
 

 

The First Garden 

 

 “For God’s sake, can’t you come on any faster?” Sally put her hands on 

her hips and glared at Jennifer, who was lagging behind. Jennifer trailed her 

school bag after her and she had a tired, disheveled look about her hair.  

 “I’m coming as fast as I can,” Jennifer said, her accent grating on Sally’s 

ears. “fyast az I cyan.”  

 “Well, we’re nearly there, I swear.” They were heading for Sally’s father’s 

house, a great white behemoth of a prefab, sitting on the edge of a sloping 

garden in a nice, middle-class Auckland suburb. He had bought it after the 

divorce as a monument to his escape, to his new wife and her opulence; the 

opulence of a second marriage. Sally liked the house. It was much better than 

Roger’s dirty old farmhouse, with its strange, uneven rooms. Everything in her 

father’s house smacked of normality, of wealth, of the love of the average. 

Jennifer caught up to her at last and Sally could hear her shortness of breath, 

slipping from the end of each exhalation in a high squeak. She just looks like 

she’d have asthma, Sally thought. 

 “See,” she said. “It’s right there. Do you think you can make it?” She 

didn’t attempt to keep the scorn out of her voice, the way she had when Jennifer 

had first come to live with them. She’ll be like a sister to you, everyone had said. 

So all right, fine, Sally thought, I’ll treat her like a sister. Then she’ll wish she 

hadn’t ever come to stay with us. 

 “Sure,” Jennifer said. 

 “All right then.” Sally strode on ahead, pulling at one of their neighbor’s 

bottle-brush trees, and breaking off one of its ridiculous red flowers. She pushed 



 

 

open the little white gate to her father’s garden and let them in at the bottom 

floor of the house. In a way, it was a strange house. The spare bedrooms and 

bathrooms were all on the ground floor, but the main rooms were all upstairs, as 

if the house had been built for a non-existent view. Sally led the way, feeling 

Jennifer looking around behind her in the hesitance of Jennifer’s step. She’s 

examining my house, Sally thought. Little snob, as if it wouldn’t be good enough. 

They’ve probably all got houses like this in America, eh?  

 Sally dropped her things in one of the bedrooms, on a twin bed by the 

wall.  

 “Your bed is there,” she said, pointing to the one by the door. “You can 

leave your stuff there, if you want.” 

 Jennifer nodded and sat down on the bed, still wearing her coat. She 

rummaged through her overnight bag, which was really just a paper bag from 

Mrs. Wood, and pulled out an inhaler. Sally watched in fascination as Jennifer 

shook it, then popped off the top and put the mouthpiece to her lips. She pressed 

the top and then took a deep breath, which she held, the inhaler still in her 

mouth. Sally wanted to giggle, but thought that it might make Jennifer breathe 

out too soon, and Sally wasn’t sure what that would do to her. Would she have 

to do it again? Jennifer let out her breath at last, and then put the inhaler 

carefully back into the bag. 

 “All right now?” Sally said. 

 “Fine, thanks.” 

 “I’m going in to the kitchen,” Sally told her. “I’m going to get a snack and 

then watch EastEnders.” 



 

 

 Jennifer nodded, but didn’t move. She picked at the fluff on the edge of 

her jacket and examined her shoes. Sally sighed loudly. 

 “Are you coming? Do you want something to eat?” 

 “Sure,” Jennifer said and slipped out of her coat. She followed Sally into 

the kitchen, coughing occasionally. 

 Sally rummaged through the cupboard. Her stepmother, Carol, never 

seemed to buy anything but granola bars. She spotted a box of barley sugars at 

the back, but didn’t want to share them, so she left them for later, when she 

could sneak back in alone. She pulled out a box of chocolate granola bars. 

 “There’s only the one of these,” she lied, shaking the box for effect. “You’ll 

have to have fruit, I suppose.” 

 “That’s fine,” Jennifer said, not paying any attention. She was looking out 

the back window, over the garden and the house across the fence, with her arms 

crossed and resting on the steel sink. Sally joined her there and handed her the 

fruit bar. 

 “There are grapes, there, see? Next to the boat house.” 

 Jennifer nodded. “Do you eat them?” 

 “Sometimes,” Sally said, peeling her bar and picking chocolate lumps off 

of it with her nails. “In the summer.” 

 “It must be nice here in the summer; nice and cool with the garden like 

that.” 

 “Yes,” Sally said, looking fondly at the garden, with its arbors and rose 

bushes. “But there are an awful lot of spiders.” 

 “Oh,” Jennifer said. She had told Sally once about her fear of spiders. 

“They don’t come into the house, do they?” 



 

 

 “Oh no,” Sally said. 

 Jennifer nodded. 

 “Only when it gets colder,” Sally said and finished her granola bar. “Shall 

we go in to the living room?” 

 “Sure,” Jennifer said, glancing at the corners of the ceiling warily.  

 There was a roar from the road down below and Sally heard her father’s 

voice and the sound of car doors slamming. She counted them: one, that was her 

father; two, that was Carol; three. . . ah now, that was Stacey, Carol’s youngest 

daughter and Sally’s step-sister. Stacey was the kind of person Sally normally 

loathed on principle, but now, with Jennifer here, she could ally with Stacey. 

 “Sal? Sal? Are you home there?” 

 “Yes Daddy,” she called and met him at the top of the stairs. Behind him 

was Carol. Sally could see the top of her great black bouffant, with its unearthly 

streak of grey, like the Bride of Frankenstein. And behind her, in the shadow of 

the bottom step, was Stacey, tapping one high-heeled shoe on the tiled hall floor 

in impatience. “Can we actually go upstairs?” Stacey called. “Or are we going to 

be stuck here all day?” 

 “All right, woman,” Sally’s father called down and gently pushed Sally 

out of the way. “Where’s that little American? Where is she?” 

 “Hello, Mr. Reed,” Jennifer said from the couch. She seemed to have been 

swallowed in its vast whiteness. She reminded Sally of a small child sitting on an 

adult’s lap, the way she crossed her hands and her legs, neatly. “How are you?” 

 “Just fine, girl, just fine. Where’s the wife? Ah, there now. You remember 

the American girl who’s staying with our Sal, don’t you, darling? Sally’s, what is 

it, fourth cousin twice removed?” 



 

 

 Carol, who was as tall as Mr. Reed, even taller with the bouffant, held out 

one well-manicured hand and nodded. “Hello, darling. What was your name 

again? I’m afraid we’ve forgotten. We had a little bet in the car, but none of us 

could come up with it.” 

 “Jennifer. Jennifer Hardy,” Jennifer said, her face still as stone. 

 Stacey laughed. “There, Mum, I did get it. The Jennifer part, anyway.” 

 “Very good, dear,” Carol said, turning back to her daughter and leaving 

Jennifer sitting quietly. “I always said you were the smart one.” 

 Sally glanced at Stacey, who motioned toward the kitchen with her head. 

Sally followed her in without a word. 

 “What is it about that girl?” Stacey said, taking off her shoes -- green 

Italian leather stilettos this time, she had shoes to match all her outfits. “I swear I 

cannot stand quiet people. She’s so. . . oh I don’t know. Hand me one of those 

damn granola things, Sally. I’m absolutely starved.” Stacey had a high, little-girl 

voice that seemed out of place with her words. She rubbed one of her feet, her 

round leg pulled up as she balanced precariously on a stool. Sally opened the 

cupboard. 

 “Fruit, or chocolate?” 

 “Oh, chocolate, of course,” Stacey said. “I’m such a choco-holic. You just 

wouldn’t believe the day I’ve had. You would think that the men in upper 

management couldn’t use a damn phone, or a coffee machine or whatever. I 

mean, you’d think it was South Africa, the level of service those bastards want. . . 

and then there’s the other secretary, you know, the fat Maori one with the big 

nose? Well, she drove me crazy all day. . . thanks,” she said, taking the granola 

bar and peeling it delicately. Her nails were long and glazed like her mother’s, 



 

 

bright pink and red striped. “She’s absolutely so lazy, that one. You just can’t 

imagine. People that fat,” she said, “shouldn’t be working. Hand me another 

granola bar, will you? No, chocolate again. God, if I keep this up I’ll be as fat as 

that stupid Maori bitch.” 

 Sally giggled. 

 “Um, Sally?” Jennifer’s voice sounded behind them. 

 Stacey dropped the granola bar and reached down to pick it up, slipping 

awkwardly off of the stool, then wiggling back on. Sally looked at the chocolate-

stained floor. 

 “What?” Sally said. 

 “Um, Mrs. Reed wants to know what you two want for dinner.” 

 Stacey laughed. “Chinese. Take-away. Anything so that Mum doesn’t 

cook.” 

 “Tell her Chinese,” Sally said. 

 Jennifer nodded and disappeared around the door. 

 “God, she annoys me,” Stacey said. “Always creeping around like that. 

Did you see how she made me drop that bar?” 

 Sally had tired of Stacey. She twisted a dishrag around her fingers, then 

set it back on the sink when the gesture reminded her of her mother. 

 “She’s not like that at school, you know,” Sally said, picking at the empty 

box of granola bars. “She talks non-stop to her friend, that stupid English girl, 

Lois. You know, the one that I told you tried to put a black rinse in her hair and it 

came out blue? Well, she’s always talking to her, chatting away. They had to be 

separated in class because of it. She’s just quiet around us.” 



 

 

 “Well, I don’t care what she’s like at school,” Stacey said. “She should 

show a little more appreciation of all that our family’s doing for her.” 

 “I suppose,” Sally said, a bit angry since it was really Roger and her 

mother, not her father and Stacey’s mother who were doing anything for 

Jennifer. She didn’t like hearing Stacey refer to her as a relation. It made her feel 

smaller, somehow. Turning, she  looked out the kitchen window at the garden. 

There was something about that garden, something so perfect and right, like a 

garden should look, with its neat pebble pathways and overhanging trees. “I 

think I’ll go out in the garden before dinner,” Sally said. 

 “Why?” Stacey said. “It’s cold out there. And there are spiders in the 

garden.” 

 “Maybe there are some grapes left.” 

 Stacey shrugged. “I doubt it. I just want my Chinese. God my feet hurt. 

These shoes are torture. I’m such a slave to fashion.” 

 Sally opened the kitchen door and stepped out onto the balcony. White 

wooden stairs led down from there into the garden. She took a deep breath, 

filling her lungs with the scent of roses. Birds, Sally never knew what the birds 

were exactly, but hundreds of them, had settled in the neighbor’s tree and were 

arguing merrily with each other. The sun was beginning to set, turning the leaves 

of the grape vines to gold. She put one hand on the baked wood of the railing 

and stepped down onto the first stair. The sound of crunching gravel came up 

from below, from the lower doors. She heard her father’s voice. 

 “There wasn’t any garden at all, when Carol and I bought the house.” 

 “You built it all yourself?” Jennifer asked. 



 

 

 Sally sat down on the first stair and let her head rest on her hands. She 

was tired of everyone, suddenly. 

 “Every inch. Carol wanted a proper garden, so I built her one. I wanted 

her to have everything she wanted. And her girls too. I wanted Sal to come and 

live with me, but while the girls were here, there just wasn’t any room.” 

 “It’s beautiful,” Jennifer said. “Like a little Eden.” 

 Sally snorted to herself. 

 “Yes,” her father said, sounding pleased. “That’s just the impression I 

meant to give. Just like the first garden. Do you want to see the boathouse?” 

 “Are there any spiders?” Jennifer asked. “I don’t like spiders very much.” 

 “No, heavens no.” 

 “But Sally said. . .” Jennifer began, then left off. 

 “Oh, Sally,” her father said, laughing. “She was probably just trying to 

scare you. She does that. Takes after me, I suppose, always joking around.” 

 “I don’t think Sally likes me very much,” Jennifer said. They were in view 

now, her father’s greying head next to Jennifer’s dark one. Sally looked out 

across to the neighbor’s wild garden, where an orange and white tom cat was 

stalking something in the uncut grass. 

 “Nonsense,” her father said. “That’s not the Sally I know.” 

 “Maybe not,” Jennifer said, and Sally rose and went quietly back inside. 

 

*  *  * 

 

Pothole Surfing and Other Games of Trust 

 



 

 

 “G’day.” Bruce, the school bus driver slammed the door behind them. 

“Nice morning, isn’t it?” 

 “G’day, Bruce,” Sally said. “Very nice.” 

 Jennifer smiled at Bruce. He was married to the daughter of the man who 

owned the buses, he had huge bucked front teeth, and he was a maniac. Sally 

said he didn’t even have a driver’s license, though Jennifer found that a bit hard 

to believe. Even so, he’d had three accidents already, and it was only the third 

month of school. Jennifer sat down near the window and Sally sat down next to 

her as Bruce pulled the bus away from the side of their drive. He was wearing 

his black leather belt, the one with the studs -- a bad sign. Sally was already 

gripping the side of the seat in front of her when they hit the first pothole. The 

kids in the back called it pothole-surfing. Jennifer heard them shout as they took 

air. 

 “One of these days,” Sally said through gritted teeth, “We’re going to roll 

and the authorities will find us all plastered up against the window, with our 

faces like this. . .” She grimaced madly, like someone caught in a wind tunnel. 

Jennifer smiled. From where they sat she could see the speedometer of the bus 

creep up past eighty.  

 At the market they stopped for the second load of kids. Sally’s friend Nan 

got on the bus there, snagging one of the few empty seats by virtue of her 

maturity. Later in the ride the last kids on would be pressed up against the door 

and on hot days, Bruce opened the door and let the most daring of the boys hang 

out the door of the moving bus. Jennifer was sure that Bruce’s father-in-law 

wouldn’t approve.  



 

 

 “Crap day, isn’t it?” Nan said, settling in with her back to the hooligans 

lining up by the door. Nan was tall and blond, big hipped and with very big 

breasts. She was always complaining to Sally about the size of her breasts, but 

Jennifer thought that Nan was secretly proud of them. She wore great pointed 

bras, like women in the fifties, and extremely low-cut shirts. Nan was wearing 

orange today, her favorite color, and her breasts looked absolutely swollen. 

 “Sally,” she said, whispering in that voice people use when they want to 

be heard. “Bruce was positively staring at my chest when I got on. I swear. He’s 

so perverted.” 

 “I know,” Sally said, pulling away from Jennifer and leaning closer to 

Nan. “He’s wearing the belt. You know what that means.” 

 “He thinks he’s such a man,” Nan said, and then glanced at Jennifer. It 

was her cue, and Jennifer knew it well by now. She stopped obviously listening 

and stared out the window at the passing bush. Nan resumed. “I talked to Fergal 

yesterday, and she was telling me that there was a rumor going around that 

Bruce was infertile. . .” Fergal was another of Sally’s friends. Jennifer had once 

asked if that was her real name and been informed that she had taken on the 

name of her favorite singer, Fergal Sharkey. Jennifer had no idea who Fergal 

Sharkey was, but she did think that Fergal was an incredibly stupid name for a 

girl whose real name was Charlotte. “. . .and sure enough, the next day he 

brought his baby on the bus, do you remember? He strapped her car seat to the 

front seat here.” Jennifer remembered well. She had thought it was rather sweet 

that Bruce was baby-sitting. Though at one point they did have to stop the bus so 

Bruce could retrieve the baby’s bottle, which she had tossed out the window. He 



 

 

had brought it back to her, wiping the grass from the nipple and smiling 

sheepishly, as if to say, don’t think I’ll tell my wife about this one, eh? 

 At school she followed Nan and Sally to class, Mr. Zeus’ drama class. She 

hated the class, though she had taken it for fun. Fortunately Lois was there, and 

that made it bearable. At least they could hate it together. And they could hate 

Sally and Nan, their heads pressed tight together and Nan flirting with Mr. Zeus. 

The door was still locked when they got there and the other drama students 

pressed tight around the portable, pulling coats and jumpers around their 

shoulders. Lois wasn’t there yet, so Jennifer stood by herself at the edge of the 

crowd of kids. The sky to the west threatened rain, grey clouds drifting over the 

pasture, speckling the hills with shadow.  

 Mr. Zeus arrived at last. He was a tall, thin man with deeply tanned and 

lined skin and hair that rose wildly around his head. Unaccountably, he 

reminded Jennifer of a man just waking from a nightmare. He always seemed a 

bit dazed. 

 “G’day class,” he said, to Nan. 

 “G’day, Mr. Zeus,” the others said, vaguely. 

 “G’day, Michael,” Nan said and Mr. Zeus blushed. 

 Oh for heavens sake, Jennifer thought. He could be fifteen too. 

 “Michael?” Sally said to Nan as they mounted the steps to the portable.  

 “I found it out on the attendance register. Mr. Michael Achilles Zeus.” 

 Jennifer found her spot on the carpet and removed her shoes, because Mr. 

Zeus always asked them to. “I like everyone to feel completely natural in my 

class,” he’d said the first day, and Jennifer had known then and there that she’d 



 

 

made a mistake. She hated having to feel natural. As if it came from taking off 

your shoes. 

 At the last possible moment Lois arrived and sat down next to Jennifer. 

She was wearing her hair up, which meant straight up off of the top of her head. 

Lois had questionable hair, but at least it wasn’t blue anymore. Jennifer put it all 

down to being English. “I wonder what we’ll do today,” Lois said, removing her 

coat and rolling it into a tight ball beside her. 

 “Something dramatic, most likely,” Jennifer said, smiling at her. 

 “Oh no,” Lois said, smiling back. “I always hate that.” 

 They sat for a moment in companionable silence and watched Nan talk to 

Mr. Michael Achilles Zeus in front of them. 

 “Orange is my favorite color,” she was saying to him, bending over to 

unlace her shoes, rather than sitting down. Mr. Zeus was looking right at her 

cleavage, which was what Jennifer presumed she wanted anyway. “It’s so 

original and glorious, don’t you think?” 

 “You look well in it,” Mr. Zeus said and looked down at Nan’s feet. He 

was fiddling with one of his sandals. Mr. Zeus always wore Swiss sandals and 

big, woolly socks. And purple. He was the only man Jennifer had ever seen who 

wore purple.  “Doesn’t she look well in orange, Sally?” 

 Sally nodded gamely. 

 “Do you really think so?” Nan asked, turning slightly on one now-bare 

heel. She wasn’t wearing socks, which Jennifer thought daring around an object 

of one’s affection. 

 “Well, I mean, from a dramatist’s point of view, it reminds me of all the 

strong women of theater,” Mr. Zeus said. “Cassandra, Media. . .”  



 

 

 Jennifer thought it was wise he left off there. 

 “She’s shameless, is that Nan,” said Lois, taking off her shoes. “I can’t 

stand her, always showing off her chest, like tits the size of udders are something 

to be proud of.” 

 “I know,” Jennifer said, “totally shameless.” 

 “So how are things in America?” Lois asked. She always asked. “What 

town is it again?” She always forgot as well. It was part of Lois’s charm, to forget 

the big things, but always to remember the little ones. 

 “Seattle,” Jennifer said. “West coast, remember.” 

 “Oh right. Sorry. By Canada.” 

 Jennifer nodded. She knew her too well to think that Lois actually knew 

where Seattle was. For a while she had tried saying “Lubick, Texas,” and Lois’d 

said “Oh right, by Canada.” 

 “Things are fine. My mother’s got a new cat,” Jennifer said. 

 “Another?” Lois asked. “How many is that now, eleven?” 

 “Four,” Jennifer said. “Plus the dogs.” 

 “Class,” Mr. Zeus said, his Media sitting by his feet, “are we ready for 

warm-ups?” 

 The class let out a collective groan. 

 “No, no,” Mr. Zeus said quickly, “you’ll like this one.” 

 The class waited in suspicious silence. 

 “Come sit in a circle. This is an exciting one, I promise. It will get you out 

of your linear minds and into a state of pure creative ecstasy.” 



 

 

 The boys made noises of interest. Jennifer sat down Indian-style at the far 

edge of the circle from Nan and Sally and Mr. Zeus. Lois sat next to her and 

picked reflectively at her socks. 

 “Now,” Mr. Zeus said, “I’m going to look at the person sitting on my right 

and describe them as. . . a drink, ok? Or maybe an animal. No, I think a drink 

first, then an animal . . . then each of you will do the same thing to the person 

sitting on your right. Just the drink first, then we’ll do the animal. You’ll see what 

I mean. Now, to my right, we have. . . Nan Edwards.” 

 Jennifer glanced at Lois, who was rolling her eyes. Lois was on Jennifer’s 

left, which meant she would be Lois’s object of description. She looked to her 

right. A boy with enormous acne pimples smiled warily at her. Oh dear, she 

thought. 

 “Nan is like. . .” Mr. Zeus smiled, “Ouzo, my favorite Greek liquor, 

because it hits you in the belly with its fire, and so does she.” 

 Jennifer allowed herself to fall gently backwards, tilting her folded legs 

upward and staring at the grey paste-board ceiling. Hardly inspiring, she 

thought. She couldn’t wait till they reversed directions, which she was sure was 

an inevitable part of this game, and Nan got to describe Mr. Zeus as an animal. . . 

what would she say? A tiger? He reminded Jennifer a bit of a bristly hedgehog. 

Better yet, they should describe each other as vegetables. Yes, she liked that idea. 

She fancied herself as a nice sweet potato. . . or. . . But it was Lois’s turn, she 

could tell because someone was whispering that she was asleep. Jennifer sat up. 

 “Jennifer?” Mr. Zeus said, “Are you all right?” 

 “Yes, Mr. Zeus,” she said, smiling. “I was just feeling sick for a moment.” 

 “Go ahead then, Lois.” 



 

 

 Lois paused and looked carefully at Jennifer. Lois liked to go for effect. 

 “Jennifer is like a bottle of champagne,” she said at last, “because she 

looks quite calm and still, but if you open her up a bit she bubbles up all over 

everything.” 

 Mr. Zeus beamed and Jennifer relaxed. “How nice,” he said. “How nice. 

Now Jennifer, it’s your turn.” 

 What could she say about that boy? He’s like a nice lager because he’s got 

a great head on him? She giggled.  

 “He’s like. . . he’s like a can of cola, because he’s so bright and cheerful.” 

 It could apply to anyone, she hoped. He smiled at her and when he turned 

to do the person next to him she could hear that he had a stutter as well. She was 

glad she had refrained from the lager remark. She had just gained heavenly 

points, as her mother would have said. She pictured St. Peter licking his finger 

and chalking one up for her in the air. 

 When the game had finished, and Jennifer had been disappointed that 

Nan had described Mr. Zeus as like “a little puppy dog,” they were informed by 

the puppy that they were going to play a game of trust. Jennifer sighed. These 

were the worst. Always involving falling or being led around and bumping into 

things. She remembered the last time, when Sally had led her blindfolded 

straight into a pole. “Oh no,” she’d said. “Guess I’m just not trustworthy.” 

 “Now everyone, listen. Nan, why don’t you go and stand up on top of 

that group of flats.” 

 Nan looked a bit frightened. “All the way up there?” 

 “Now, Nan, I have to have a volunteer.” 

 She frowned. “All right.” 



 

 

 No more Michaels for you, Jennifer thought gleefully. 

 When Nan had finally reached the top and was standing at head-height 

off the floor, Mr. Zeus assembled eight of them, Jennifer included, below her bare 

feet. They lined up and laced their hands with the people opposite, forming a 

human blanket for her to fall into.   

 “Now, Nan,” Mr. Zeus said. “Put your arms at your side and just let 

yourself fall.” 

 “Are you out of your mind?” Media said. “I’ll be killed.” 

 “Come on now,” Mr. Zeus looked around a bit nervously. “Don’t you 

trust us?” 

 “Besides,” Lois called from the sidelines, “people hardly ever die from a 

five-foot fall.” 

 “Hush, Lois,” Mr. Zeus said reprovingly. “Now, no one let go of their 

partners’ hands. We all know what happens when there’s a weak link in a chain. 

. .” 

 Nan sighed a martyr’s sigh, turned and let herself fall. Jennifer was 

relieved that she wasn’t falling breasts-first, which could have been painful for 

them both. She was surprised at how light Nan’s body was when it hit them. 

They set her down gently and Mr. Zeus looked apprehensively to Nan. 

 “It was wonderful,” she gushed. “Just beautiful. Like. . . flying.” 

 “Ah,” he clapped his hands together. “I am forgiven.” She smiled prettily. 

“Now,” he said. “Who’s next. Jennifer? Our little champagne bottle?”  

 Jennifer was glad he hadn’t referred to her animal. After she had gone to 

the trouble of sparing the spotty boy, he had said she was like a hamster. Lois 

had spent the rest of the game giving her weird looks and wiggling her nose in a 



 

 

distinctly rodent-like way. Horrible. She nodded. None of this fuss about death. 

She climbed the flats like stairs and looked down at her saviors. Sally looked up 

and for just a moment, Jennifer thought she saw Sally let go of the other’s hands, 

but perhaps she’d just imagined it. Nan was holding Mr. Zeus with one hand 

and Sally with the other. Lois was at the end, her sturdy arms would cradle 

Jennifer’s head. Jennifer turned her back to them all and shut her eyes. When she 

went she immediately wanted to be back up on the flats. The fall seemed endless. 

She thought she could feel her body slipping through their waiting hands and 

crashing to the floor. But then she felt their arms receive her, and saw Lois 

looking down at her with a grin and felt herself set gently back upright, feet on 

the floor.  

 

*  *  * 

 
 


