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 Her house was two miles from mine, behind a little ten-store shopping 
center. Archie had told me where. I walked. I didn't want to ride. I wanted to 
be slow about it. I wanted to feel myself getting closer step by step, feel the 
tension rising like fizz in a soda bottle. 
I did not know what I would do if I saw her. I knew only that I was nervous, 
afraid. I was more comfortable with her as history than as person. Suddenly, 
intensely, I wanted to know everything about her. I wanted to see her baby 
pictures. I wanted to watch her eating breakfast, wrapping a gift, sleeping.  
 She lived on Palo Verde. For a person so different, her house was 
surprisingly ordinary, at least by Arizona standards. Single story. Pale adobe. 
Clay-red pipetile roof. Not a blade of grass in the small front yard, but rather 
barrel and prickly pear cacti and clusters of stones. 
 It was dark, as I had intended, when I got there. I walked up and down 
the other side of the street. It occurred to me 
I might be mistaken for a prowler, so I walked around the block. I stopped 
into Roma Delite for a slice of pizza. Gulped down only half of it, hurried back 
out, couldn't relax when her house was not in sight. Couldn't relax when it 
was. 
 At first it was enough just to see the house. Then I began to wonder if 
she was inside. I wondered what she could be doing. Light came from every 
window I could see. There was a car in the driveway. The longer I hung 
around, the closer I wanted to be. I crossed the street and practically dashed 
past the house. As I went by, I scooped up a stone from the yard. I went up 
the street, turned, and looked at her house in the distance. 
 I whispered to the salt-sprinkled sky, "That's where Stargirl Caraway 
lives. She likes me." 
 
 I headed back toward the house. The street, the side-walks were 
deserted. The stone was warm in my hand. This time I walked slowly as I 
approached. I felt strange. My eyes fixed on a triangle of light in a curtained 
window. I saw a shadow on a yellow wall. I seemed to be drifting, footless, 
into the light. 
 Suddenly the front door opened. I dived behind the car in the driveway 
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and crouched by the rear fender. I heard the door close. I heard steps. The 
steps matched the movement of a long shadow cast down the driveway. My 
breath stopped. The shadow stopped. I felt both ridiculous and weirdly, 
perfectly placed, as if crouching by that car was precisely what life had in 
store for me at that moment. 
 Her voice came from beyond the shadow. "Remember when you 
followed me into the desert that day after school?" 
Absurdly, I debated whether to answer, as if doing so would-what? Give me 
away? I leaned into the smooth metal of the fender. It never occurred to me 
to stand, to show myself. Hours seemed to pass before I finally croaked, 
"Yes." 
 "Why did you turn around and go back?" Her tone was casual, as if she 
held conversations every night with people crouching behind the car in the 
driveway. 
 "I don't remember," I said. 
 "Were you afraid?" 
 "No," I lied. 
 "I wouldn't have let you get lost, you know." 
 A little shadow detached itself from the larger one. It came toward me, 
wavering over the pebbled driveway. It had a tail. It wasn't a shadow. It was 
the rat, Cinnamon. Cinnamon stopped at the tip of one of my sneakers. He 
stood, looking up at me. He put his front paws on top of my sneaker and 
nosed into the laces. 
 "Are you getting acquainted with Cinnamon?" 
 “Sort of.” 
 "Are you lying?" 
 "Sort of." 
 "Are you afraid of rats?" 
 "Sort of." 
 "Do you think I'm cute? If you say sort of, I'll tell Cinnamon to bite you.” 
 "Yes." 
 "Yes, what?" 
 "I think you're cute." I thought of adding "sort of" just to be funny, but I 
didn't. 
 


