected by lines in the air, like the invisible lines between stars that make constellations. The three of them made a triangular constellation. A constellation of friends.


			There used to be four stars in their constellation. Back then, they were a differently shaped constellation, more of a trapezoid.


			Jackson Spencer was the fourth star.


			But after Jackson did what he did, he was not their fourth friend anymore. He was still—sort of—buddies with Jorge but kit would have nothing to do with him, and so neither would Clem, even though kit never said what he’d done. That’s just how it worked with them.


			Kit did not miss Jackson very much. At least, that’s what she told herself. She saw him every day at school and every day he seemed to change more, to get meaner, which made her miss him even less. She only missed him a tiny bit right when she sat down to watch TMTFIA because Jackson lived across the street. It would have been nice to be able to call him and say, “Come over! We can watch Clem and Jorge on The Most Talented Family in America together!” He could have walked across the street and flopped down on the floor in front of the couch and stuck his stinky feet up on the coffee table while she waved her hand in front of her nose and pretended it was too gross for words. Then she wouldn’t have to watch alone, her heart beating like it was a fist, punching her from the inside.


			Kit even went so far as to pick up the phone. Then she put it back down. “No way,” she said.


			She picked up the remote control. The sun was shining in and she put her legs in the sunshine-y spot, which was warm and bright.


			She couldn’t stop thinking about the thing that Jorge had said before the Garcias had left, which was, “Don’t tell Clem, but I sort of have a bad feeling about this, like something terrible is going to happen.”


			Kit had told him he was wrong, that it was going to be great, that they would probably even win. “You’ll be famous,” she had told him. “And Marina will for sure probably fall in love with you.”


			Jorge had had a crush on Marina since kindergarten. Marina was not in their constellation of friends. Clem couldn’t stand Marina because Marina loved mermaids and Clem thought the mermaid thing was bananas. “Bananas” was a word Clem used a lot.


			Kit was on the fence about Marina. She admired people who went all in, but Marina was pretty over the top. She always wore mermaid colors. She had aqua­marine streaks in her hair. She wore a shell necklace with a mermaid pendant. She’d even once gotten detention for drawing a mermaid with a Sharpie on the princi­pal’s scooter helmet. Drawing was what connected her to Jorge even though Jorge didn’t draw mermaids.


			He drew dogs.


			“Ha ha,” Jorge had said. “Famous. That’s funny.” Then, “That can’t happen, can it?”


			Kit had laughed. “Duh! Of course, it could happen. It will happen.”


			“I’m just sort of nervous, I guess.”


			“I’m not nervous,” Clem had said, overhearing the last part. “Why would I be? We’ve done this a million billion kajillion times.” She yawned, showing all her teeth. She didn’t have any cavities, which was something she was really proud about. Kit had a lot. “Bad tooth enamel,” her mom always said. “You must have got it from your dad.”


			The thing was, kit didn’t have a dad. Until recently, her mom had always said her father was the Night Sky. When she was little, she used to write letters and cards to him, addressed to “Dad, the Night Sky, the Universe, XOXOX.” Then she and her mom would take them  outside and they would let the wind carry them where they needed to go. When they blew away, they looked like a tiny flock of miniature white birds.


			“We’ve never done it on TV. It’s different from practicing,” Jorge said.


			“Is not,” said Clem.


			Kit had made a face that meant, “I get it! It is different!” and “You’ll be fine!” Then she’d handed Jorge the vial of good luck serum that Samara had made. It smelled like luck should smell: vanilla and maple syrup and roses.


			“Am I supposed to drink it?”


			“No!” Kit had no idea what else was in it, but what if it was poisonous? She didn’t want to kill Jorge. “I think just having it in your pocket is enough.”


			“Thanks,” he said.


			Clem rolled her eyes.


			Then Clem and Jorge’s parents had hustled them into the big black car that was taking them to the airport. They waved through the open window and shouted “Goodbye!” and kit had yelled, “BREAK A LEG!” which meant “good luck” in show business, her mom had told her, and then they were gone.


			Kit got up off the couch and went to the kitchen. Every­thing she did sounded too loud and echoey because she was the only one home. She made a huge bowl of popcorn and sprinkled it with the perfect amount of hot sauce and then added cheese-flavored salt. It was her specialty. Then she took it back to the couch, with a glass of water. She gulped the icy water between salty, spicy handfuls of popcorn, the ice cubes bumping satisfyingly against her teeth. Being nervous made her hungry. And thirsty.


			When the familiar opening sequence of the show began, a fly buzzed near kit’s ear and she found she couldn’t swat at it. She couldn’t move. I am paralyzed with fear, she thought.


			“Duh,” she scolded herself in Clem’s voice. “Don’t be so dramatic. It will be fine.”


			Kit shoved more popcorn into her mouth and made herself watch.


			Finally, Mr. G. appeared on the screen. He picked up the microphone just as kit crunched down too hard on a popcorn kernel. Her tongue poked the sharp spot where the kernel stuck to her tooth.


			Mr. G. looked very small on the screen, which was strange because he was normally a big, smiley, blustery, yellow umbrella of a person—a person who flung his arms around people and shouted about everything enthusiastically. He was definitely not a trembler, yet the microphone was shaking in his hand. Kit tried not to notice, because if she noticed then that meant other people might also notice and she didn’t want other people to get the wrong impression of Mr. G.


			“So what brings you here?” said the judge, the one with the huge beard who always looked bored. “What makes your family special?”


			Kit thought that was kind of a dumb question. The Garcias were special because they were amazing. They were gorgeous and nice and smart and funny and they were acrobats. For as long as she could remember, kit had been the audience to everything the Garcias did and she couldn’t imagine that the rest of the world wouldn’t feel the same way as she did, which was amazed.


			“My family?” Mr. G. looked down at the stage for so long that kit’s breathing started to feel funny: staticky and wrong-ish. “Our kids are as bendy as rubber chickens!” He bent his hands and wrists backward, warming up to the crowd. “They’re like octopuses, you know how they get out through little holes in fish boats? Like that! My kids fit through the heads of tennis rackets. Without the strings though!” The crowd laughed and applauded. Mr. G.’s voice got louder. “My wife and I met at an audition. It was love at first sight. My wife is Canadian!” He bellowed the “Canadian” so loudly and proudly, it sounded like he was selling the audience the country itself. Someone whooped. “We didn’t get jobs, but we did find each other and the rest, as they say, is history! We’ve been performing together since the kids were babies! And we’re so happy to be here on the greatest show on TV!”


			He finished with a huge flourish and bowed so deeply that the top of his hair brushed the stage.


			The popcorn kernel dislodged just then, and kit started choking. She paused the show while she coughed and gasped. She couldn’t catch her breath but her body kept trying. She coughed and coughed. Then the room went funny and gray and the screen started to blur, like she’d taken off her glasses, which she hadn’t.


			But just when she thought she might have to run downstairs to get her mom, it seemed like her throat opened back up and she could breathe again. If she had died, it would sort of have been Jackson’s fault for not being there, for her not wanting him to be there. She added it to the list of reasons why she couldn’t ever forgive him. Then she cleared her throat a few times and un-paused the show. She had only missed a little bit of the talking.


			“What an incredible story,” the judge with the strong Southern accent was saying. She was wearing what looked like a bikini top under a jacket that seemed to be made from a clear plastic shower curtain. “Really heartwarming.”


			Was it that heartwarming? Kit wondered. Really? The octopus part or the falling in love part or the not getting the job part or just that Mrs. G. was Canadian?


			By then, Mr. G. had positioned himself in the middle of the stage. The lights went down. The spotlight highlighted the sweat gleaming all over his face.


			“You’ve done it a million kajillion times,” kit said, repeating Clem’s words. Her voice was raspy from all the coughing.


			From downstairs, she heard a peal of loud laughter, which was her mom’s client, Leandra, who was an almost-famous actor. She had been on three episodes of a Netflix show about aliens. Kit was glad Leandra had a loud laugh. The laugh made her feel less alone than she was.


			She was alone a lot.


			She was alone making the popcorn.


			She was alone sitting on the couch.


			She was alone watching Mr. G. talk to the judges.


			She was alone choking on the popcorn kernel.


			She was alone when Mrs. G. cartwheeled into sight and the music ramped up.


			She was alone when Jorge and Clem came tumbling into view.


			She was alone when the performance reached its dizzying climax.


			But the very worst thing was that she was alone at the startlingly abrupt ending to the Garcias’ performance— the terrible, unbelievable, horrifying split second when Jorge appeared to let go of Clem and she fell and fell and fell and landed with a loud crash that seemed to vibrate the entire TV and lay still on the stage before the screen abruptly went to the TMTFIA logo and then cut to ads.


			Kit hyperventilated. She knew she shouldn’t, but she couldn’t help it. (Kit knew all about hyperventilation, which was when you breathed too much. Her mom sometimes hyperventilated and then actually fainted but that was part of her whole issue, which all fell under the big umbrella categories of panic and anxiety, kit’s two least favorite words.) Kit wasn’t like her mom, at least she hoped not. But she was definitely panicking, that had to be what it was: a panic attack. If she had to describe it to someone, she might say it felt like something thick and terrible swirling in her heart where her blood was meant to be.


			The room started to spin and spin and kit tried to tell herself to stop breathing so fast but it was too late. She didn’t remember about putting her head between her knees to stop herself from fainting. The room was whirling around so much that kit found she was clinging on to the couch, like it might throw her off. She closed her eyes, but that made it worse, so she opened them, but then she was flying off the couch. “Help,” she tried to say as she fell. She landed on the floor, on her hands and knees.


			But her hands weren’t her hands at all.


			They were something else.


			They were very small and very gray and very wrinkly, as though she had shrunk but her skin had not.


			“This is not happening,” kit told herself, but it also was happening. It didn’t make sense. 


			Nothing made sense. 


			She felt very small. Her heart was beating so fast that it made her think of the sound when she had dropped a whole bag of dried beans at the top of the stairs and they all hammered down, all the way to the salon door at the bottom.


			She tried to scream, but nothing came out of her mouth.


			What was happening?


			She had to get her mom. Her mom might know what to do. Or Samara. Samara definitely would. She could cast a spell on whatever this was that was happening and unhappen it, almost for sure.


			Beside the front door, there was a big mirror. The mirror went to the floor because her mom liked to make sure her entire outfit, head to toe, was perfect before she went downstairs to the salon. She said she couldn’t make other people feel beautiful unless she felt beautiful, too, which was funny to kit because her mom was always beautiful. She couldn’t look bad if she tried.


			But when kit managed to get herself over there and to look in the mirror, she wasn’t there.


			There was nothing there.
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			kit


			Kit couldn’t see anything in the mirror except the things that were always there: the reflection of the hall table behind her and the row of shoes and boots lined up underneath, as well as the potted plant with the big leaves that looked like elephant ears.


			Her vision was really blurry. Her glasses must have fallen off when she fell off the couch.


			She squeezed her eyes shut and made herself take a deep breath. She tried to understand what happened: She choked. Clem fell. Kit hyperventilated. She got dizzy. She must have fainted. This must be what fainting felt like.


			It was not what she expected it to be, that was for sure. No wonder Mom hates it, she thought. This sucks.


			Kit stepped closer to the mirror to try and figure out the problem. When she moved, something small at the bottom of the mirror also moved. She had thought it was a shoe. She stepped back, and it moved back, too.


			This was a problem.


			The moving thing was her.


			She was as small and gray and terrible as a very blurry but fairly obvious rodent.


			Kit tried screaming, but the sound that came out of her mouth was more of a squeak, like when you try to scream during a nightmare, which must be what this was.


			It was definitely a very bad dream.


			Kit tried to pinch herself but her arms were too short, like a T-rex’s arms, and she was having a hard time seeing them. In real life, she could at least see her own arms when her glasses were off. But not now. The front hall table, where her mom kept her keys and an umbrella and an emergency twenty-dollar bill in a mason jar, towered over her. 


			I have got to wake up, she thought. Now.


			She moved so close to the mirror that her nose, or the nose of the thing she was, bumped into it, but she still couldn’t see herself clearly, which was annoying. She gently nudged the glass and her teeth tapped against it. Her teeth seemed really huge and particularly terrible. She shivered.


			“Wake up!” she tried to say to herself, but her voice wasn’t working.


			She had to wake up, she remembered, because Clem fell and that was the most important thing right now, not this scary dream that felt like it was trapping her inside of itself.


			Samara had told her once that if she was having a bad dream, to try to look at her hand. If she could see her hand, she could get the dream back on track. It was called lucid dreaming.


			Just do it, she commanded herself. Look at your hand. She squinted. Her hand looked like a squashed gray leaf, with very wrinkly skin on it. It was the strangest hand she’d ever seen.


			Kit brought it closer to her face and really, really concentrated as hard as she could, holding her breath.


			She had to wake up. For Clem.


			And then, slowly and fuzzily and dreamily, her hand became her hand again and swam into focus. Her regular hand—a smooth, normal hand—on which she’d written with a Sharpie “math p. 201, 1–14” on Thursday, to remind her to do her homework, but then it hadn’t washed off all the way yet, even three days later.


			She was lying on the hall floor, shivering.


			She was really cold. She felt like she was going to die, that’s how cold.


			Kit opened her mouth and screamed with all the pent-up sound that hadn’t been able to come out before. She screamed all the way back to the couch. She screamed for so long and so loudly that her mom came running up the stairs and burst into the room, white-faced and crazy-eyed. She was brandishing her haircutting scissors like a knife.


			“Where is he?” she yelled.


			“Who?” Kit wrapped the big, fuzzy blanket around her. She rubbed her scalp, which was as smooth and round and bald as it ever was. That was something that she did, like a nervous tic, when she was upset.


			She opened her mouth to tell her mom what happened, but then she closed it again. She didn’t want  her mom to worry. That was sort of her job, stopping her  mom’s anxiety and panic from showing up. Besides,  her mom had already disappeared around the corner. She was looking for something.


			Or someone.


			“COME OUT!” kit’s mom yelled.


			The TV was showing an ad for toilet paper. A bear strolled into an outhouse, whistling. “Something terrible happened to Clem, Mom,” kit said, but her words were all tangled up in her mouth and what came out was probably gibberish.


			“Calm down right now!” her mom said, coming back into the living room. “That isn’t helping!” She looked behind the couch.


			“Mom?” said kit. “What are you doing? Why aren’t you listening?”


			“I’m listening!” Her mom was looking in the big closet at the end of the hall where they stored their winter clothes and the Christmas tree. “I’m also looking . . . ”


			“It’s Clem, Mom. There’s no one here. Clem fell! On the show!”


			Her mom didn’t answer. Kit could hear the vacuum cleaner closet door being opened and shut—it was very squeaky—and then the shower curtain being flung aside in the bathroom. The TV had already begun showing the next act, as though Clem hadn’t just crashed to the stage. Kit wondered how long she’d been out of it. It seemed like she hadn’t missed anything, but maybe she had. The camera zoomed in on a chicken sitting on a kid’s head. Kit hit pause on the remote. She wanted to get up and go get her mom but her legs felt too wobbly. “MOM!”


			Finally, her mom came back into the room. “There’s no one here.” She dropped the scissors on the table with a clatter and then she started crying.


			“I know there isn’t,” said kit. “Why would there be?” Kit was sort of used to her mom’s panic attacks, but sometimes they were a lot to take in. “Don’t cry.”


			Her mom took a deep, long, slow, shaky breath. That was how she calmed herself down. There had been a man wearing a Batman mask in their neighborhood breaking into apartments, kit’s mom then explained. Leandra had just told her. Well, one apartment, she amended. “But still,” she said. “He wasn’t caught.”


			When kit didn’t really react, she added, “He almost scared the woman who lived there to death. She came home! She caught him in the act! She said she couldn’t even scream, she was paralyzed by fear. He could have killed her. He stole her purse and a kitchen clock. What if he’d murdered her?”


			The back of kit’s neck had prickled. “Paralyzed by fear,” she repeated. It was something she didn’t say or hear very often, yet here it was again. “We don’t have a kitchen clock and anyway, I’m not a woman.”


			Kit knew these things were beside the point, but it seemed important to say them.


			“You’re a girl,” said her mom. “You’re a pre-woman.”


			“Well, I don’t look like one.”


			“You look like a girl,” said her mom. “You are a girl.”


			Kit’s mouth tried to form the words to tell her mom the actual problem, the something terrible that happened to Clem on TV, but it no longer felt real.


			Maybe, she thought, it didn’t happen. 


			Maybe nothing happened. Maybe Clem and Jorge hadn’t even begun yet. Maybe when she choked on the popcorn, she passed out and both things were part of the same bad dream. She brightened up.


			“I do not look like a girl.” Having this conversation was normal. They had it a lot, every time someone mistook her for a boy. She was fine with their mistake. After all, she knew what she looked like. Her face was mostly hidden by her thick tinted glasses that made her eyes look huge. And she had no hair.


			The thing was, she liked being bald. She liked the silky feel of the air against her skin. Besides, she’d seen hair under a microscope and she was glad to not have that be a part of her. But mostly she loved what it was called: alopecia universalis.


			A galaxy, she thought. The universe.


			It made sense to her especially when she believed her father was the Night Sky. She must have got it from him, like how Clem had got good teeth from her dad, and Jackson had got athleticism and detective skills from his.


			The only bad thing about having alopecia universalis was that people assumed that she had cancer. When that happened, kit felt like she’d run right up to a kid who did have cancer and ripped something literally right out of his hands. But she didn’t wear wigs. They were uncomfortable and felt like floppy lies, slipping around on her scalp. Besides, wigs seemed to kit to have to do with making other people feel better and it wasn’t her job to do that.


			“You do so look like a girl,” said kit’s mother, sounding irritated, like always. “You’re beautiful. Look at your face!”


			“Errrrrhmm,” kit said, by way of not answering. She pointed at the screen. “Clem,” she said. “She fell.” She let out one huge sob that she hadn’t known was there. It surprised both of them.


			Her mom looked startled. Kit almost never cried. “What?” she said.


			“What is wrong with you?” kit whispered to herself.


			“What is wrong with me?” Kit’s mom leaned on the wall as though she would collapse if it weren’t there. “I shouldn’t have told you about that man! I’m a terrible mother. What kind of mother tells a ten-year-old something like that?”


			Kit shrugged. “I’m eleven.” It was too late, anyway. The Batman-masked man was real to her now. He may as well have been sitting on the couch next to her, someone’s kitchen clock—what was a kitchen clock, anyway?—perched on his lap.


			“Kit,” her mom said, but then she got choked up before she could finish the sentence.


			“Mom, stop. It’s Clem. This is about Clem.”


			Kit rewound and then pressed play, the sound turned down so low she could hear both of their breathing.


			There was Mr. G. doing a backflip away from the microphone after he finished speaking. There was Mrs. G. twirling twirling twirling and then leaping into his arms and suddenly upside down on his shoulders in the splits.


			Then there they were: Clem and Jorge.


			They were both smiling so widely that you could see their braces and even the teeth at the very back of their mouths. And their visible skin was covered with glitter that made it shimmer like the shell of the iridescent beetles that showed up in the summer.


			They cartwheeled and jumped and flipped and bounced like the stage was made of rubber, which it was not. They climbed their parents as though their parents were a tree, one on each side, then one on each of their mom’s legs, and then their mom scissored her legs somehow and they were higher still, Clem on top of Jorge, who was on top of their mom, who was on top of their dad, hands to feet, like a human ladder that reached up and up and up.
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