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To my mom, who read me stories,

and my dad, who made them up



one

AT NIGHT THE OCEAN IS SO LOUD AND SO CLOSE THAT I LIE awake, sure it’s going to beat against the house’s supports until we all crumble onto the rocks and break into pieces. Our house is creaky, gray, weather stained. It’s probably held a dozen desperate families who found their cure and left before we’d even heard about this island.

We are a groan away from a watery death, and we’ll all drown without even waking up, because we’re so used to sleeping through unrelenting noise.

Sometimes I draw. Usually I keep as still as I can. I worry any movement from me will push us over the edge. I don’t even want to blink.

I feel the crashing building up. I always do. I lie in bed with my eyes open and focus on a peak in my uneven ceiling and pretend I know how to meditate. You are not moving. You are not drowning. It’s just rain. It’s your imagination. Go to sleep.

That pounding noise is pavement under your feet, is sex, is your mother’s hands on your brother’s chest, is something that is not water.

It’s not working, not tonight. I sit up and grab my pad and pen to sketch myself, standing. Dry.

Sometimes the waves hit the shore so hard that I can’t even hear the screaming.

But usually I can. Tonight I can, and it hits me too hard for me to draw. I need to learn how to draw a scream.

I close my eyes and listen. I always do this; I listen like I am trying to desensitize myself, like if I just let the screams fill my ears long enough, I will get bored and I will forget and I will go to sleep.

It doesn’t work. I need to calm down.

It’s just the wind.

Not water. Not anyone. Go to sleep.

Some nights the screams are louder than others. Some nights they’re impossible to explain away, like my mom tries, as really just the wind passing through the cliffs. “Like in an old novel,” she says. “It’s romantic.” Her room doesn’t face the ocean.

Fiona, down on the south end of the island, says it’s the ghost, but Fiona’s bag-of-bats crazy and just because we’re figuring out some magic is real doesn’t mean I’m allowed to skip straight to ghost in an effort to make my life either more simple or more exciting. God, what the fuck do I even want?

I should figure it out and then wish for it and see what happens. Who the hell knows? Magic island, after all.

Magic fish, anyway. They heal.

That’s the real story, that’s the story everyone knows, but it’s hardly the only one that darts around.

There are creatures in the water no one’s ever seen except out of the corner of his eyes.

The big house is haunted.

Maybe we’re all haunted.

I only take the legends seriously at night. The house is rocking, and the stories are the only thing to keep me company.

Stories, me, and ocean, and however the hell many magic fish, while my family sleeps downstairs and my real life sleeps a thousand miles away.

At home I never would have believed this shit. I used to be a reasonable person. But now we’re living on this island that is so small and isolated that it really feels like it’s another world, with rules like none I learned growing up. We came here from middle America. We stepped into a fairy tale.

And my brother is better but isn’t well, so color me increasingly despondent, magic fish.

Out in the ocean the shrieks continue, as high and hollow as whistles. I get up and press my face against the window. My room is the highest part of our kneeling house.

The panes on my windows are thick and uneven. Probably the windows were made by hand. Even if it weren’t so dark, I’d still hardly be able to see. Everything’s distorted like I’m looking through glasses that don’t belong to me.

But I can just make out the waves, grabbing on to the shore with foamy fingers and sliding back into the surf. I squint long enough and make out white peaks in the dark water.

“Go to sleep,” I say.

I close my eyes and listen to the screams. I pretend it’s my brother, my little brother, who has cystic fibrosis and this fucked-up chest and can’t scream at all. Pretend this island has done the magic it was supposed to do, and he’s okay. And we can go home.
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It’s just that at home there’s so much green—trees and grass and Dad’s rosebushes—and the water isn’t ocean, it’s what comes from the garden hose and the sprinklers and the fire hydrant when me and my friends pry it open. It’s the sweat dripping down our faces. Home. We’d smoke cigarettes in the back of Abe’s van, still soaked from the hydrant, and brag about the stunts he’d pulled. I’d lie to them all and tell them stories about the time I was arrested or my dad was arrested or, hell, that my baby brother was arrested. Back when he was just a two-year-old with a bad cough, toddling down the steps to chase us.

Home, before we had any idea how shitty this could get. When lung transplants and miracle cures were for other people.

Before we were desperate enough to believe, before we were a family alone in a dark room with everything crashing.

You’ll cling to anything.

I fall asleep imagining I’m on a plane home. There isn’t even an airport here.



two

WE HAVEN’T EVEN LIVED HERE TWO MONTHS, AND WE ALREADY have our routine down pat. My father stands in the gray granite kitchen, chopping potatoes and onions for omelets. Mom is on the balcony facing the ocean, my brother on her lap, hitting junk out of his lungs and letting the sea air slap them both awake. Two fish boil in the pot on the stove. Both for Dylan.

I trip over Dylan’s rainbow xylophone on my way down the stairs. It’s the only color in the whole house.

Dylan’s talking a little; I can hear a bit of his voice drifting in through the open balcony doors. He must be having a good day.

“This thing’s a biohazard,” I say, giving the xylophone a nudge.

“I think it needs blood to be a biohazard.”

“Nuh-uh.”

“Trust me. I’m a doctor.”

“I can straighten up. I’m not being a good kid, don’t give me that proud face. I’m a useless shit and you know it.”

“I never forget.”

“It drives me insane. Fucking . . . stuff everywhere.” I load my arms up with toys and cardboard books and my sketch pads.

Dad says, “Someday he’ll learn to pick up his own stuff,” and he smiles a little.

His hair is still damp from his shower. It’s so humid here. We never dry. I try to shower as little as I can, because I hate being cold, and because there isn’t anyone here I need to look nice for, anyway.

There’s no one my age here, no one even close. There are two kids, around Dylan’s age, both as sick as he is, if not sicker, though they’ve all been here longer so they’re more hopped up on fish than the kid here, doing a little better. The next youngest person, after me, is thirty-two. She’s here with her mother, who has lymphoma. I feel more camaraderie with her, when I catch her eye at the marketplace, than I do with anyone else here, my family included. I can tell she’s here because she’s obligated.

I don’t think she’s ever going to leave.

In two years I’ll be in college. This will be the strange place I’ll ferry to on summer vacation.

These three will go from my whole world to a picture in my wallet. That’s how it’s supposed to be.

I can taste it, and it doesn’t taste like salt water.

Anyway, sometimes I wash my hair to look nice for my mom, which I guess is weird.

“How’d you sleep?” Dad asks.

“Recklessly,” I say, just to say something.

“That was some storm. Wind was howling like crazy.”

“Maybe a ghost,” I say, because I like the way his face contorts. The fact that my father will not even consider a ghost reminds me that not entirely everything has changed. We are not entirely crazy.

I steal a piece of potato. One piece, a rough cube, cold and grainy. It splinters against my tongue.

I tug my hood up over my head before I step out onto the balcony. The wind hits me, cold and heavy, and I taste it underneath my tongue. Below us, Mr. Towner is strolling with his bag, handing out copies of the newspaper he prints in his attic. It never says anything we didn’t already know.

Mom turns around and smiles when she hears me. Every morning she gives me this bright smile, like every morning she’s surprised I’m still here.

I kiss her cheek, then Dylan’s.

Dylan is twisting his shirt in his hands. His chest heaves up and down while he breathes. Each exhale wheezes out of his throat, like a miniature version of the screams that keep me awake. Even though his chest is tight, his breathing’s pretty clear, because Mom just finished smacking him clean. When we first moved here, there was this instant, amazing moment of “Dylan is so much better”—but since then it’s been slow. They warned us that would happen when we moved here. Get a cut on your arm and the fish will heal you right away, but my coughy little brother is still coughing.

“How’s it going, short stack?”

Mom says, “I think he sounds a little better today.”

Routine.

But he doesn’t sound very good, and I can tell by the glance she gives me that he had a rough night. He has been better since we moved here, but there are still times we really, really worry.

Back home sometimes I’d stay up listening to him cough. I can’t hear him anymore.

I give Dylan my fist to tap with his, and then he goes back to telling Mom, quietly, about the cartoon robot he saw on TV. I’ve never met a kid who cares as much about TV as Dyl.

I sit down next to Mom and zip up my hoodie. When I was a kid, I thought beaches were always warm. But it’s only September here and I already feel frozen all the time. Something about the cold makes me want to pace all the time, but it drives my whole family crazy, so I try my hardest to keep still when I’m here and go for walks whenever I can.

“I need a heavier coat,” I tell Mom.

She nods, immediately, and then more slowly as she keeps considering. “We’ll have to order one,” she says. There’s a little farm here for milk and eggs and meat, but most other stuff rolls in on the slowest boat in the world. Like we did. Twenty days puking on a rocking boat, the opposite of immigrants coming to a better land.

“Ms. Delaney invited us all over for dinner tonight,” she says.

“What about Dylan?”

Dylan looks up at me with those brown eyes. People usually estimate him as two and a half, which is almost exactly how old he was when we realized he was sick.

And the two and a half years of sheltering that came after mean that my goofy-ass little brother completely lacks social skills. My parents keep him cooped up because they’re afraid someone will cough on him, but I do it because not everyone is as receptive to endless talk about octopuses and body fluids as we are, you weird kid, come curl up and tell me and leave the normal people out of it.

“Dylan can come,” Mom says. “Maybe it will be easier to breathe, with the altitude.”

“I think it works the opposite of that.” I palm Dylan’s head, and he makes this big show of trying to squirm away.

“It’s only another hundred feet up, anyway,” Mom says. “And she promised to show us a new fish recipe.”

The rest of us usually only sample it, but Dylan eats nothing but fish—not just any fish, but fish, the kind people here mean when they say fish—technically Silver Enki Fish: fat glittery balls of scales that hide in the darkest water and under rocks in the marina. They’re rare here but nonexistent everywhere else in the world. The Delaneys are the ones who discovered the fish, I’m pretty sure. Way back, decades ago, one of them was sick. And then they never left the island.

It’s somehow still a fairly well-kept secret that the fish here keep people healthy, probably because it sounds so fucking fake. I had to lie to my friends about why we were going. I used the same lie people migrating here have used for generations—we think the sea air might help.

There’s a reason seventy percent of the island’s population is over sixty-five. This is a place for last resorts. The fish add years and years and years.

Being here is a good thing.

Dylan crawls off Mom’s lap and onto mine. I let him stay until Dad comes out with breakfast. Omelets for us. Boiled fish for Dylan.

I eat as quickly as I can.

“Going for a run,” I say.

Dad says, “Put some shoes on.”

I have some mental block about shoes. I don’t know. I’m always cold and I just won’t put shoes on unless I’m forced to. I have no explanation. But I’m not going to put shoes on.

I stand up and Mom says, “Rudy, can you stop off by the marketplace, pick me up a bottle of milk?”

“Sure.” I think she does that on purpose. Gives me goals. I like it.

I hop off our bottom step and make my way to the thick sand by the rocks, the damp stuff that takes a half second before it gives under my feet. The grains creep underneath my toenails. We are on the edge of the island and we have the longest walk of anyone to the marketplace, but we don’t complain. My mom, I think, has this secret fear that if we piss anyone off, they’ll stage an uprising and kill us, and no one will ever know. This island does feel like the perfect place for a murder.

I jog by one of my favorite places here—a long dock surrounded on either side by jetties of rocks. It’s impossible to see if you aren’t at a specific angle. My father fishes there sometimes, but he’s never caught anything. There are tricks to catching Enki fish that nobody knows.

I think that dock is where the real fishermen used to work, but now they have a camp not far from our house, in the opposite direction of the marketplace. We hear them grunting and cursing at the fish and their massive nets, when the water isn’t too loud.

The Delaneys’ mansion sits above all of this, at the top of its dune, all its doors and windows shut tight. That house could be hit by a tsunami and never budge. Ms. Delaney rarely comes to the marketplace. I’ve seen her once. She has this guy who does the shopping for her. I don’t think he’s sleeping with her. He looks too happy for that.

The marketplace is only open on Tuesday mornings, and it’s the highlight of everyone’s week. A lot of the houses are clustered around here, the ones that aren’t hideously cheap, like ours, or hideously expensive, like the Delaneys’.

The peddlers, who are just neighbors most of the week, but peddlers now, drive hard bargains as they hop from their stand to the others. The whole place sounds like the eggs and bacon frying at the farmer’s station, and my mouth is almost shaking from the smell, but I don’t have cash with me for anything but milk. I’m still not used to a world where credit cards are useless.

I nod at Ms. Klesko selling jars of jam and shake hands with Sam as he hands me a milk bottle. “How’s your brother?” he asks.

“He’s good. Eating well.”

“Always a pleasure,” he says.

Fiona the fortune-teller stops me with a hand on my arm as I start to go. She looks at me, the wrinkles around her eyes deepening as she searches my face. I don’t think Fiona touches anyone as much as she touches me. This should probably bother me more than it does. To be honest—and this sounds really stupid—I feel sometimes now like I’m actually starving for someone to touch me. God, it sounds even more stupid than I thought it would.

“The ghost is with you,” she says.

I kiss her cheek so she’ll let me go and then I head home, the bottle of milk cold and tempting in my hand. Halfway home, I give up and take a sip. Milk here is so heavy and thick. My mom used to tell me that milk was a food, not a drink. I never believed her before.

So I guess what I do is eat half the bottle. Mom is going to kill me.

To distract myself from the rest of the milk, I follow the path of the shoreline, looking for sand dollars. Today is too cold to even touch the water, but even when it isn’t, I rarely go in past my knees. I’m not a strong swimmer. I don’t think I’ve put my head under since we’ve moved.

Maybe I’ll drop off the milk and then run more, blow off my schoolwork, go past my house until I hit the marina. I’ll scale the cliffs. I’ll watch the grimy fishermen catch my brother’s meals.

And then I hear someone whistle.

I turn away from Ms. Delaney’s mansion and that’s when I see him, sitting on a rock with a piece of seaweed hanging out of his mouth.

He’s only about twenty feet from me. And before I notice anything else about him, I realize he’s about my age.

And then the rest of him hits me: webbed fingers, the scrawny torso patched with silver scales, and a twisted fish tail starting where his hips should be, curling into a dirty fin. A fish. A boy. The ugliest thing I have ever seen.

Can’t be real.

I take a few steps toward him, but I’m afraid to get much closer.

I’m afraid I’ll wake up, I guess.

He gives me a funny smile and a small wave. And then he pushes off the rock and dives into the water.

I find him with my eyes a few seconds later. He’s swimming out past the surf, hard. I see his fin hitting the water behind him with each stroke, setting up waves that push him farther and farther away from the shore.

He can’t be a mermaid, because he has to come up to breathe. He’s stopping to pant. He’s tired. Mermaids sing underwater. Mermaids can’t get tired.

Because mermaids aren’t real.

And then he’s gone.



three

“I THOUGHT SHE LIVED ALONE,” I WHISPER TO MY MOM.

She holds her finger to her lips. I can’t believe this. I can’t believe that for three fucking months I’ve been thinking I was the only teenager on the island, and now I’ve found two others in one day. Even if one is half-fish.

I watch Ms. Delaney’s daughter bring an enormous bowl of soup to the dining room table. Her red hair goes down to her hips. It sways with her like it’s another limb. She’s glancing at me, too. I feel guilty that I didn’t somehow let her know I was here.

My parents don’t look surprised at all. You’d think they would have mentioned her. Maybe they kept this from me on purpose. Maybe the whole get-your-brother-well thing is a ruse, and we’re really here because my parents want me to be less of a slut.

At home I went to a school with over a thousand kids. I had strings of girlfriends and the kind of friends whose cars you borrow when you take them out, because theirs have bigger backseats. Here I do math problems alone at the kitchen table. If celibacy was their plan, it’s working.

I reach next to me and rub Dylan’s back while he chokes on his cup.

It’s not like I actually think that’s their plan.

Mom might not let me demand any more information, but she can’t stop me from staring as the girl sits across the table from me and passes the mashed potatoes to her left. “Thank you, Diana,” Ms. Delaney says.

Diana. That’s also my mom’s name. This never happens in movies.

My last girlfriend at home was Gabrielle. We were together for only a month before I left. I pretty much knew by the time we kissed for the first time that I was leaving soon. That’s probably why I kissed her so hard that I bruised my lip against her teeth. I felt like I could get every bit of me inside of her, if I tried hard enough. I don’t know.

We haven’t written.

“I’ve never seen you before,” I say to Diana.

“I don’t get out much,” she says. She sounds proud of it.

Diana Delaney doesn’t seem like a real name, and she’s so secret and pale, the closest thing to a ghost I’ve ever seen.

She’s probably sick. There’s got to be a reason the Delaneys stayed.

I turn my head and look out at the beach. Ms. Delaney has a window so big it takes up an entire wall. I’d be terrified, I think, living here with ghosts. They could push you right out through the glass and into the sea. You’d die with cuts full of salt water.

“This brie is phenomenal,” my dad says.

Ms. Delaney slices neatly through her fish. “Linda Curlin, who lives down on the north tip? She makes it from Sam’s milk, but of course it isn’t available every week.” She keeps chattering about the amazing apples she got from the marketplace last week, but while she makes small talk her eyes jitterbug from her plate and my parents back to her daughter, like she thinks any minute Diana will get up and run out the door.

Diana chews each bite of food a zillion times before she swallows. Her teeth are straight and perfect. Each sip she takes from her water glass seems to take a lifetime. I don’t know how she does it. I want to shake her, or throw something at the wall. I at least get to go home to a house that isn’t made of right angles and wade through my brother’s toys. She stays here.

I want to take her by the wrist and pull her outside.

The conversation stays appropriately dull until Dylan faints, likely just from boredom, but my parents make a big deal out of scooping him up and making him drink water until he feels better. At home we’re so used to Dylan fainting that we barely blink. Half the time he does it for attention. He’s a clever little bastard. It doesn’t usually work at home, but here at least it’s something to talk about besides what fruit was good at the marketplace this week, so yeah, it looks like we’re letting him get away with it.

Mom fusses over him for a minute, and Ms. Delaney murmurs “Poor thing” and “I hope he’s all right.” Diana looks kind of fascinated. Ms. Delaney is averting her eyes the way people think they’re supposed to, like Dylan has an extra head and it’s rude to stare, when, come on, he’s five years old, he wants you to look at him. And Diana does, smiling at him like he’s a little kid.

Dylan starts whining and reaching his hands out to me, so Mom drops him into my lap. I feed him fish off my plate and he keeps the fingers of my other hand trapped in his fist. It means only one of us can eat, but I’m not a big fan of the fish, to be honest. I’ve only had it a few times. It’s expensive, and we need to save ours for Dyl. But the bit I ate tonight should beat off that cold I’ve been brewing, so there’s that. I stuff all I can into the kid on my lap.

“Has the fish been helping him?” Ms. Delaney asks. She’s still not looking at him. Diana nudges the salt and pepper shakers toward Dylan. I start to motion that he’s fine, and then he grabs the shakers off the table and starts marching them like they’re soldiers. Diana smiles.

Meanwhile, Mom and Dad are citing all the improvements in Dylan that they’ve only whispered to each other, like they’re afraid getting too excited will scare it all away. (Dyl and I keep track of them and high-five and say everything out loud, thanks.) “His color’s better,” Mom says. “He doesn’t get blue nearly as often as he used to, and chest percussion doesn’t take as long. And we’ve even gotten a few words out of him. We’ve always had the hardest time getting him to talk, but now he’s getting brave enough to use some of his air for that.”

The Delaneys look at Dylan like they’re expecting him to suddenly explode into the Gettysburg Address. Yeah, he isn’t a trained monkey, and he just fainted. Give him a break.

He reaches for another bite of my fish, oblivious, and his back pushes against my chest as he breathes. He’s not a great listener for a five-year-old, and we blame it on the breathing, but really I think he just acts like a bitch sometimes because he knows he can get away with anything. He flashes me that fucking smile of his. This kid can knock you dead.

He hands me the pepper shaker, and I play with him. He keeps knocking his shaker against mine like he’s trying to beat it up, so I let mine fall over. He laughs, then coughs a little, and Dad glances over at me.

I apologize to Dylan, not to Dad, and rub a few circles on Dyl’s back. He hides in my arm for the rest of the coughing, because we’ve fucking embarrassed him, fantastic. “It’s okay,” I whisper. “We’ll go home soon.” He relaxes a little.

Ms. Delaney clears her throat and says, “It really is amazing what the Enki fish can do. We came here when I was fourteen, when the cancer”—she waves the word away like it’s a fly—“was close to killing me. My grandfather had written us letters about the place before he died, but we had no idea the effect the fish would have. And since I’ve lived here, I haven’t been sick a day. My grandfather lived to be a hundred and sixteen.”

My parents talk recipes and legends and I take advantage of the white noise and my brother buried deep into my shirt to lean across the table and say softly, “Is the other stuff true?”

Diana raises her eyebrows. “Is what true?” She looks much older than me with that look on her face.

I mouth ghosts, and she shakes her head. “Not ghosts like you’d think, anyway,” she says. So I try mermaids? and her eyes widen, and she looks my age again.

The adults aren’t listening to us. Ms. Delaney says, “And this is some of the best-quality fish we’ve had in a long time, this year. It’s amazing the properties it has. I eat as much as possible.”

“Me too,” Diana says, but she makes a bit of a face. She spears her fork through a bite of fish and turns it over on its end to rock-walk it across the table. “Right, Dylan?”

He sticks his tongue out the side of his mouth.

“Yeah, I know.” She laughs, and he smiles.

I feed Dylan and listen to his chest loosen, and he looks up at me, like, “Am I well yet?” And sometimes it eats me up inside that I’m dying for Dylan to get well, but less for him than because I want to be done with our miracle cure and go home, and that makes me a really horrible brother.

“Where are you from?” Diana asks me.

“Michigan.”

“Mmm. Like Song of Solomon.”

“I haven’t read that one. We did Beloved instead.”

“I had a tutor for Beloved,” she says. “He kept slipping up and saying Alice Walker wrote it. Wishful thinking on his part, I think. It would have been so much more subtle.”

“Walker, um. The Color Purple?”

“Have you read it?”

I shake my head. “Do you have it?”

“I have eeeeverything.” She rolls the word around the back of her mouth, and fuck, it’s not like I didn’t know I was easy before, but apparently a few months and a few smiles and the promise of a few books is enough for me to want to rip my clothes off right here at the table, parents and little brother and nice tablecloth be damned. Come on, Rudy.

Ms. Delaney is still going on about the fish. “They’re getting harder and harder to come by. The fishermen are catching fewer every month, and they don’t know how to explain it. They’ve been working so hard not to overfish; they keep their fishing methods secret to ensure they have control over the population . . . . There should be plenty. It’s almost like the fish have discovered how to avoid the nets.” She laughs, this high nervous thing.

“Maybe they’re being hunted,” Mom says. “We had a whole skunk population back home that—”

I say, “I saw something. In the water.” Something covered in scales. Something that made Diana’s eyes get big. “Maybe he’s hunting them.”

Mom says, “He?”

“Well, it. Whatever. It looked like a boy.”

Ms. Delaney’s head jerks up. “Where?”

“In the water. He had scales all over him.” He looked like he had a tail. “He was a really fast swimmer. He looked, like, feral.”

“Probably just a boy from the other side of the island,” my dad says.

“He was a teenager. There are no other teenagers.”

“What about me?” Diana says. But she’s giving me a funny look, with her eyes narrowed. “A teenager? How old, would you say?” She looks like she’s about to start taking notes for a news report.

“He wasn’t really a teenager. He was . . . He had webbed hands, and—”

Then I see Ms. Delaney, as white as her fish fillet.

“Where was he?” she says.

“He was on the rocks by the big dock and then he—”

“How close to the house?”

I can’t remember a time an adult has ever looked at me like I am this important. I wish I knew what the hell she wanted.

“Um. How close to this house, you mean? This house is on a hill . . . . ”

She nods with every muscle in her neck.

“It was way down the beach . . . closer to our house than here. By the dock.”

She looks relieved for half a second before she gets up and leaves the table. I hear her footsteps fading down the hall. We all turn to Diana for explanation, or help.

She shrugs a little and twists her face into a smile. “She’s retired for the night, I’m guessing. Can I clear anyone’s plates?”

My parents give me weird looks all through packing up Dylan and scraping plates into the trash, and I’m convinced they’re wondering if the island has a psych ward for their son who sees merpeople until Dad nudges me and says, “Why don’t you ask Diana over for ice cream?”

He’s not nearly as quiet as he thinks he is.

I look at Diana “Oh, do you want—”

“My mother doesn’t like when I leave the house,” she says. “I don’t think this would be a great night to test that rule.”

“Oh.”

“Some other time,” she says, with a little head shake like she knows this isn’t true.

“Huh,” Dad says.

Dylan rests his head on my shoulder the whole way home. I keep one eye on him and one eye on the ocean, but I don’t see the fishboy. Just my brother’s head blocking most of my view.
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Three nights later the screams outside wake me up from a soggy dream about Sofia, one of my friends at home, in a trash bag. It’s a memory I’d almost forgotten—the time she got so drunk she passed out and we tied her up in a bag and tossed her in a Dumpster. We didn’t go anywhere, just leaned against the Dumpster and laughed until she woke up. But we had no idea how freaked out she was going to be. She screamed and thrashed so hard we could barely haul her out.

I can look back at these things that I did and see that they were mean, but I don’t regret them. They seem so far away, like they were done by someone totally different. And what I really feel is jealous that there was a point in my life—God, just a few months ago—where I could get away from all of this, run around with my friends, turn off my cell phone and not worry if my family would want me, and get all the human contact I needed from a drunk girl’s leg as I folded her into a plastic bag.
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