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Of course Mum won’t have to look for us at all. A crowd of singing kids
doesn’t go unnoticed.

In the city she has met her second husband, who is a roofing contractor,
but we know she talks to our father in the middle of the night. She made
us promise not to mention him to anyone, since most of the neighbours
already own a copy of his face. Mr. and Mrs. Wallinger next door have
their ceramic version of him on a shelf next to the digital radio and the
DVD player.

“Look, it’s the face of your father”, she whispers to us. It’s good to feel
her smile, but none of us have his Delft blue eyes.

Mrs. Wallinger is offering Mr. Kipling cakes and lemonade, so we make
Mum follow her to the kitchen.
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We will be like superheroes.
We will protect those who carry us from
the brown rain and the useless winds.
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Mum is watching television.
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She did not want to get rid of us, but we are gone.

“Go for it!”, they say, “give us everything you’ve got. We're absolutely
confident that you’ll put up a great show!”

There’s applaus and people cheering.

I guess it’s my turn now.




While we’re here we hunt in packs and play near water. We roost by
day and forage at night. We fly around between meals and hang upside
down to rest. We act like animals because we need the warmth. You’d
be surprised how many animals it takes to gain some security.

We share everything.

To keep from starvation Mum has moved to the city.

Our new winter coat has four credit card slots, roomy compartments
and is machine washable. At the end of our road there is a big parking
lot with caravans and strollers that she will use one day soon.

We will follow her everywhere. And if for some reason she’s not home
when we get back from school, we will become a search party of eight.
Some of us will dance and sing while searching the streets and the
neighbours’ gardens. Some will run around in circles.
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Doing something together is never as
much fun as it seems. Somehow all our
gatherings always end with at least one
sister crying. Soon the ancient Mrs.
Wallinger sticks her head over the wall
and suggests we climb over for some
lemonade. We share everything, of course.

I wonder what it would be like to do
the things my sister does, but do them
without her.

“Simply connect this pad to a television
and enjoy dancing at home”, a voice says
while Mum is sitting down.







