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Joris

With Zephyr and Fry — resgmung neighborhood sociopaths —
I_-.'.r]'-l;:J:'-ill}r after me and the whale foress Hoor -:||.=|ki115-_' undder
iy Ii_'-!;l: Aas | Blast I_]'m.'n.l.gh Aur, breses, l:|1'i'\.' '.'.'||il:-!; ||q.'|l_ JEHEEILN

Yo e EOIRE (AT, YOu [:-u'-:-:':."" Frv shons

Then Fephyr’s anme, has one, Both of my arms beband my
back, and Fry’s grabbed my sketchpad. | lunge for e but I'm
armless, helpless. [ try toowrnigele out of Zephyr’s grasp, Can't,
[ty to blink them mto moths, Mo, Theyre sull themselves:
fifteen-foot-tall, tenth-grade asshats wh o toss iving, breathing
thirteen-vear-old people like me over chiffz for kicks,

Zephers got me in a headlock from belind and his chiest’s
heavmg imbo my back, my hack mmito s chest, We're sseommung in
sweat. Pry starts leafing through the pad. "Whatcha been drawe-
g, Bubble? | imagine him getting rum over by a truck, He
helds up a page of shetches.” Zeph, ook at all these naked dudes”

[he Blocd ino my body stops moving,

"They're not dudes. They're Dhid,” [ get out, praving |
won't sound hke a geral, praving he won't turn o later draee-
ings in the pad, drawings done today, when 1 was spying,
drawings of then, nising out of the water, with their surfboards

under arm, no wetsuits, ne nothing, totally glstening, and, uh:



holding hamds. 1 might have taken some artistic hoense, 5o
thev're going to think, .. Theyre going to kill me even be
fore they kil me i what they're going wo do, The wordd sars
somersaulting, T fling words at Fry:"You know? Michelangelo?
Ewver heard of him ™ Umpot goings to act ke me, Aer foggh aoned
youd e Tonh, as Dhiad bas sad and saed andd siod = ke T'mesome
kind of broken wimbrells,

"Yeah, 've heard of him,” Fry says out of the big bulgy
micuith thar clumps with the rest of has big buly fearures pnder
the swoerd’s mosr massive forehead, making it very easy to mstake
b for g hippopotames, He rips the page oot of the skerchpad,
"Heard e was gy

Fle was — my mom wrote a whale book about it — not thar
Fry knows. He calls evervone gay when he'’s not calling them
homa and pusy, And me: homo and pussy and Bubble,

Zephyr laughs a dark demen laugh. It wibrates through me.

Frv holds up the next sketch, More Dhverd, The botvom half
of him. A study i detal. | go cold.

Thevre both lavghing now: It5 echoing through the forest,
[t's coming out of birds,

Again, | oy to break free of the lock Zephyr has me m 5o
[ can snatch the pad out of Frv's hands, but it coly tightens
Fephvrs hold, Zephyr, who’s freaking Thor, One of his arms
15 choked around my neck, the other braced across my torso
like a seat belt. He's bare-chested, straight off the beach, and
the heat of him 15 seeping through my T-shart. His coconue
suntan lotion’s filling my nese, my whele head — the strong

smell of the ocean too, ke hes carrving it on his back. ..



Zephyr dragging the ode along hike a l'-'l-!l et behi

Thae would be good, thar would be i {Portrait: T :
W Hilled OFF swath the Sewd — but ot now, Maoah, se ot lh;"'
time o rand-paint this crenn, [ amap back, taste the salt an my

lips, rermanmd moseld T'm aboot to die—

Zepharrs Tong seaweedy hanr s weer and drippang down my
neck and shoulders, 1 notce we're breathing i svnch, heavy,
bulky breaths, oy go unsyoch with him, Dery e ansvnch with .
the Lw of graviey and Aoat wp, Can’t doe either, Can’t do any-
thing, The winds whippung paeces of myv desang: — mostly
farmily portraits noaw — out of Fry'’s hands as he vears op@e, then
anather. He rips one of Jode and me doswn the raddle, cots me
righht ot o it

I wwarch mvself Blow away, . *

I watch him getting closer and closer to the drawings that
are going to get me murdered.

My pulse 15 thundering in my ears.

Then Fephyr says, " Don’t nip “em up, Fry. His sister says he's
good” Because he bkes Jude? They mostly all do now becanse
she can surf harder than any of them, likes o jump off cliffs,
and 150t afrard of anything, net even great white sharks or Diad,
And becavse of her hair — L use up all my vellows drawang it [t%
hundreds of mules long and evervone in Morthern Cabiforma
has to worry about getting tangled up oo, especially lictle kads
and poodles and now asshat surfers.

There's alsa the boobs, which arrived by overmight delivery,

I swear.

Unbelievably, Fry bistens to Zephyvr and drops the pad.



Juike peers up at me from an, sunny, Knowang, Thaek pou, |1
pell e dmoomy minad, She's always rescuing me, which wsoally s
-:_'|:|||1:|_rr.=|-=:-.i1:||_;-', baar maest reosn, That weas Tiglﬂ{'ﬂl,l.f

| Portrait, Self-portrait: Trarters - Mol J..;l::-ﬂ.:'.'r{q w d Airror,
_|'r1r.||_' el '-E'l'- frh

"You know what we're gomg to do e won, dont veur”
Sepher msps inomy ear, Hes back to the regularly seheduled
hormicndal programming, There’s too much of him on s breath,
Theres too mpch of him an me

“Please, you guys,” [ beg

“Please, vou guvs,” Fry mimics in g sgqueaky girly voice,

My somach rolls, Desal’s Dirog, the secomd=highest jump
an the hill, which they plan go throw me over, bas the name
for a reason. Beneath it 15 a jagged gang of rocks and a wicked
whirlpeol that pulls vour dead bones down to the underworld

[ try to break Zephyr’s hold agan. And agan

et his legs, Fry!”

All six-thousand hippopotamus pounds of Fry dive for my
ankles. Sorry, this 15 not happemng. It just 1=t 1 hate the water,
prome as 1 am to drowning and drifing oo Asia, | need ooy skuoll
i ok prece, Crushung it would be ke taking a wrecking ball to
somme secret museum before anyone ever got to see what™s insde it

S0 0 growr And grow, and groa, unnl 1 head-butt the sk
[hen I count to three and go freaking bereerds, thanking Dad i
my umd for all the wresthng he's forced me to do on the deck,
to-the-death matches where he could only wse one arm and |
could vse everything and he'd still pin me down becawse he's

thirty feet tall and made of truck parts,




Bt Ui has som, bos gagan i san oo whirling, ass-kick
g Croliath, a evphoon wrapped inskingand then T'm writhing
and thrashing and trving to break free and thev're wregling
pive back down, lughing and soving things hke “what 3 crazy
muother,”” Sod 1 oehank 1 hear respect even i :-"':up|1_'_u1"-= WHCE 3k

b savs, 1 ean® pon hom, he's hike a ek’ eel” and that makes

e foght harnder — 1 love eels, thevre elerirs — imagrming mvsell
fight harde 11 I, they I i g mvseld

a live swire nows, fally Toaded wich my own privaee voltage, as
1 l.'.'|1'i]'- this Wy angd thar, Iieh'-:_"|i||g their bodies i':l,lrl!z arounid
prre, wormm anmd shek, both of them p'i1:|r|i||g e LA anal
:|g.;|'ir|.._=.r||,| e l:-r..'.;ﬂ-:illg thizir bolde, all cur lmbe easrwanmed andd
noay Zephyrs head's pressed e my chest and Frv's behind me
with what feels ke a hundred hamds, and s just magion and
confusion amd Dam Tost i i, bose, Tosg, kost, when [hegin o sus
et when [ reghze — 1 have 3 hard=on, 2 -=|,|.|,1{"r||:|,|,|,|.r.=||'|':.- b
hard-cn, and it's jammed inte Zephyr’s stomach. High-octane
dread courses through me, In my mund, T call up the bloodiest
most hella gross machete massacre — my most effecove boner-
{/ buster — but 1t's too late, Zephyr goes momentarily sall, then
Jumps off me, “What the—?"
Fry rolls up onto his knees."What happened?™ he wheeses

out in Sephyr’s direction,

I'vie reeled away, landed ina sitting position, my knees to
oy chest. | can't stand wp vet for fear of a tent, so [ put all my
cifort m trving not to ore A sickly ferret feeling 15 burroanng

\- el imte every corner of my body as [ pant my last breaths. And
even if they don't kill me here and now, by tonaght everyvone on

thie hill will know what just happened. [ might as well swallow
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a bt smek of dyvnamate and bl saysel§ off Treval’s Drog, Thas s
worse, s mch worse, than them seeing some gupid drawings,

{3elf-portrait: Fagneral oo the Foresrd

|§1:|I_ :-"'.-:_"|_1|‘|':.-r':~ maial -=:|_'-I\.-'i1:||_-_" ;|||}'I_'|1|r|!3._ |1-;_'-=_||_|'1I_ 51.=|r||_|'ir|!3 I_hl_‘-n._'I
'||'-|:-k|||g lake '|1|-=1l.-'ik'ir|!_= wall, except all werrd and e 1!.5;-'11:.'-"'

[had 1 chsable ham wach oy vomd?

Mo, He grestures i the direction of the ocean, savs to Fry,
“Hell with this, Let’s grab the slabs and head our”

e ehef swealloans me whole, Is ar '|_1|'--=:-.i|;'-|-:_' b it feel 17 M,
'il_ i'v:||'1 — b Vs wlm-] :|_||d '|1u_| |_|||1]'-|_*~d ARy I_|:-1.;|||'-I\.- I'n:_';l'k{'d il I :|{' '5
aill freakedd oanr, %0 wh'\;.- izn't he [!-I_I'\H}'I‘II!-II1-:'|HI.L|1|:'\-|'irI!3 e lg ar
because e hkes Jude?

Fro pswirls a fimger by his ear as he savs to Zephyvr, "Some-
one’s Frishee 15 seriously on the roof, bro” Then to me: "When
viour beast expect it, Bubble” He mumes my free-fall off Deval’s
Crrop with hes mutt of a hand.

[t over. They're headed back toward the beach.

Before they change their Neanderthal mands, 1 hustle over
eo my pad, shyp i under myv arm, and then, wathout looking back,
[ speed-walk into the trees like someone whose heart 1sn't shak-
g, whose eyves aren'’t filling up, someone whe doesn't feel se
newly munted as a human

When Umoan the clear, [ Blast out of oy skin like a cheetah
— they go from zero to seventy-five mph in three seconds fat
and [ can too pracocallv. I'm the fourth-tastest i the seventh
grade. I can vmzp the air and dsappear inside i, and that’s
what | do until 'm far away from Zephyr and Fry and what

happened. At least Um not 2 mayfy, Male mayflies have twe




e . R - A

‘. dicks o worry "'I}‘-.m' I &@tﬁ@ﬂd half’ my Tife in the %
?l shower because -:rl‘rh:.- one, thinking aboue -rhing:s: I can™
| % stop thinking al‘-e@. fi mateer hmﬂ' hard 1 try use |
:;i really, reallv geally I’&ﬂnnkmg ahmu them, Ha:‘%ld" p
' At the creek, | jump foc ki winedl € find 2 good cave w]ierg
I can awatch the sun swlﬂumug inside ﬂnu., rushing water for
the next huhdred yn.,m There slmuldqhn., a hermn or goag
or something o wike God, Because h‘: Tike to have a word
with him, Three 1';."|.':-r‘v|,|5-: .ﬂ.f,’!l,l.."ﬂ]':,-': YWHAT THE FUCE®
Afier a while, having gq;l.tuﬂ o respoase o wsuall ake ool
the charcoals from my back pocket, They somelow survived the -
ordeal intact. Tsit down and open my sketchbook. 1 black ou am
whole blark page, then another, and anoer, f-|,:|1‘|.,'.'3:i s lvand, |
break stick afier stick, lﬂiﬂ?: each one down i‘-n*ﬂ:-u 'i;r;r riaaly, &0
it’s fike the blackness s commgont of my finger, out ol me, and
onte the page. 1Al up the whole nest of the pad. 1 tkes hours
1A Zaries: Boy !l.rn'dr;: Box iof [harkoness)
X A e R
The next might at dmmer, Mom announces that Grandma
Sweetwine joined her ..t'ur'-ﬂ ridein the car that afternoon

with 4 message for fode in?lnm-l.':. 3 '

]
=

Oy, Grandma’s dead.

"I=i11:4.]|'_|-'!"_| ade exclams, tallmg back in her chair. “She

promised me!” X ﬁ::.
¥ w What Grandma pnum'.ﬂ:d Judiz nght before shie died in

||r;::|"\'hnc:p thn',L, months ago, i, I:]]HI.‘ it Jude ever really needed
her, she'd be l‘hl:l'l.- in A Hdnii.judﬂ.;r_.ra:% her favorite,
Mom “miles at Jude and puts hgr hands on the table, |

ST TR

o

L



put mine on the table o, then realize T'm being a Momemirmor
and hide my hands inomy lap, Mom's contagous,

Aol 3 blowe-in — seame peeple just arent from bere and she’
ane of them, I've been accumulating evidence for vears. More
o this Later,

B moww: Her Gwce i all e up and Mickery as she sers the
stagne, telling us how hiest the car Billed with Grandma’s perfume,
"Wou know howe the went wsed o walk o the room before
she lid 7 Mom breathes i dramatcally as if the kigchen's hilling
with Gramdma’s thick Aowery smell, T breathe in dramanically,
Jusde breathes in deamatically. Evervone in Califiorna, the Unred
Stares, om Earth, breathes in dramatically,

Except Dad, He clears his throar,

Hie's not buying it Becanse he's an artchoke, This, according
ro has oswen mother, Grandma Sweetwine, who never understood
how she birthed and rosed such a thistle-head. Me neither

A thistle-head who studies parsies for a bving, Nocomment.

[ glance at ham wath his hfegoard-like tan and moscles, wath
his glow-ini-the-dark teeth, with all his glow-in-the-dark normal,
and feel the curdling — becavse what would happen if he knew?

S far Zephyr basn't blabbed 2 word. You probably den’t
know this, becavse U'm like the only one im0 the world who
does, but a dork is the official name for a whale dick And a
blue whales dork? Eight feet Jong. I’ repear: EIGH I FEET
LOOOGOOOONG! This is haw ve folt since it happened
vesterday: S o 4
I-%alf-pﬂrtrait: The Concrete Diooke)




But sometimes 1 thamk Dad suspects, Sometmes [ think the
Lexaster suspects,

Junder goetles sy Legr vmder the table wath her feor to ger my
attention back from the salt shaker T orealize ve been staring
divwn. She mods teward Mom, whose EYES AT DO closed ol
whose hamds are crossed over her heart, Then voward Dad,
who's looking at Mom hike her evebrows have crawled down 1o
her chin, We bulge our eyes at each other, T bite my cheek not
o Baugeh, Jude does oo — she and me, we share g Laogh swirch,
O feet press together under the table,

iFPamily Portralt: Mo Comoenes parh fae Diard o Divrer)

el Jude prods. " The message?”

MMom opens her eves, winks at us, then closes them and
contmwes i seance-y woo-woo voloe 5o, | breathed in the
fowery air and there was a kind of shimmering..." She swrls
her arms hike scarves, mulking the moment. Thas is why she gets
the protessor of the vear award =0 much — everyone abwavs wants
o b am ber mowvae wich hee, W Jean i for ber next words, for
The Message from Upstairs, but then Diad interrupes, throwing
a whaole load of boring on the moment.

He's never gotten the professor of the year award, Mot once,
Mo comment,

It important to let the kids know vou mean all thes
metaphorically, homey” he savs, sitting straight up so that his
head busts through the catling. In most of my drssangs, he’s
s big, [ can't fit all of ham on the page, so [ leave off the head.

Mom lifts her eyves, the amusement wiped off her face."Ex-

cept I don't mean it metaphorically, Benjamin™ Dad vsed o



make Moms eves shune; now he makes ber groind her teeth. |
don’t koo why "What T mieant quire Brerally” she savs/grinds,
“15 that the iramutable Grandma Sweerwane, dead and gone, was
i the car, sming next toome, plan as dav’” She smules ar Jude,
“Tm e, she wae all dressed up i e ol her |:|.-:_1:4.I_|.r|5_r| hresses,
Toaking specfambar,” The Floatmg Diress was Grandma’s dres hine,

MO Whach ome® The bluet™ The way Jude asks thas makes
iy chest pang for her,

"I, the one with the hiegle orange Aowers”

UM course,” Jude reples. TPerfect ghost-wear, We dis
cissed what her afterhife amire would be” It oocurs e me
that Mom’s making all this up becavse Jude can't stop missing
Grandma. She hardly left her bedside at the end, When Mom
formennd them chat final moerning, one asleep, one dead, chey were
holding hands, Tthoughe this was supremely creepy bag kept o
to mveedlf, "So 7 Jude ruses an evebrow " The message:s™

“You know what 1'd kove?” Dad savs, hotting and puthng
humself back into the conversation so that we're never going to
find out whar the freakimg message 5. What I'd love 15 1f we
could finally declare The Reign of Fadiculovs over” This, again.
The Reign he’s referring to began when Grandma moved .
IFad,”a man of science” told vs to take every bit of superstitious
hicgwash that came out of his mother’s mouth with a gran of
salt, Grandma told vs not to bsten to her artichoke of 4 son and
to take those grans of salt and throw them nght over our left
shoulders to Blind the del.

Then she took out her "bible” — not The Bible but an

enormous leatherbound bock stuffed with batshit ideas (aka:

L0



hogrwvash) — andd started to preach the gospel, Moaostly to Jude

Drad lifis a shice of pizea off his plate, Cheese dives over the
eidges, He Tooks ar me, "Heaw about thos, huh, Noahy Whao's 4
lirtle releved we'ne mal |:|;|-.'ir|g anpe of Gl s uick-mifased
WS

I remnn alent. Sorry, Charlie, T Jope pizea, meammg: Even
when Usmnon the raddle of eating poeza, 1 wash [were eatngg oz
za bt Dwouldn't jump on Pad's tram even if Michelangele were
on i, He and T don gl om, I_]:Il,!ll,'|i_r']1 b rengds 1 r'i.“]-.‘l.".. I reser
Iii.:-ri_'nl_'l:. Wohen | hear has h:ig h;-l.'rlgi'rlg T -e;l.:-lll:i:l:lg after e 0o
wikeh forhall or some movie where L'l,'c_'r_'_.'l,l:l'i:l:lg i Tl U 7
o hsten to gaze that makes me feel bke my bodys on backwand,
T open oy bedroom windos, jump out, and bead for the rees,

Orecasonally when no one’s home, T ga inte s office and
break has ]_'-l_*'rn;'l.|'§, Chice, after a L1;4,r|_i|_'|,11;|:r|:|r tostlen |:i|;'|-l:'i:|:|g Maah
the Broken Umbrella Talk {our version of the father—son chat),
when he Langhed and sad of Jude weren® my twin he'd be sure
I'd comie about from parthenogenesis (ooked it up: conception
without a father), I snock mto the garage while evervone was
sleeping and keved his car,

Because | can see people’s souls sometimes when | draw
them, | know the following: Mom has a massive sunfower for a
sourl =0 bag there’s hardly any room m her for organs. Jude and
me have one soul between us that we have to share: a tree with
its leaves on fire, And Dad has a plare of maggots for s,

Jude savs w0 him, Do you think Grandma didn’t just hear
vou mmsult her cooking?”

"That would be a resounding no,” Dad replies, then hoovers
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it thee shee, The grease makes his whaole moath gleam,

Jude sganads, Her hair hangzs all arcund her head ke hghe
cicles, She kooks up at the ceilling and declares, " T always Toved
vour cooking, Grandma,”

Mom reaches over and squeezes ber hand, then savs to the
cethng, “Me too, Cassandra,”

Juide srales from the mside o,

rad tinger-shoots himeelf in the head,

Mo froswms — it makes ber look 3 hundred vears old,“Em
brace the mystery, Profeson” she savs, She’s always telling Drad
thag, but she weed o say o different, She wsed roo v i ke she
wis apering a door for him te walk throwgh, not closimg one
i has Face,

I married the mvstery, Professor,” he answers like always,
B 1t wsed g0 sound ke o compliment,

Wo all eat preea. It not fun, Mom’s and Dads theoghts are
turming the ar black. I'm lstenimg to myself chew, when Jude’s
foot finds mune under the mble agun. | press back.

"The message from Grandma?®” she imtenects inko the ten-
stom, smiling hopefully,

ad locks at her and his eves go soft, She's s favonte too,
Mom doesnt have a favonite, though, which means the spot 15
up for grabs.

A | was saying” Ths ome Mom's using her normal voice,
hsky, hke a cave’ talking to you. 1 was doving by 54, the
fine arts high school, this afterncon and that’s when Grandma
swooped into say what an absolutely perfect fit it would be for

viou b Bhe shakes her head, brightening and becoming her



sl sz agrann, AN an really s, Dean't beliese i never occurmed
tor mme, [ keep thinking of that gquate by Picasos ‘Every child
g an artist, The problem s how 1o memam an artist onge one
groavs up” She has the bananas ook on her face that happens
ven rresegerns, hilke she's o T T steal the art, “Bar ches, Ths s
a change of a hfetme, govs, 1 don® want vour spants to get all
carnped doswn hike. " She doesn't hmsh, comibs a hand throngh
her hair — Black and way curly Iike mine — toens go Dad, T e
ally weant this for them, Benpmmm, | know il be expensive, bat
what an oppor—"

“Thats il:-"'"_ll_ldu |r|1|,'-rr|,|'|_1l_:-.." Thar's all Grandma sody Thee
wis the mvessage froan the afferizfe? It was about some shont™ She
lowoks like she mught start crving

Mot me Are school® T never imagined such a thing, never
smpgned T wouldn’t have to goote Baoosevell, 1o Asshat High
with evervone else, 'm pretty sure the blood just started glow-
g mside my hody, "

{Zelf-portralt: A Windaue Flies Open an My Chesi
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