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billions of stories










REAL LIFE SEEMED JUST OUT OF PK’s reach. Whenever she thought she finally understood it, everything changed and she had to start figuring it out all over again.




For instance, during the summer that PK was waiting to turn nine, both her sisters suddenly started growing up and acting different. PK, as far as she could tell, stayed exactly her same old self—and wished everyone else would, too. Instead there were hormones and weird pancakes and the riddle of the universe. Then Mama decided that the family should move. The idea of leaving their small, cozy apartment, with its built-in secret, was almost more than PK could bear.




Back when life was still more or less normal, Mama went to work every night after dinner. She was a waitress at a fancy restaurant called The Fancy Restaurant. PK and her sisters stayed home and did their jobs. Megan was the oldest; she washed the dishes. Next came PK, whose jobs were to answer all of Rabbit’s questions and give her a bath. Rabbit’s job was to get clean.






PK took her jobs seriously, which meant she spent almost her whole life doing them. It took a lot of time and energy to make up answers to all of Rabbit’s questions. But PK felt that an interesting made-up answer (if she didn’t know the actual answer) was much better than no answer at all.




Plus, it took hours to give Rabbit her bath.




PK always filled the tub exactly to the level of the rust stain and added bubble bath while the water was running. The pink powder burst into bubbles, like magic.




Every night, Rabbit sat in the warm water and said, “PK, tell me a story.”




PK sat on the lid of the toilet. She put her arms around her knees. She curled her toes up. She thought hard.






“Give me time,” PK said, concentrating.




“Okay,” said Rabbit. She carefully held one corner of her washrag out of the soapy water. She sucked on that corner.




The stories came from the built-in laundry hamper across from the toilet. Billions of stories were in there.




Every night, PK found a different one.




“Princess Rabba was the youngest of three sisters,” PK began.




“Wait,” said Rabbit. “Megan isn’t here yet. She has to be here before you start the story.”




Until recently, Megan had always hoisted herself up on the sink and stared at herself in the medicine cabinet mirror during PK’s hamper stories.




PK said, “She finished the dishes. If she wanted to be here, she would be here. Maybe Megan has gotten too grown-up for hamper stories.”




“I will never be too grown-up for them,” said Rabbit. “Okay. Go ahead.”




PK continued, “No one thinks Princess Rabba can do anything because she is so small. But Princess Rabba has many amazing adventures. One day she discovered the terrible secret of why there is a pouf of dust when a peanut shell is cracked open…. “




As PK told the story, Rabbit’s eyes glazed over. She forgot to suck her washrag. She forgot she was taking a bath. She just sat still in the water and listened.




At the end of the story, Rabbit asked, “PK, did you make that up?”






“No, Rabbit,” said PK. “I found it in the laundry hamper, like the other stories.”




Rabbit frowned. “Today I looked in the laundry hamper,” she said. “I took out all the dirty clothes and looked in all the corners. But I couldn’t find any stories. Then I even sat on the toilet lid just like you do. I put my feet on the edge and curled my toes up. I made my brain wait a long time. I still couldn’t find any stories.”




“Well, those stories are in there, all right,” said PK. “Did you smell anything?”




“Yes,” said Rabbit. “I did.”




“It was stories you smelled. They rub off people’s skin. Those stories rub off onto sheets and shirts and jeans. So stories smell like people. And that’s the proof that they are in the hamper.” PK shrugged and fluttered her bangs by blowing air up under them. “It is not something I can show you how, Rabbit. It is just a kind of magic in that hamper.”




But deep inside, PK worried that the hamper magic would someday disappear, just like the bubbles in Rabbit’s bath.
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