EERRERON vy P Py o
' A there’s the sun, and that I still have a life.
|
‘ an be pumped back alive, or

the best time of my life — will not stop being 2

A bush of overgrown hair crowds my head, cheeks and chin, forcing my face back for a

second look whenever I chance upon a mirror. I do as I make my way to the front-door. I see that

I’'ve missed a buttonhole and take my time to redo them all.







