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Critical acclaim for Habibi

“Readers will be engaged by the character, the romance, the foreshadowed danger. Poetically imaged and leavened with humor, the story renders layered and complex history understandable through character and incident. Habibi succeeds in making the hope for peace compelling, personal and concrete.”

—School Library Journal

“[B]reaks new ground in YA fiction.”

—Hazel Rochman, Booklist

“This is the work of a poet, not a polemicist. The very title, an Arabic form of endearment that has been adopted into everyday Hebrew, bespeaks a vision of a gentler world in which kisses are more common than gunshots.”

—Houston Chronicle

“Nye’s prose keeps both feet on the ground, barefoot, while her eyes are fixed on the angels.”

—Aramco World

    ALA Best Book for Young Adults

    ALA Notable Children’s Book

    Jane Addams Book Award

    New York Public Library Book for the Teen Age

    American Bookseller “Pick of the Lists”

    Judy Lopez Memorial Award for Children’s Literature

Texas Institute of Letters Best Book for Young Readers

    

Maybe the hardest thing about moving overseas was being in a place where no one but your own family had any memory of you. It was like putting yourself back together with little pieces.

At home in St. Louis even the man at the grocery store remembered the day a very young Liyana poked a ripe peach too hard and her finger went inside it. She shrieked and the neighborhood ladies buying vegetables laughed. Forever after when she came into his store the grocer would say “Be careful with my plums! Don’t get too close to my melons!”

It was a little thing, of course, but it helped her to be somebody.

In Jerusalem she was just a blur going by on the streets. The half-American with Arab eyes in the blue Armenian school uniform.

Who?


    For my father, Aziz and my mother, Miriam who have loved us so well

For Adlai, my brother

    For Grace and Hillary Nye

    For my Armenian friends in the Old City of Jerusalem

    And for all the Arabs and Jews who would rather be cousins than enemies

    For you



    Thanks to Kevin Henkes and Andrea Carlisle for their friendship and advice, to Madison Nye for his technological expertise, to Anton Shammas for his inspiration, to Madhatters Tea, San Antonio, to Sarah Thomson and Susan Rich, and especially to my editor, Virginia Duncan, who knows both when to drink Vietnamese iced coffee and when to crack the whip.

    

    I forget how this street looked 

    a month ago, but I can remember it,

    say, from the Time of the Crusades.

    (Pardon me, you dropped this. Is it yours?

    This stone? Not that one, that one fell

    nine hundred years ago.)

    From “Damascus Gate,” by Yehuda Amichai

    

    Where do you take me, my love, away from my parents

    from my trees, from my little bed, and from my boredom,

    from my mirrors, from my moon, from the closet of my life … from my shyness?

From “Homing Pigeons” by Mahmoud Darwish



Is a Jew a Palestinian? Is a Palestinian a Jew? Where does one begin to answer such a question? I will say this: we are cut from the same rock, breathe the scent of the same lemons & olives, anchor our troubles with the same stones, carefully placed. We are challah & hummus, eaten together to make a meal.

    Anndee Hochman



KISS


The secret kiss grew larger and larger.

Liyana Abboud had just tasted her first kiss when her parents announced they were leaving the country. They were having a “family meeting” at the Country Time Diner in St. Louis, the place Liyana and her brother Rafik felt embarrassed in because their father usually returned his dinner for not being hot enough.

Of course no one knew about the kiss, which Liyana was carrying in a secret pouch right under her skin.

Dr. Kamal Abboud, whom they called Poppy, jumped right in. “What do you think about moving to Jerusalem and starting new lives?” His face cracked into its most contagious smile. He was handsome and lean, with rumpled black hair and dark eyes. Liyana’s best friend, Claire, always said he looked more like a movie star than any of the other dads.

Liyana’s mother, Susan, filled in the gaps, as usual. She had long brown hair, which she usually wore pulled back in a straight ponytail, hazel eyes, and a calm way of talking. “Our family has reached a crossroads. You”—she opened her hand toward Liyana—“are going into high school next year. You”—she pointed at Rafik—“are going into middle school. Once you get into your new schools, you will feel less like moving across the ocean. This is the best time we can think of to make the big change.”

The kiss started burning a hole up through Liyana’s smooth left cheek where it had begun. The blaze spread over to her lips where the kiss had ended. She could imagine her lips igniting over the menu.

“Wow!” Rafik said. He combed both his hands backward through his curly black hair, the way he always did when he was excited.

“Liyana, what are you looking at?” Poppy asked.

She hadn’t smiled back yet. Her eyes were fixed on the floral wreath hanging over the cash register and her mouth tried to shape the words, “Maybe it’s a bad idea,” but nothing came out. She felt the same way she did after the car accident on an icy road last winter, when she’d noticed the Magic Marker stain on the seat instead of the blood coming out of her elbow. Stunned into observation.

Leave the country?

Of course it was a rumor Liyana had been hearing all her life. Someday her family would leave the United States, the country her mother and she and her brother had been born in, and move overseas to the mixed-up country her father had been born in. It was only fair. He wanted to show it to them. He wanted them to know both sides of their history and become the fully rounded human beings they were destined to be.

“You know,” Poppy said, “I never planned to be an immigrant forever. I never thought I’d become a citizen. I planned to return home after medical school. I didn’t know”—and here Rafik picked up the familiar refrain with him, like the chorus to “America the Beautiful”—“I’d fall in love and stay for so many years.” Rafik covered his heart with his hand and closed his eyes. Poppy laughed.

Poppy wanted Liyana and Rafik to know Sitti, their grandmother. He would transfer to AlMakassad Hospital in Jerusalem—he’d been in touch with them by mail and fax. Liyana and Rafik would have doubled lives. When Liyana was younger, she used to think this sounded like fun. That was long before last night’s kiss.



The biggest surprise about the kiss was it didn’t come from Phillip, the person on Liyana’s right at the movie theater, who might have kissed her because they’d been good friends for years and she had a crush on him, but from Jackson, on her left.

Jackson was in her social studies class. Liyana liked the way he smelled—like Poppy’s old bottle of English Leather. They’d traded notes about Mali and Ethiopia, and she complimented him on his enormous vocabulary. Sometimes they stood together in the lunch line, discussing the dazzling enchiladas, and they ate together, but not every day.

Jackson had leaned over to ask what the actress in the movie had just said and the next thing Liyana knew, his lips were nuzzling her cheek. They moved to her mouth and held there for a moment, pressing lightly.

Liyana had no idea what happened at the end of the movie. It was a swirling blue blur, like an underwater scene. Afterward, her friends crowded toward the exit doors, laughing. Jackson tripped over someone’s empty popcorn tub on the floor. Liyana liked that he picked it up and threw it away. It said something about him. But they didn’t talk much at Claire’s pizza party, and all they said when Poppy picked Liyana up later was, “See you at school,” as if nothing had happened.

Still, there was something different between them now. A little glimmer. His lips were so warm. Liyana had never imagined lips being warm.



And now she was leaving the country. The waitress refilled Poppy’s tea.

“What will we do with our things?” mumbled Liyana. The piano; the blue bicycles; the boxes of tangle-haired dolls Liyana hadn’t played with in years, though she refused to give them away; the mountains of books; the blackboard on an easel where she and Rafik left each other notes. It stood in the hallway between their rooms.

Did you take my red marker? Big trouble, buddy!

Red marker seized by Klingon intruders!

Who would they be if they had to start all over again? Liyana started thinking of the word “immigrant” in a different way at that moment and her skin prickled. Now she would be the immigrant.

Poppy curled his finger at the waitress. “Honey,” he said to her. “My potato is positively icy inside.”



JET SET


    Some days were long sentences flowing into one another.

They flew to New York in steamy June, left their seventeen suitcases and Liyana’s violin stored at the airport, and spent one day lugging stuffed backpacks around to the Empire State Building and riding up to the inside of the Statue of Liberty’s head. Poppy was retracing his steps. He wanted them to see exactly what he had seen when he first came to the United States.

“When Miss Liberty appeared through the fog holding up her hand in the harbor, I felt she was an old girlfriend welcoming me. I’d seen so many pictures of her.”

“It’s not just a hand, Poppy, it’s a torch,” Rafik said. His mother flashed him a quieting look. She wanted Poppy to keep telling stories.

Poppy recalled, “When I saw a sign for hot dogs, I thought they were made of dog meat. It scared me. I thought the big shiny trash cans were mailboxes.”

Nineteen years after his first arrival, they ate giant pretzels from a cart on the street. The big grains of salt on the pretzel skin tasted delicious. They bumped into disoriented families on summer vacations. They ate double scoops of Rocky Road ice cream.

“After this, you’ll call ice cream booza,” Poppy said. “And it won’t have marshmallows, either. I don’t think they’ve crossed the ocean yet.”

“They’d get wet,” said Rafik. Liyana rolled her eyes.

Liyana felt exhilarated by the skyscrapers. Their glittering lines lifted her out of her worry. She wished she could ride every sleek elevator up and down, punching buttons, seeing who got on and off. Some days you remembered the world was full of wonderful people you hadn’t met yet. She bought seven postcards with different pictures—the Brooklyn Bridge, Washington Square, the fish market—imagining which one she might send to Jackson.

By the time they returned to the airport at sundown for their night flight overseas, a storm was swirling somewhere over the dark Atlantic. They heard rumors about it from passengers at the gate. Ominous booms of distant thunder made Liyana feel edgy inside. Yippity loosebugs, she thought. Their flight was running two hours late. Liyana kept her eyes on the other people waiting to fly. She wanted to see if they looked nervous.

But they only looked sleepy. A yawning lady with a flowered scarf tied under her chin lugged a food basket jammed with Jell-O boxes, paper napkins, and coffee filters. Didn’t they have those things in the Middle East? Another lady rolled up her husband’s raincoat and made her little children lie down on the floor with their heads on it. No one looked nervous at all.

When Rafik unzipped his backpack and pulled out a giant sack of Cornnuts, Liyana went to sit at the other side of the gate. She couldn’t stand to sit next to somebody crunching. She scribbled in her notebook. One Indian lady in a purple sari crying. The size of good-bye.



CLOVER CHAIN


    Some days I am brave, but other days I almost disappear.

Before the Abboud family left St. Louis, there were many times Liyana thought she would rather be anyone else on their block, someone who planned to stick around in the neighborhood doing dull things like going to Mannino’s grocery store and staring at watermelons and jars of peanut butter stacked up. She would rather not have to change her life.

She knew the bush with red berries that were probably poison. She knew which bus number to take downtown. Often the Abboud family drove around on slow Sunday evenings with their car windows wide open to “smell the air.” That’s what Poppy said people did in Jerusalem.

St. Louis air smelled of tar and doughnuts, old boards washed up out of the muddy river, red bricks, and licorice. Leafy greens of bushes and trees ran together outside their car. How could Liyana give all this up? She knew what grass smelled like, a rich brew of dirt and green roots, right after rain.

And her fingers knew exactly the best way to twist skinny green clover stems together to make a long chain to stretch across the street to stop cars. She would stand on one side and Rafik would stand on the other, holding his end for as long as he could pay attention.

Of course the cars could have driven right through the chain if they tried. Most drivers would laugh and motion for Liyana and Rafik to pull the chain back. But one day right after they started telling people they were moving overseas, a man in a red pickup truck slammed on his brakes, shook his fist from the window, and shouted that he’d tell the police and make them pay a fine.

“We are children!” Liyana called out. He glared at her then. They dropped the chain and he drove away.

“Could he really do that?” Rafik asked.

“Let’s go in,” Liyana said. “I don’t want to play.”



BLIP


    Being little was a skin that fit.

It had seemed to Liyana that Poppy was walking differently during the weeks before they left. His stride had a new lift in it. He made lots of overseas phone calls. Mrs. Abboud would watch him and raise ten fingers like a coach or a referee when she thought he should get off.

But he also kept falling into silent spells. At the dinner table he forgot to remove the blue denim baseball cap he wore for yard work. He wasn’t combing his hair as carefully as usual. When he read a newspaper story about demonstrations in Jerusalem, he rolled the newspaper into a tube and slapped it against his arm.

“What’s up?” Liyana asked him as he poured gasoline into the lawn mower for the last time. He jumped. “Are you worried we’re making a mistake?”

“No,” he said. “I was just thinking about … how I like doing this.”

She caught him staring at odd things—the hinge on the pantry cabinet, the medicine chest in the bathroom. When she asked what he was doing, he said, “Remembering.”

Liyana, too, had been trying to memorize at least one small detail about each house on their street. The blue cottage with the crooked chimney, the green two-story only half painted. Did the painters break their arms? Did they lose their enthusiasm for that color? The brick house with the pink vine wrapped around its forehead in the summers. Liyana might never see the cherry trees or tulip beds or gray pebbles or cracked sidewalks again.

When she was younger, before she went to middle school and her arms seemed to grow longer in the night, she knew the easy latitude and longitude of her world. Now she was moving away to a land she knew little of, except the skillet of olive oil with crumbles of garlic and pine nuts browning on the stove. Liyana’s mother stood over the skillet with the spatula poised, like a scientist. Poppy would pass through the house lifting his nose to the air, saying, “There it is, there’s my country.”

Well, where was hers? Was she on the verge of finding out? Sometimes Liyana felt she had passed her own country already and it was an age, not a place.

She wrote it down in her notebook.

An age, not a place.

What did it mean, exactly?



Liyana loved thinking of first lines for stories or poems or movies.

Since fourth grade, she’d kept a running list of them and liked to reread it to see if she could get the stories to go further in her head.

The secret kiss grew larger and larger.

No one had dialed her number for a dozen years.

If she had known her cousin’s secret, would she have teased her at dinner?

Sometimes she took her lists of lines to Mrs. Lindenwood, her old fourth-grade teacher who loved creative writing, and Mrs. Lindenwood would put stars by the ones she liked best. Or Liyana would read them to Poppy in the yard after they’d washed the dinner dishes, as he sat drinking a cup of Arabic coffee in his favorite green metal chair with the scalloped back. On one of their last evenings in St. Louis, Poppy said, “Tell me her cousin’s secret!”

Liyana hadn’t read him the one about the kiss.

“Sometimes you remind me of Sitti, my mother,” he told her.

“Why?” Liyana had a little picture of Sitti in her wallet, standing in a long dress in the archway entrance to her house.

“Making something out of nothing. It’s her favorite thing to do. She gets a whole story out of—a button. Or a rock.”

Liyana was quiet. She flicked at a mosquito, thinking how people considered other people. Did other people think she was strange? Sitti was eighty and Poppy said her mother had lived to be ninety-nine. What if it ran in the family?

Liyana and Poppy sat silently in the backyard while their gray cat, Sami, leaped down from the top of the wooden fence to bury his nose in the grass. Sami was going to live at their aunt’s house, but Rafik and Liyana worried she might forget to feed him. They had discussed giving him tranquilizers and stowing him away in a backpack.

Liyana asked Poppy, “Do you remember that Emily Dickinson poem I liked a lot in second grade that starts, ‘I’m nobody, who are you?’”

“Sort of. But I never thought you were nobody.”

“I’m even more nobody now than I was then.”

“Oh habibti, don’t say that! You’re everything you need to be!”

“Poppy, remember when you told us your twentieth birthday was the most important landmark day of your life? I do not think it will be a very good day in mine.”

“That’s okay. You’re only fourteen. You have a lot of time. And I only meant it was the landmark day of my life till then. I’ve had lots of better landmarks since. Like the days you and Rafik were born! And every day after! Twenty was just a little—blip—now that I look back on it.”

Liyana wrote down what he said. “A little blip—now that I look back on it.” She closed her notebook as Sami ran toward them with a lizard in his mouth.



ESTATE SALE


    Their family was half and half like a carton of rich milk.

Liyana and Rafik had tucked three apology notes into mailboxes in their neighborhood. Sorry to Mrs. Moore for borrowing her daisies more than once. Sorry to Lucy Hummer for calling her a witch after Rafik’s ball skipped into her yard and she kept it a week before pitching it back. Sorry to Frank for leaving a sign on the windshield of his antique station wagon without wheels that said HUNK OF JUNK.

Their mother was having problems with her own mother, Peachy Helen, Liyana and Rafik’s other grandmother, who lived by Forest Park in a high-rise apartment. Peachy wore flowery dresses and high spots of blush on her cheeks and she couldn’t stand it that they were leaving. She was addicted to their after-school phone calls. She was used to dropping in at a moment’s notice. She stayed with Liyana and Rafik when their parents went out of town. She and Liyana often ate lunch together on Saturdays at fancy ladies’ tearooms. They chose custard pies off the gleaming dessert cart.

After she heard they were moving, Peachy Helen kept crying. She even hung up on Liyana so she wouldn’t hear her cry. This cast a dim glow on Liyana’s mother, who suddenly had trouble finishing sentences and meals. She would leap up from the table, thinking of more things she needed to do.



Liyana and Rafik lettered poster-board signs for the Estate Sale while their mother gathered stacks of yellowed newspapers from the corners, throwing them into recycling bins. “I would hardly call this an estate,” she said dubiously. But the woman at the newspaper who copied down their ad had been adamant—a “Garage Sale” meant you carried things outside and an “Estate Sale” meant you sold the whole household from the inside out.

Harpsichord music blared from Liyana’s cassette player. Liyana said, “Estate Sale sounds disgraceful to me, as if we’re planning to display stained baby clothes and sticky ketchup bottles! I hate it!”

She worried, What if Jackson came? What if he saw the dumbo Pretty Princess game with half its jewels missing in the bargain bin? What if her girlfriends pawed through her threadbare socks, Nancy Drew mysteries, and frayed hair ribbons, casting them aside and choosing none?

Her mother arranged sale items on long folding tables they’d rented and urged Liyana and Rafik to get their suitcases organized, all at once. Liyana packed a pink diary with a key, the Scrabble game, and a troll with rhinestone eyes, collecting other childhood treasures—the Mexican china tea set, the stuffed monkeys—to leave boxed up in Peachy Helen’s already-stuffed closets and in a friend’s barn. She arranged a small box of odd treasures—stones, butterfly wings, a carved wooden toad—to give to Claire.

Liyana sorted through perfect spelling tests and crackly finger paintings from a box under her bed. She folded the red velvet embroidered dress that her faraway relatives had stitched for her long ago. It had arrived in the mail wrapped in heavy paper, with twine knotted around it. Now she was going to meet the fingers that knotted the thread. She polished her violin, placing it tenderly back in its case with the white cloth over its neck. She considered whether to take an extra cake of rosin along with new strings. There was so much to think about when you moved.

Rafik tried to throw his old report cards away, but their mother caught him. Who even cared about the minuses on his old conduct grades by Now? If the cards went into the barn boxes, mice might chew them up. The E’s and S’s could turn into dust.

Rafik agonized at length over his beloved Matchbox car collection. He lined fire trucks and emergency vehicles on one side of his bed and vans and trucks with movable doors on the other side. Poppy had said he could take ten or twenty. Rafik felt nauseated trying to decide which ones he’d have to abandon. Liyana, passing his room with another cardboard box in her arms, found him poking race cars into his socks.

“So let me pick for you,” she offered. He shook his head, knowing she had a strange preference for milk trucks and tractors. Liyana left him alone and pitched the box onto her bed.



Poppy poked his head through Liyana’s doorway. “You won’t need those shorts,” he said. “No one wears shorts over there.”

“That’s not true! I’ve seen pictures of Jerusalem and some people are definitely wearing shorts.”

“They’re tourists. Maybe they’re pilgrims. We’re going to be spending time in older places where shorts won’t be appropriate. Believe me, Arab women don’t wear shorts.” He walked away.

Lately Poppy kept bringing up Arab women and it made Liyana mad. “I’m not a woman or a full Arab, either one!” She slammed her bedroom door, knowing what would happen next. Poppy would enter, stand with hands on his hips, and say, “Would you like to tell me something?”

Liyana muttered, “I’m just a half-half, woman-girl, Arab-American, a mixed breed like those wild characters that ride up on ponies in the cowboy movies Rafik likes to watch. The half-breeds are always villains or rescuers, never anybody normal in between.”

She rolled six socks into balls and found some old birthday cards tucked beneath them. Then she had to read the cards.

Poppy knocked on her door.

Liyana opened it and threw her arms around him. “I’m sorry, dear Poppy. What if I don’t take my very short shorts? What if I only take the baggy checkered old-man shorts that come down to my knees?”

He shrugged, hugging her back. “Maybe you can wear them when we visit the Dead Sea.” That was the sea so full of salt, you could sit upright in it as if it were a chair.

Liyana gave her short shorts to Sandee Lane, her friend down the block who kept saying how great it was that they were going to live in “Jesus’s hometown.” Liyana didn’t think of it that way. She thought of it as her dad’s hometown.



“Where did all these people come from?” Rafik whispered during the Estate Sale.

He and Liyana sat behind a bush next to their house in the thinnest, softest grass watching customers travel up the sidewalk. They must have driven in from other neighborhoods. Thankfully, no one looked familiar.

One woman carried out their dented metal mixing bowl. A man pulled Poppy’s lovely green wheelbarrow behind him. Liyana covered her eyes. “Oh! I’ll miss that wheelbarrow.”

She thought of all the things she couldn’t pack, imagining the slim green locker she would have had at high school next year if she weren’t moving to the other side of the ocean. She thought of Lonnie and Kelly and Barbara, her friends, just starting to streak their lips with pale lipstick for special events. She and Claire didn’t, because they thought it was dumb. “Lucky you!” Claire had said. “You’ll miss the tryouts for youth symphony next season.”

“Lucky you!” Lonnie had said. “There are really cute guys in Jerusalem. I’ve seen them on CNN.”

“Lucky nothing.” Liyana had said private good-byes to the third step outside the school cafeteria where she ate when the weather was nice and the chute at the library where she’d poured her books since she was five and the fragrant pine needles on the trees between their house and the Ferraris’. Liyana and her friends used to make forts on the ground inside those branches.

Liyana and Rafik had never yet found out what animal lived in the hole by the back sidewalk. It wasn’t a mole—moles made big mounds in the middle of the yard. How could they leave when it still hadn’t come out?

Rafik poked her, whispering, “I am NOT BELIEVING this! Look at that! Someone just bought my Dracula Halloween costume, the ugliest costume on earth! I was sure it wouldn’t sell!”



That evening their house looked stripped. A few large pieces of furniture people would pick up the next day wore red tags with names and phone numbers on them. The piano was going to live with MERTON at 555-3232.

Their mother played Mozart the night before the piano left. Liyana noticed she wasn’t keeping her ponytail pulled back neatly in its silver clip as she usually did. Loose strands of hair cluttered the sides of her elegant face.

“Amazing,” she called out to Liyana in her bare room, “that Mozart could write this when he was six and I have trouble playing it when I’m forty.”

Liyana could play one line better than her mother could. She got up from bed to show her and was startled to see tears gleaming on Mom’s cheeks. She placed her hands alongside on the keyboard.

“Your hands are more like your father’s,” her mother always said.

Liyana’s hands and feet peeled in the springtime like Poppy’s did, an inherited genetic trait. She didn’t sweat, either.

“Why couldn’t you have kept the piano?” Liyana said. “You could have stored it somewhere. Couldn’t Peachy Helen have fit it into her apartment?”

There were only a few things Liyana’s mother was attached to.

“Clean slate,” Mom said, as if they were talking in code, and Liyana said, “Huh?”

“We are starting over.” Her mother’s voice was so thin and wavery, it scared her.

She was usually so upbeat about things. Liyana and Rafik teased her about being the general of the Optimist’s Army. Positive thoughts, ho! Forward march! Liyana thought her words turned up at the ends, like elf shoes. “Look for the Silver Lining” was her mother’s favorite song. She made Liyana and Rafik memorize it. Their mother wouldn’t even let them say things like “bad weather.” She wouldn’t look at a newspaper till afternoon because she didn’t want bad news setting the tone for the day. Peachy Helen, on the other hand, crouched over the newspaper on her kitchen table, moaning over kidnappings, hijackings, and hurricanes as if each one were personal. “I can’t stop thinking about Sarah’s mother,” Peachy said once.

“Who’s Sarah?”

“The girl who drowned in Colorado.”

This was some poor person Peachy and the Abbouds had never met.

Liyana’s mother placed her American hand over Liyana’s half-half one on the keyboard. “Go to bed. You’re going to need all the sleep you can get.”



On their last night in St. Louis, the neighborhood gave the Abboud family a going-away party in their front yard. The FOR SALE sign on the house had a red SOLD slapped across it. Liyana licked custard from a cream puff and stared at their familiar, rumpled neighbors in their summer clothes. They’d be around all summer and Liyana’s family would not. She eavesdropped on everybody—eavesdropping was her specialty. Talk about camp and favorite teachers and the opening of the neighborhood swimming pool made her feel wistful.

She tried to remember the exact sensation of Jackson’s kiss, but it was dissolving in her mind. She wished she had thought to invite him to this. But he might not have come, and that would have been worse. Claire dropped a small velvet ring box into Liyana’s hand at the last minute and ran home crying. A tightly folded note tucked under a silver friendship ring said, “I will never ever forget you.”



CIVILIZED


I vote for the cat sleeping in the sun.

When the weary passengers finally boarded the giant jet at Kennedy Airport and it lifted off the runway, her mother clutched Liyana’s wrist hard. “Oh my,” she whispered. She closed her eyes.
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