Someons once told me that all the clues to your
life 1ie in your firet memory.

- d.\.'IL.
Your fears, your strengths. What _ﬁlu'll struggle with...

w.T'hig i mines,



Iamelx yearsold and eltting
in the front esat of my

Datsun, as we drive along the
Florida coast.

It's cold and overcaet, and my father s ewearing to
himeelf. He keepa locking cut the window for some break
in th;&:w.hut the eky ie im=oblile, a rustl ﬂhimrﬂ
of el . My mother is in the back. She's worried about

meaitting up front. I's too young to be up here, in the
passenger ssat, but my father inelote.
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“He's earned some thrilla,
Eathy." eays my father.

I cloes =y eyes and ask for egmething fun to
happen. Hot juet for me, but for =y father, for my
r in the backeeat. I think of the word: “fun.”
It was one of the firet words I learned toepell, and
Iwvigualize the letters now; I aee us clin’nlng thes,
aecending the laddered back of the £, scranbling
across the top, and then eliding down ite canopy
into the awooping cradle of the u and up,
and down the eloping n...

| Iopenmyeyes, but, of courss, §
P nothing has changed.

" et B | My father leetill hunched over the wheel. The eky le atill an _\
g angry brow. My sother loetill nervous and frustrated and
-~ watching the road for us. The trees along this etretch of Florida
b are plain and bare. There wars palm tress by our motel, but thess .
S look just like the tress at homs to me. They re black and wiry and -
- E reaind me of dead tooth nerves, 1ike in piotures I've seen of
b rotten teeth at the dentliet.
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My mother sighse. She's just about -||'| 8y P
to say enocugh of this--wecanall | o

feel it==when suddenly I notice
womething descending fro= the

gray eky. An object blinking
with light.

( I press oy face |

to ay window. /,J

What le 187




It'ssmall, but flashing |
green, and it's falling
toward us.

“Ho=," I aay.

| “Dad. Logk!™
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