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Our farm looks so small from where I’m standing at the edge of the woods. The barn, the main house, the machine shed, and the stabbur look like buildings from someplace I’ve never been. 
	It’s a warm and hazy summer evening, a white mist hovering just above the bone-dry fields. I hear a man’s voice behind me. Rolleiv again. 
	“Kid!” he shouts. 
	As usual, he doesn’t use my name, he just shouts, “Kid!” 
	Rolleiv comes toward me. He’s bringing his cows in from pasture up in the woods. The animals sway slowly from side to side down the cattle path, stopping a few times to lean against the trunks of the pines, rubbing their backs and rumps against the rough bark. Their hides are itchier than usual in the quivering summer heat. 
“Wanna help me bring the animals in?” he asks. 
I don’t reply, but I amble behind him just like I’ve done so many times before. He gives me a stick I can use to hit the cows so they stay on the path and don’t wander off into the bushes. 
Rolleiv has enormous wet spots on his shirt, under his arms and down his back. He smells like cow, sweat, and man. His shorts are cut-off jeans with loose threads hanging down from the bottoms. The sun shines through the grey hairs that cover his thighs. He seems out of breath, but he still sings the song he usually does, the one about Håvard Hedde: The name’s Håvard Hedde, I’ve been a good man all my days… 
I follow Rolleiv into the cowshed, where he ties the cows up in their stalls one by one. Then he cleans their teats with a wet rag, sits down on a stool, and starts milking. 
He moves the stool from one cow to the next. I sit on a smaller stool and watch. You need to have experienced hands to milk, I think. Hands like his, rough and rugged. 
The flies swarm around the cow’s backside and above Rolleiv’s wavy gray hair. He scratches his head with his broad hand, chuckles, and says there probably aren’t as many flies on our farm. 
“Oh, sure,” I reply. “There are tons of flies at Buvin too.” 
“Yeah?” Rolleiv says. “But your folks pay to spray for them, eh?” 
“Can’t afford it anymore,” I say, but I don’t know why I do. It isn’t true, or at least not completely true. 
“Baloney,” Rolleiv says. “You got loads of money at Buvin!” 
	Rolleiv sits on his stool, milking the smallest and scrawniest cow in the herd. She doesn’t produce much. 
	“Can’t you trickle some goddamn milk out of those shrivelled up teats of yours?” Rolleiv says and spits on the concrete floor. 
	I lean against the frame of the barn door. It’s been painted white, but you can barely see the white color beneath all the cow shit and dead flies. I stare at the strange patterns left by the flies’ wings flattened against the wood. The patterns look like angels’ wings. 
	Sometimes, when I’m all alone and squeeze my eyes shut so no light gets in, I’m sure that I have wings and not human arms. But as soon as I open my eyes, I realize it’s probably just the sun sparkling through my eyelids that makes me think these kinds of thoughts, because I have arms just like a regular boy. 

A scraggy cat darts through my legs, heading for the milk pail next to Rolleiv. She stands up on her hind legs and peers down into the pail, but it’s too tall for her to be able to slurp up any milk. Rolleiv gets a dirty bowl and pours some milk into it. 
	“There ya go, you mangy little beast!” he says with a grin. 
	I stand in the bright light of the doorway for a long time, just watching Rolleiv working. 
	“Should we go for a swim?” he asks once he’s done with the milking. 
	It doesn’t seem like he expects an answer because he just gives my shoulders a little nudge and pushes me forward so I don’t really have any choice but to go with him. 
	He grabs two bath towels from the clothesline, and we take the path through the woods to the lake. It’s called Lake Vaderud, but Rolleiv has his own name for it: Serenity. 
	It sounds strange, like something a poet or a priest might’ve written or said. 

We go Serenity on sunny days. And we always go after the work’s done, never before. 
“You have to earn a swim in such a splendid lake!” Rolleiv says, smiling. “Swimming in Serenity isn’t for no lazybones!” He laughs and nudges me in the ribs. 
I understand that the nudge means I’m not a lazybones, since I have been helping him in the barn for a solid hour after all. 
“You’re good at helping me get my work done, kid!” he says. 
I like hearing him say that, even though I haven’t really done anything besides stand there and watch, or sometimes get a shovel or a broom when he asks for it. 

There isn’t anybody else at Serenity, just a few seagulls tearing through the sky with their screeches and outstretched wings. They disappear into the horizon after a while, and then it’s dead quiet by the water’s edge. 
	It’s the end of May, and we’ve already gone swimming three or four times. It’s been hot for a few weeks now, but there’s a cooler breeze in the afternoon. Sunlight flickers through the birch leaves, making the shadows dance over our bare feet.
	Rolleiv’s toenails are black and blue and his heels are a brownish-yellow. It looks like cow shit has gotten embedded in them. His feet are nice, though, they have a shape that might’ve suited a townie and not a farmer, I think, and I don’t know why. 

“Whatcha thinking bout?” Rolleiv asks once we’ve sat down on our towels on the moss-covered stones. “It always seems like you’re thinking about something real serious, kid.” 
	He puts his broad hand on my neck. It’s warm, and he lets it rest there for a long time. 
	“I’m thinking about if there’s a summer that never ends.” 
	Rolleiv gives me a strange look. 
	“Psh, why?!” 
	I feel hurt by the way he responds. I thought what I’d said had sounded nice. 
	“You’re such a dreamer, kid. That’s gonna get you into all kinds of trouble in this here life. Can you promise me you’ll quit it with all that dreaming?” 
	Rolleiv gives me a stern look, but I don’t say anything. He can be so harsh sometimes, like the blackest night lives in his eyes. But that blackness disappears after just a few seconds, and a light that’s somehow almost mild replaces it. I don’t know of any eyes that can change between light and dark as quickly as Rolleiv’s. 

“Should we dive in, kid?” Rolleiv shouts from the water’s edge. 
	I jolt, like I’ve been asleep.
	“Yeah,” I mumble, but I don’t think I’ll be getting anywhere near that water. 
	It’s so dark and perfectly still. I don’t think that water wants to be swum in. It’s like a beast or a nøkk lives in it, or maybe death itself. 
	Rolleiv pulls off his jean shorts. He has light blue swim trunks on underneath. He says he’s been thinking about swimming all day, and that sometimes it’s real tiring to be a farmer.
	“It’ll be nice to take a little dip after a long day in that god-awful barn!” he says. 
	I’m just wearing some jogging shorts and can swim in those if I want, but then I’ll have to walk around all wet afterward. 
	I pick at the rough bark of a sun-warmed pine. Rolleiv is already in the water, hooting and hollering. It’s like every ray of sunlight goes out, and I sink down into the ground. The tree trunks, the lake, and the mountains circle round and round my field of vision until I’m dizzy.
	I can hear Rolleiv’s swim strokes through the daze, calm and steady. He’s found his own rhythm, he is breathing, panting, and making sounds in the water. 
	Ants crawl all over the ground around me. Now I can feel them inside my shorts, pinching at my balls and buttcheeks. 
	I just sit there and let the ants bite me. They can go ahead and help themselves to my flesh. I don’t mind, it’s not my flesh anyway. I am an angel who isn’t allowed to live amongst other angels, because there is something inside me so dark and sinful it can’t bear to be seen by God, and not by any humans either. 
	Little by little, the dark specks disappear from my eyes, and I can see everything around me clearly again. Rolleiv keeps swimming further into the lake, and a heron, flying low over the treetops, screeches and screeches in its herony way. It must have spotted some prey, and it flies in circles above us. 

It takes Rolleiv forever to get out of the water. When he’s finally on land, he puts his cold hand on my forehead and shoves me backwards so I almost fall over. 
	He doesn’t say anything about me not getting in, that I’m a chicken or that it’s rude to ditch your swimming buddy. He just says, “Come on, boy!”, steps into his shoes, and starts heading down the trail back toward the village. It’s like he hasn’t realized I’ve gotten bigger than last summer, and the summer before that. 
	Rolleiv has his shorts crumpled in his hand and doesn’t wear anything besides his wet swim trunks on the walk home. I potter along the cattle paths behind him, staring at the muscles on his hairy thighs, how they bulge when he steps over the roots and stones. He has a mole on one leg that looks like a mushroom. 
	I think I would’ve much rather been a cow farmer’s son than a pig farmer’s son. I’m not going to inherit the farm at Buvin, I’m the spare. I’ll never take over like Egil, my older brother. I’m the secondborn who just tags along. 
	Rolleiv doesn’t care that I won’t take over Buvin. He doesn’t have any sons or daughters. He just has his wife, Liv, and his cows, the woods, the fields. Maybe that’s why he’s always shouting for me, because he wishes he had a son? 
	The only thing I know is how nice it is to be in that cow smell, and wherever Rolleiv is, it always smells like cow. 

The light over the fields has taken on a deep golden color when we get back to Liv and Rolleiv’s farm. It’s called Håvin and is right next to ours. 
	Håvin and Buvin, Buvin and Håvin. 
	It’s awfully hot and dry, but now, in the evening, the calves can cool off in the shade of the trees. 
	In the farmyard, I can hear the crackling of the scorching hot tiles on the barn roof. A cat resting out front is meowing and purring as it licks its paws. Liv is bent over one of the flower beds in the middle of the yard, weeding. She straightens up when she sees us, her hands filled with dandelions and other weeds, and tells us to go in and eat. She just baked fresh bread and made cauliflower soup for us. 
	We take off our shoes on the porch, then sit down by the red-and-white-flowered tablecloth in the kitchen. Liv sets both handmade flatbread and freshly baked wheatbread in front of us. She brings out a big jug of juice, too. 
	I say that her cauliflower soup is really good. Then she asks if my mom doesn’t make good soup, too. 
	“She does,” I say. “ But she doesn’t make black currant juice, and I guess her cauliflower soup isn’t as good as yours, either.” 
	Liv laughs. She glances up at Rolleiv and playfully pokes his arm. 
	“Hear what he said?” 
	Then she seems to get so serious all of a sudden, and small wrinkles form around her mouth. 
	“Åse’s always been a good cook,” Liv says quietly. 
	She gets up and goes over to the kitchen counter, then turns to us and says, “She just needs a little rest, then everything’ll be okay again.” 
	Rolleiv looks down at his soup with that dark gaze of his as he scoops spoonful after spoonful into his mouth. He listens and eats. He keeps silent in a way that makes everyone around him have to keep silent, too. 
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The air is warm, and the trees and bushes have gone green in just a few weeks. It’s like summer got a head start and decided to skip right over spring. 
	I carefully put my hand on the doorknob. It isn’t locked, and I can go right in. It’s pitch black in the hallway. I can hear the sound of the radio in the kitchen, the one that’s always on. Voices chatter as a new song starts playing, the host talks about the song. He says it’s about a couple that’s splitting up but still love each other. 
	Ma is lying on the couch in the living room, asleep in the bright sunlight, a red woolen blanket draped over her. Dust floats in the room, and light passes through the blanket's loose woolen threads. Kora is lying behind Ma’s back with her tail curled around her hind legs. Her shiny black coat gleams. Her ears prick up when I come in, but she doesn’t get up to greet me like she would’ve less than a year ago. She’s an old dog with calcifications in her legs, and she’ll be dead soon. We just don’t know when. 
	I go over to Ma and carefully touch her temples. Her eyes flicker open. Tears slide silently down her cheeks. 
	“Snorre,” she whispers. “How nice that you’re here.” 
	I don’t know if she’s trying to smile or if she’s really smiling. 
	“Could you be a dear and comb my hair?” 
	“With the purple comb with soft teeth, or with the small steel one?” I ask. 
	“The soft purple one, please.” 
	I go into the bathroom and get the comb. Then I start combing her hair. She sighs because she loves when I comb her hair, especially when I do it so hard she can feel the teeth of the comb against her scalp. It’s like heaven! she says. 
	Ma’s hair is brown with red flames in it. It’s straight and soft, so she gets a perm to make it curly. Her scalp is grey with dark spots at the roots, and there’s a lot of dandruff. I can comb her hair for a long time. Sometimes she falls asleep, and then I take a break from combing. 
	I lie down behind her warm back next to Kora and wrap my arms around her, as far as they can reach, because Ma is a big woman, almost a little chubby. When she wakes up, I keep combing her hair like I never stopped. I keep on combing until Pa comes in from the pigsty. 
	He smiles without really being happy when he sees me sitting there with the comb. 
	“Combing your ma’s hair, are ya?” he says. 
	On days like this, when Ma just lies on the couch and dozes off, it’s like he can’t take anymore. He doesn’t speak to her, he just finds something to do outside instead. He stacks firewood up at The Knoll and works til late at night. Every fall, he sells wood to people in the village or in town.  
Pa is only in the kitchen for a bit to make a couple of sandwiches before he heads back out. The stench of the pigsty lingers in the air after he leaves, and it takes a while before it fades away. 
I sit there, feeling Ma’s hair. It smolders in my hands. Her hair makes me think of scorched grass, like how it smells every spring when we burn the last year’s yellow grass along the river’s edge. 
The straws of ash crumble in my hands. That’s how Ma’s hair feels right now: dead, made of ash. 
“I think I’m done combing your hair now, Ma,” I say. 
“That’s alright. You did good.” 
She doesn’t seem as tired now and wants to get up from the couch. She tries, but then she falls back onto the pillow. 
“I just need to lie down a little longer,” she says. “Maybe you can take Kora out for a walk.” 
As I shut the living room door, I can hear her sobbing. 
I’ve never heard Ma sob this way before, and I go back and look at her through a crack in the door. She’s pressing her head into the pillow to muffle the noise, but it just makes it worse, and soon she sounds like a sick cow bellowing in its stall. 
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I wake up with a jolt in the middle of the night to thudding and a crash down in the kitchen beneath my bedroom. It almost sounded like the toaster or something heavy had fallen onto the floor. Pa’s voice is loud, and he’s screaming at Ma. 
	I open the bedroom door and creep over to the stairs. From one of the top steps, I can see down and into the half-open kitchen door. It’s dark in the hallway, only the lamp above the kitchen table sheds any light. 
	Pa is holding a white pill bottle in his hand, tightening his grip so Ma can’t get hold of it. She tries to open his fist, but can’t manage. Eventually, she lunges and bites his fingers to try to get him to let go. 
	“You fucking bitch! You fucking bitch!” he screams. 
	He shoves her away with his elbow, and she falls to the floor with a thud. I can clearly see there’s blood on his hand, and the blood runs down his blue-white skin. He rushes to find some paper towels that he wraps around his hand, and he puts pressure on it with the other. 
	Then it gets dead silent down in the kitchen. Neither of them says anything. Pa finally says he didn’t mean to call her a fucking bitch. “It just hurt so bad when you bit me. Now I’m putting your pills up here on the top shelf and you’re not gonna touch them for a long, long time! Can you promise me that, Åse?” 
	He sounds angry, on the verge of desperate. 
	“You fucking bastard!” Ma shouts back. 
She gets up from the floor, stands in front of him, and slaps him hard across the face. The sound echoes through the walls. Pa goes over to the door and leans his head against the frame. He stands completely still for a long time, but then he starts slamming his fist into the woodwork. 
He hammers and slugs away at the doorframe with his knuckles. Then, his voice breaking, he says that she’s not allowed to take those pills anymore. 
“You’re done with them,” he says. “Think of your sons, think of me! I’m gonna talk to Doctor Arntsen. He’s prescribing you way too much.” 
“Arntsen has to keep everything confidential!” Ma protests. “You won’t get a thing out of him, you son of a bitch!” 
She sinks back down to the floor. I see her bare knees sticking out from beneath her pink-flowered nightgown. They look red and tender. I know what it’s like to sit with my bare knees against that flooring. 
Ma starts to cry, silently at first, then she’s sobbing so hard her whole body shakes. It makes me think of a cow bellowing in its stall again, an old cow, one that’s lonely and confused. 
I try to hold my breath and stand up as carefully as I possibly can. I don’t think I make any noise, and my bedroom door doesn’t creak either. I leave it slightly ajar. 
Back in my room, I get under the covers and pull them tight around me as I stare up at the ceiling and listen to my mother and father’s voices downstairs. They shift between being loud and harsh, and quiet, almost mumbling. 
Ma shouts at the top of her lungs:
“Asshole! You fucking asshole!” 
I hear more thuds and kicks against the wall down in the kitchen. 
I know Ma is throwing a fit, and Pa is probably just standing there watching. That’s how it normally is. 
“Oh, Åse, my Åse,” Pa says, opens the kitchen door, and steps out into the hallway. 
There is so much grief in his voice that you’d think someone had died. 

I eat breakfast in the kitchen with Pa and Egil the next morning. I’m nervous, terrified they can see on my face that I was sitting on the stairs last night and heard everything. I dip my fingers into my glass of milk. Pa doesn’t say anything at first, but then he fixes his eyes on me and gets all riled up.
	“Snorre, what’re you doing that for?! Cut it out!” 
	He stands up and shoves the breakfast table into my stomach, tipping the glass over. The edge of the table hits the lower ribs where my ribcage starts. 
	For a couple of seconds, his eyes look like they belong to the Devil himself, but it doesn’t last long. They soften after a moment, and he pulls the table back toward him so I can catch my breath. Then he sinks down onto the wicker chair as he looks at me with a plea for forgiveness in his eyes. 
	“Don’t look so down,” he says. “There’s enough grief in this house.” 
	Egil looks like he’s enjoying every bit of this, a smirk on his face. 
	“Is it really that hard for you to keep a glass of milk from tipping over?” he snickers, then dips his hand in the spilled milk on the table and rubs it in my hair. It makes me smell all musty. 
	“Egil, quit it! You two have gotta be nice to each other!” 
	He seems fed up as he stands up and says he thought he’d drive me to school today. 
	“You shouldn’t have to walk all that way on a day like this.” 
	Egil goes to the middle school over in the town center and takes the bus, so it’ll just be me and Pa. 
	He doesn’t drive me to school all that often, maybe just a couple of times a year. 
	The grain is burning in the ground, Pa says. The grain is burning in the ground, and it’s not gonna sprout. 
	He’s said that almost every day lately, a devastated look on his face. 
	Before he starts the car and tells me to hop in the front seat, he stands outside the garage for a long time, looking out over the fields. He takes a handkerchief out of his pocket and dries the sweat off his brow, shaking his head. 

Evlyn is the first person I see when Pa drops me off. She’s sitting in the sandbox by the entrance to the school. Evlyn is from a farm called Hov, where all the buildings are dilapidated and grey. Her hair is long and red and reaches all the way down to her butt, and she runs over as soon as she catches sight of me. 
	We just say a quick hi before I jog after her to the corner of the blacktop, where there’s a pile of chalk. Evlyn draws a hopscotch with ten boxes. I hop on one leg behind her as I stare at her thin neck that comes into view every time her hair swings from one side to the other. When the sun shines on her neck, my eyes don’t want to look away. 
	Evlyn’s face looks transparent. Is it because she collects angels — cuts them out and pastes them in an album — that she sometimes looks like an angel herself? Those are the kinds of thoughts I get, and I don’t even know if they’re really thoughts or if they’re just some kind of muddle up in my head that calms me down. Just like how thinking about God calms me at night, at least for a little while. If I’m lucky, the feeling lasts until I fall asleep, and for a while after that, too. 
	Evlyn’s face is covered in freckles of all sizes. When she smiles or laughs, the space between the freckles changes. I like watching it happen. Her red hair is thick and unruly and shines in the sun. 
	Almost everything about Evlyn is red. She’s the only girl in our class, and there’s just six of us in the seventh grade, and twenty-one students in the whole school. That’s how it is to go to a rural school where everyone knows everything about everyone and it’s impossible to hide. 

Roger teaches us for the first lesson of the day. He’s both our teacher and the principal. He always smells like ladies’ perfume, which is weird. I can smell it when I raise my hand to get help and he leans over me from behind. 
	The perfume smells like lilacs right before they go bad, you know that kind of smell. I’ve also noticed there’s something girlish in the way he moves, plus his voice is kind of high-pitched. 
	He’s not like that every day, though. Last week, he seemed more like a real man, but today he’s almost a little crazy, prancing back and forth in front of the blackboard with the chalk between his fingers. I think: Please don’t let me be as fruity as him when I grow up. Please let me grow out of it in a few years! 

I sit between Evlyn and Thorvald. 
	Thorvald is from Tuv, the second biggest farm in the village. Second biggest after Buvin. That’s the kind of thing I know as sure as it’s Monday, Tuesday, or Sunday, fall break, Christmas, or Easter. 
	It’s important to come from a good farm, or you aren’t anything in this life. 
	Principal Roger is droning on about some grammar rules I already know. I look at Evlyn, and I look at Thorvald. Thorvald’s hand is resting close to mine on the left, Evlyn’s on the right. Their suntanned hands glow up at my eyes from opposite sides. It’s like their hands have gotten more beautiful every day. 
	I feel safe with Evlyn because I know her well. I’ve been over at her house a lot, and I know her parents, too. I pretty much only know Thorvald from school. He’s sturdy and strong and has a calmness in his face. I think it might have something to do with his parents being religious, or ruh-lih-jiss, like people say around these parts. 
	If I want to talk with Thorvald, I let him start the conversation. He doesn’t want to talk to me today, it seems, but he glances at me sideways sometimes and smiles. I think I smile back, but I’m not sure if my smile shows. There’s an art to keeping your smile secret, or just secret enough. 
	School is the only place I can get any peace, at least during class. It can be worse during recess, but today I don’t join in with the others. I mostly just hang out with Evlyn. 
	It’s nice sitting at my desk, leaning toward her, smelling her scent, a scent that’s always different, but still the same. 
	Today, Evlyn smells like Pine-Sol and strawberry jam. Last week, she smelled like bark and wood after she chopped firewood with her dad. She smells like everything she does when she’s not at school, because Evlyn is from Hov and there’s always work that needs doing at Hov. 
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“Wanna braid my hair?” Evlyn asks when we get back to her place after school. 
	Her eyes are bright with excitement. 
	“Yeah, maybe,” I say meekly, but I think I might not really want to. The blush spreads from deep down in my soul when Evlyn asks me that sort of thing. 
	It’s like she forgets I’m a boy, but before I know it, we’re in her room. 
	I divide her hair into three even sections between my fingers, then I start braiding. I guess I have a knack for this without even having really done it before, apart from all the times I’ve combed my mother’s hair. 
	When I’ve finished braiding, we go over to the mirror she has over her desk. I sit down behind her as our eyes meet in the reflection. 
	“You know what?” Evlyn says with a snicker. 
	“No,” I say. 
	“Sometimes you kinda look like a girl.” 
	“Psht!” I say. 
	I can feel my face getting red again. Before I manage to think a single thought that can make this stupid blushing stop, my face is burning hot, and so are my earlobes. 
	“BS! I’m totally normal!” I say, hearing my voice shake. 
	“Maybe not totally normal, though, more like, a girly boy or something,” Evlyn says. 
	“I have to go,” I say, standing up. 
	“Just like that?” 
	“Yeah,” I say. “I have to take Kora on a walk. My mom is sick.” 
	“I didn’t mean it in a bad way. You’re super boyish too! You’re like, everything at once, I guess.” 
She doesn’t look at me when she says that, just stares down at her summer sandals. 
She’s actually talking to her feet, I think. That’s how ashamed she is about what she said. 
“I mean, you run faster than anyone in the whole school. Faster than a lot of the boys in middle school, too!” 
She’s right. I can run crazy fast. It’s in my blood. Pa can run fast too, and so can my brother, Egil. Both of them have won tons of races. But I don’t want to do any races. I’d rather run alone, deep into the woods where the light just floods over me and my sweaty, naked body. 
Evlyn looks a little worried, or maybe she’s ashamed. She doesn’t want me to leave so suddenly. 
“You need to learn how to handle a girl like me!” 
I nod. 
“Can I at least get a hug before you go?” she asks, cocking her head at me from the doorway. 
I don’t respond, knowing that I’m torturing her. I think I might even be enjoying it. 
“Answer me, Snorre!” she shouts, stomping her foot. 
“No hug for you today,” I say and go down the stairs to the first floor, out the front door, and toward the yard, where her dad has all kinds of junk lying around. Trash bags filled with bits of plastic and chunks of wood with rusty nails, empty cans of gas that the wind has knocked over and toys no one uses anymore. There’s a rusty old tractor in the middle of it all, and behind that, a barn that looks like it’s going to collapse at any second. 
That’s how things are at Hov. 
At Buvin, where I’m from, everything is in the right place: the tractor in the freshly painted machine shed, the car behind the shiny white garage door. The trash cans are tied to the trees so nothing blows over. There are curbstones along the lawn up the driveway, and sometimes Pa will squat outside for hours, trimming what seems like every blade of grass. 
Inside the house, Ma lies there and sleeps all day with her hair that crackles in the sun. She’s been sleeping for weeks, hasn’t she, or did I dream it? 
No, it really has been weeks. When I sneak over to her and touch her hair, I sometimes get a little shock in my hand. That’s how sensitive her hair is to the light and the warm air. 
Her cheeks look dead and her eyelids are completely blue. It almost seems like she’s an old person, an old person who doesn’t have much time left. It scares the hell out of me and I run away, out into the woods or up to my room. 
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