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Every January
my eranddad says
Winter: under January Snow

the earth does not sleep,
it churns with dreaming:

roots tingle at the prospect of May,
woodchucks mumble,
seeds jostle like people sweeping-—

if you listen, you won't hear them:

they'll go still-

you can’t eavesdrop on dreams
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Mj Journmal, :)’Anus’A\rj Gtn

My grandera and granddad gave me this journal
to worite in. 1 Said, “afat il 1 coritel’ and

bty Said, a/rites dowun Al thes things you ke,
And Al thes things you don’t ke So Wewe, goes:

Things 1 Like,

pasepall
playing th trumpest
Seuitnming
Anything to do with water
toastRd RS Sanduuiches
broccoli
crunching  vawu Carvots
£idn
numprs and lines
dill_pickles
skatepoarding
Singing
kayaking
drawuing
Anything to do wuith Snowy
Spides
ComputRr  amess
hocolate, cake,
I like, lists, too.  And morade.

4
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Thinas I Don’t Like

livev

pople, d&tting Andry
T Al - ~ ~

Put not prans.

4
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Cisg3109 Orovadsd

Some days I’m all thumbs when I play the trumpet.
Some days the pictures I draw don’t look like anything at all.

And some days, playing baseball, I seem to trip over my own
feet.

When my brother plays hockey or bows the double bass, and
when my sister plays soccer or pounds on the drums, they

always seem to know where their hands and feet are.
Not me.

My mum and dad say not to worry. It’s just because 'm

growing, they say.
Getting stronger, too.

Except getting stronger sometimes gets me into trouble—

like this week, for instance, when I was
throwing a ball outside,
I smashed a window—no place to hide—

I heard my dad thundering “WHO BROKE THE
GLASS? WHO CAUSED THAT CLATTERING
BATTERING CRASH?”
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I forgot who I was.
“Not me,” I croaked.

He was holding the ball.
“Ida-Know. Just broke.”

I tried to look blameless.

I opened wide eyes.

Dad lifted an eyebrow.
“Maybe some guys?”

“Well,” he replied, “you can take The Guys with you,
Ida, Not-Me, and Just-Broke,

and until you can find your way back once again to

Yourself, You’re Grounded. Do I need to explain?”

No, he didn’t. Atall. ButI grumbled and groaned, and

mumbled and moped like a sick saxophone.

“We love you,” he added, “all day, every night— and in

darkness or light, when you’re You, you’re just right.”
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My Journal, Januwary 104n

YR loves you,” Dad <aid.
Yo
1 still Wad Ho Wolp him £ix the wuindowu pane.

And T'm not allowssd to do Any fun thinds for
Tuso IWholes IneRKS. T Wave, to stay Close to

Home, No treats. No Packtalk. No Computer

Games.

Replacing t wuindowu A «AS Sort of intRresting,
though. 1 didn’t knows that glass was wade of
Sand.

And At kAt Mum and Dad aren’t angry cuith
. Actually, 1 don't think they ever wve. Just
Annoyd At ™ for trying to hide.

YNhen Jou'v® You, Jou'res just vighnt,” Dad said.

oK
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Put cuho am T? It rhlA'd‘ £ake, me, A wuhole,

#_.’A\r £o gigu\r-é. t-at _one, out

M'A)Ibe; movL.




