RAISING STONY MAYHALL
By Daryl Gregory

Available from Del Rey Books, June 2011

Visit www.darylgregory.com for details

Available for pre-order on Amazon at

http://tinyurl.com/27x8wex






Are you sleeping,
Are you sleeping,
Brother John?
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2011
Easterly Enclave

It is traditional to end with the Last Girl, the sole survivor, a young woman in
a blood-spattered tank top. She drops her chain saw, her sawed-off shotgun, her
crowbar—these details differ—and stumbles out of the ramshackle house and into
the light. Perhaps the house is burning. Dawn glows on the horizon, and the
ghouls have been defeated (for now, for now—all happy endings being
temporary). Perhaps she’s found by her fellow survivors, and taken to an enclave,
a fortress teeming with heavily armed government troops, or at the very least
gun-toting civilians, who will provide shelter until the sequel. Perhaps this
enclave is located in Easterly, Iowa, about sixty miles northwest of the ruins of
Des Moines. Perhaps the girl’s name is Ruby.

That’s her sitting in the high summer grass, head tilted like a painter. She is
23, and wears her dark hair short, which on these postapocalyptic mornings can
be a real time-saver. She’s lived in the enclave for a little over a year, since the

start of the second outbreak, and on most days, even through the icy winter, she’s
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ridden her bike out here to the Mayhall farm, to watch for movement amid the
blackened timbers where the house once stood. She is always disappointed. Out
here, nothing moves but the wind.

Often she totes books with her. Sometimes she reads from a thick, five-ring
binder jammed with typed pages, and at other times from the old-fashioned girl’s
diary she inherited, a thin book with a cloth cover of green and pink plaid, whose
lock she opens with a safety pin. Mostly, though, she sits and thinks. She has a
plan, this girl. And today is one of the red-letter days in that scheme.

A rider approaches, peddling down the long gravel drive, a middle-aged
woman with steely hair pulled into a fierce ponytail. Her Aunt Alice. “Are they
coming?” Ruby asks.

“Should be here within the hour,” Alice says. “Thought you’d like to know.”

“Ride out to the gate with me,” Ruby says. Alice frowns; she is a woman with
Things to Do. “Oh come on,” Ruby says, and puts her arm around her. “You know
you want to.” Side by side, they could be taken for mother and daughter. Both are
tall, with strong noses and high cheekbones. They are beautiful.

They ride down the drive to the highway, then head toward town. The enclave
consists of twenty square miles of flat farmland, old housing divisions, and a few
boarded up stores and fast-food restaurants that used to make up Easterly. The
clean zone is enclosed by two rings of fences topped with razor wire and
spotlights. Good for keeping out the shambling hordes of last year, and good now
for keeping out the federal government—the illegitimate federal government,
people in the enclave say.

The road is flat and makes for easy riding. Ruby is anxious to reach their
destination, but it is very hot and Alice, a doctor, will not be rushed into heat
stroke. It’s nearly an hour before they reach the southern guardhouse and its
lobster trap of inner and outer gates. Sheriff Tines comes out to say hello, and he
and a few of the guards stand around chatting with the women. Not for long;
within minutes a man in the high tower calls down that a truck is approaching.

Ruby goes to the fence. She can’t see anything on the road, and then she
makes out a mercurial blob shimmering through the haze of heat. The truck

gradually slows as it approaches the outer gates, where the federal troops are
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stationed. The helmeted and dark-visored guards briefly inspect the cab of the
truck, as well as the yellow backhoe being towed on the trailer, then allow truck
and trailer to pass into the no-man’s land before the inner gate. This movement
signals a transfer in jurisdiction, and an entirely new bureaucracy springs into
action. Civilian guards, without uniforms but with guns even larger than those
carried by the federal officers outside, sweep forward and demand that the two
men in the cab exit the vehicle.

The driver is a burly Korean man. He steps down slowly, then sees the women
and walks toward the fence in a clumping gait. Both legs have been removed
below the knee, and the prosthetics don’t fit well. The guards yell at him to stop
and be searched, but he laughs and waves them off.

“So you found one,” Alice says.

“Did you doubt me? Did you doubt me?” the man says, laughing. “Found it at
a place in Ankeny, with plenty of diesel too. I claimed it as an unscheduled
donation to the enclave. How you doing, Ruby? You girls didn’t have to come out
here and meet me.”

“Not much going on today,” Ruby says. “We really appreciate this, Kwang.”

“Don’t you worry, we’'ll find him,” he says.

“Come on, Kwang,” one of the guards says, making his name rhyme with
“clang.” Even though Kwang’s lived here almost his entire life, lowans can’t seem
to get his name right. “Gotta do the bite check. ’less you want us to do it out here
in front of the ladies.”

Kwang laughs. “I don’t think they could take the excitement. You all want a
ride back to the house?”

“We’ve got our bikes,” Alice says.

“Awfully hot for pedaling,” Kwang says. “Come on, you can throw ’em up on
the trailer and ride in the cab. I've got air conditioning.”

Ruby touches Alice’s arm. “It’s only polite to keep him company,” she says. It’s
been a year without many things, but at the moment, perhaps air conditioning
feels like the greatest loss of all. There’s generator power in the enclave, but it’s

strictly rationed.
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“We shouldn’t be wasting fuel on that,” Alice says. But of course they
shouldn’t be wasting fuel on this project at all. It was Ruby who pushed this idea,
who convinced Kwang to find them a backhoe for the excavation, who convinced
her relatives to hold a funeral. Her determination to carry out this plan is a
mystery to them, but they’re indulging her.

Fifteen minutes later, after Kwang’s passed the bite check, the women climb
up into the cab with him; his co-driver has decided to hang out at the gate a while
and shoot the shit.

Traveling by vehicle, even a slow-moving semi, makes it obvious how tiny the
enclave is. Someday, maybe soon, they’ll have to expand, push back the fences as
the population expands. There are pregnant women in Easterly.

Kwang nods to their right, at a patch of untended field. “That’s where your
mom found him, right, Alice?”

“About there,” she says.

“Who?” Ruby asks.

Kwang says, “Stony and his mother.”

“Wait, slow down!” Ruby says. She leans across her aunt, and presses the
button to roll down the window. “How come you’ve never pointed this out to
me?” She’d traveled this road a hundred times with Alice.

Kwang slows the truck to a crawl. There’s nothing to mark the exact location.
Ruby says, “There ought to be a cross or something. A monument.”

“It was about there,” Alice says.

“There?” Ruby asks. It’s just a patch of grass.

“Your grandmother was driving us home through a snow storm,” Alice says.



PART ONE
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CHAPTER ONE
1968
Easterly, Iowa

It was a wonder she saw the dead girl at all. The first winter storm of the
season had rolled in well ahead of the forecast, and Wanda Mayhall drove
hunched over the wheel, squinting through a shrinking ellipse of clear windshield
at a road being erased by drifts, and singing in a high, strong voice. The wind
buffeted the Ford Falcon station wagon and threw snow across her headlights,
making a screen of white static. She sang “I Will Meet You in the Morning,” a
belter of a hymn that would keep her three girls from worrying.

And there, at the edge of the road, a dark lump on the white snow.

She thought it was a downed cow, or maybe a dog. Then, a moment after her
headlights had swept past, she thought she’d seen a glimmer of yellow.
Something about that wink of color made her think, Rubber rain boots.

She pressed on the brake as hard as she dared. Still the car slewed, and the
two girls in the back seat squawked excitedly. Alice, her oldest at thirteen, braced

herself against the dash and yelled, “Mom!” Ever since her father died, Alice had
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bestowed upon herself all the privileges of an adult, including the permanent
right to ride shotgun and criticize her mother’s driving.

Wanda put the car in reverse and slowly backed up, her eyes watching the
rearview mirror for headlights barreling out of the snow, until she reached the
spot where she thought she’d seen the dark blot. She left the car running and the
lights on. “Don’t get out of the car,” she told the girls.

She walked around to the rear of the station wagon. The wind whipped at her
skirt, and icy snow bit her ankles through her nylons. Typical Iowa snow storm,
raking the empty fields at 50 miles per hour. A few feet from the taillights the
dark closed in; she could barely distinguish gray field from pitch black sky. She
should have taken the flashlight from the glove compartment.

Then she saw the lump, perhaps ten feet from the road. She stepped off the
shoulder and instantly plunged into snow up to her shins.

It was a girl, not more than 17 or 18. She lay on her side, half buried in the
snow, her arms curled in front of her. She wore an imitation rabbit fur coat, a
dark skirt, black tights, and yes, yellow rubber boots. Wanda pulled off one glove
and crouched in the snow beside her. She pushed the girl’s long brown hair from
her face and touched a hand to her neck. Her skin was the same temperature as
the snow.

A light illuminated them. “Is she dead?” Alice said. She held the big silver
flashlight. Of course she’d remembered it; Alice was as level-headed as her father
had been.

“I told you to stay in the car,” Wanda said.

“Chelsea’s watching Junie. Who is she?”

Wanda didn’t recognize her. Maybe she was a runaway, trying to make it to
Des Moines. But how did she get way out here, 60 miles from the city? And what
killed her—exposure? A hit and run driver?

The girl’s arms were wrapped around her stomach. Wanda had a bad thought.
She put her hand on the girl’s shoulder and tried to push her onto her back, but
only moved her a few inches; a drift had formed against her, holding her in place.
Wanda pulled on the girl’s arm—it felt heavy, but not stiff—and moved it down to
her side. Then she tugged up the hem of the jacket.
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The infant was wrapped in what looked like bath towels. Only its tiny gray
face was visible, its eyes closed, its lips blue. Wanda made a low, sad sound. She
worked her hands beneath the child, her hand cradling its neck, and brought it to
her chest. It was cold, cold as its mother.

Alice suddenly appeared next to her, and Wanda put up a hand—the girl
didn’t need to see this. The dead girl’s pale shirt and dark skirt were stiff with
frozen blood. Her black tights, she realized, were crusted with it.

Alice stepped forward anyway, frowning. She didn’t scream, didn’t panic. She
looked at the girl, then the baby in her mother’s arms, and said, “We have to get
them to the hospital.”

“Oh, honey,” Wanda said. She’d witnessed a few kinda-sorta miracles in her
years as an RN, but there was no hospital on earth that could help this baby now.
She held it to her and got to her feet. Then she carried it back to the station
wagon. Alice said, “Shouldn’t we bring the girl?”

“We’ll come back for her,” Wanda said. The mother she could leave, but she
couldn’t imagine abandoning an infant, even a dead one.

When they reached the car she made Alice get in first, then put the baby in her
arms, as gently as if it were a living child. The younger girls leaned over the seat
back, amazed. “You found a baby?” Chelsea said. She was seven years old, Junie
only three and a half.

Alice said, “It’s not—"

“Sit in your seats, all of you,” Wanda said, cutting her off. The last thing she
needed was three hysterical girls. She wouldn’t allow herself to cry, either.

She eased the station wagon into the lane. In all the time they’d been pulled
over not a car had passed them in either direction. The closest telephone was
their own, a couple miles away. She’d have to call the police, or maybe the fire
department and tell them where to find her.

Then Alice shouted and Wanda nearly slammed on the brakes. “Alice, you
can’t—"

“Mom!”

The baby’s eyes were open.
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After a moment Wanda said, “That happens sometimes.” She used her nurse
voice. Maybe Alice would believe her if she used the nurse voice.

“It’s moving,” Alice said.

One of the towels had come open, exposing a little gray hand. Wanda looked
at the road, back to the child. Its tiny fingers flexed.

Wanda felt a stab of panic. Suddenly she had a dying newborn to save. She
couldn’t floor it; the Falcon would never stay on the road. “Hold him up to the
heater,” she said. “Her. It.”

The ten minutes to the farm seemed to take forever. The baby’s arms shifted
feebly under its wrap, and its lips moved silently. Alice talked to it the way she
talked to Junie after a bad dream: Don’t you worry, little one. Don’t you cry.

Wanda drove up the lane and didn’t bother to put the car in the garage. She
killed the engine and took the baby from Alice. “Help the girls out,” she said.

“Chelsea, carry Junie in,” Alice said, and followed her mother into the house.
With one hand Wanda plugged the kitchen drain and turned on the warm water.
The baby looked into her face. Its eyes were the color of clouds before a heavy
rain.

“We have to treat it for hypothermia,” Alice said.

Wanda had long ago ceased to be surprised by the things Alice knew. “That’s
right. Now go get me some towels.”

Wanda unwrapped the child. Ah, a boy then. He was blue-gray from top to
bottom, with a black umbilical cord a couple of inches long, and a tiny gray penis.
Dark hair with a bit of curl to it. She stirred the water in the sink, decided it
would do, then lowered him into it.

Chelsea dragged over a kitchen chair so she could see. Junie climbed up with
her and wrapped her arms around her sister’s waist. “We should name him,”
Chelsea said.

“He’s not ours to name,” Wanda said.

The boy seemed to like the water. He kicked his legs, waved his arms. He still
hadn’t made a sound. Then she realized that his chest wasn’t moving. No: hadn’t
moved. The boy wasn’t breathing. Junie reached out to touch him. “Get down,

girls,” Wanda said. “Down!”
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She’d never been this scared caring for a patient. She decided she had to treat
his hypothermia and breathing at once, so she cradled him in the water with one
hand and pinched shut his little nostrils with the other. Then she bent her lips to
his. Gentle, she thought. New lungs were fragile.

She puffed a bit of air into his mouth. His chest rose a fraction, dropped—and
stayed down. She breathed into him again, and again. After a minute she put her
fingers to his neck. No pulse.

He gazed up at her with those cloud-colored eyes, perfectly calm. His hand
came up, seemed to reach for her face. And in that moment she made her
decision. If it was a decision. If she had any choice at all.

“Mom?” Alice said. “Is he okay? You want me to call the hospital?”

“No. No hospital.” Alice started to argue, and Wanda said, “They’re snowed in.
Nobody could get here anyway. Please, put the girls to bed.”

Alice managed to get the girls into their pajamas, but none of them would stay
out of the kitchen. They watched as Wanda worked, and soon she was sweating
like a long distance runner. After a half hour the baby was no better and no worse
for all the forced resuscitation. In fact he seemed to like it. The air she gave him
he turned into gurgles and sighs and whines. His first sounds.

“We have to call the police,” Alice said.

“We’re not going to do that.” She lifted the boy out of the water and his arms
waved as if he wanted to get back in. “Not yet.”

Alice lowered her voice. “You know what he is. One of those things from that
night.” Alice was old enough to read the paper, to watch the evening news.

“Those were all back east,” Wanda said. “And they’re all gone now.” The
president told them the creatures had all been killed—or whatever you called it
when you destroyed their bodies. And if the police found out about this boy,
they’d destroy him, too.

At some point Junie had climbed up on the chair again. She softly patted his
head. “Lit-tle babeee,” she sang to him. “Little old babeee.”

Then the boy’s chest rose, and he let out a long sigh.

“He’s learning to talk,” Chelsea said.
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“He’s just making noises,” Wanda said. Though how did he learn that? His
ribs moved again, and his mouth made a breathy whistle. Wanda put her ear to
his chest. She heard nothing but her own pulse in her ears. Maybe he could learn
to pump his heart, too.

And then she thought, Oh no, I can’t do this. But of course she’d have to.

“Girls, I have something important to say,” Wanda said. She lifted Junie onto
her hip. “Alice, Chelsea, give me your hands.” She made them place their palms
atop each other’s on the boy’s head, a laying on of hands, just like the deacons
did for someone who was terribly ill or troubled. Concentrated prayer.

Alice said, “What are you doing, Mom?”

“We have to make a solemn promise,” Wanda said. “An oath.” She took a
breath. “We cannot tell anyone about this boy.”

“Why not?” Chelsea asked.

“Nobody,” Wanda said. “For a while at least. Can you promise that? Junie?”

“I promise,” Junie said. And Chelsea said, “I won’t tell a soul.”

“This is a mistake,” Alice said. “We should call the police.” Chelsea yelped
indignantly and Alice said, “Fine. I promise.”

Wanda leaned down and kissed the boy’s forehead. “Our secret,” she said.

Her mind raced. She did need to call the police, to tell them about the dead
girl. She’d say she thought she’d seen something out there, wasn’t sure what. She
wouldn’t mention the child.

“We should name him Gray,” Chelsea said.

“He’s not a cat,” Alice said. “We shouldn’t name him anything.”

“We’ll call him John,” Wanda said, surprising herself again.

“That’s it?” Alice said. “John?”

“Brother John,” Chelsea said.

The boy looked up at them. Then he blinked. He hadn’t blinked before.

“A boy like this,” Wanda said, “is going to need a normal name.”

That first night, a Saturday, Wanda took the baby to bed with her, but he

refused to sleep. He lay there, gurgling to himself, waving his arms and kicking
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his legs. Wanda eventually slept, for what seemed only minutes. The boy never
settled down, but neither did he cry. Near dawn she picked him up and carried
him to the living room, where she rocked him until the girls awoke. Wanda called
in sick to the hospital, and sat back, exhausted, as the girls took turns holding
him. He stayed up the whole day, never napping, hardly ever shutting his eyes.

Feeding was also a problem. He often smacked his blue lips and worked his
toothless mouth, but he turned his face away from water or milk. She was afraid
of what he might be hungering for, but that day she taught him to swallow
formula, and a few hours after each feeding he’d spit it back out. She doubted he
was digesting any food at all.

After supper she hauled the crib from the basement—Junie had only stopped
using it a year ago—and set it up next to her bed. The boy refused to sleep in it.
She sang to him and rubbed his back, but after a half hour of leaning over the rail
she gave up and brought him to bed with her again, where he cooed and
squawked and fidgeted until morning.

On Monday she called in sick a second time, and again on Tuesday. She
couldn’t afford any more absences, but neither could she deposit the boy with the
old woman who watched Junie. On Wednesday morning she told Alice, “You now
have mono. You'll be out for two weeks. Chelsea will bring home your school
work.”

“This isn’t fair!”

“It’s temporary.”

Wanda learned to fall asleep to his noises and movement, and grew used to
his cool body next to hers. He spent the night experimenting with new sounds.
Eventually he discovered a kind of cry that would get their attention, a long, high-
pitched wail that would cease the instant Wanda or one of the girls picked him
up. No tears—there were never tears—and he never seemed too upset. He simply
liked being in their arms.

The morning Alice was supposed to go back to school, Wanda dressed the boy
in a special onesy she’d sewn from an old bathrobe. She threaded a leather belt
through the back loops and fastened him to the inside of the crib. Alice was
appalled. “He’s not a dog.” Wanda swallowed against the steely taste of guilt and
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said he’d be fine. She’d run home at lunch to check on him, then as soon as Alice
got home from school the girls would let him out, got it?

John seemed unperturbed by the new arrangement. He didn’t recoil from the
onesy harness when she slipped it on him. Every morning he was happy to be tied
down, and every afternoon he was happy to be let loose. They played with him,
fed him, and he spit everything back up. He refused to die, and refused to grow.

If he’d shown the slightest sign of distress she would have been forced to take
him to a doctor. She’d worked at the hospital for years, and she trusted several of
the nurses and even a doctor or two, but she didn’t think any of them could have,
or would have kept this secret. To them the boy would be a danger, a disease
carrier. The government said that all the victims of the outbreak had been
destroyed, but newspapers still reported sightings of the walking dead out in
Pennsylvania and New York, and the grocery store tabloids ran stories every week
about the hordes of unnatural creatures waiting out there, ready to attack. Alice
brought a National Enquirer home one day, her eyes red from holding back tears,
and slammed it down on the kitchen table. The cover showed a gray man with a
bullet hole through it’s head.

“Those pictures are fakes,” Wanda told her. “They do that all the time.” She
was holding John in her arms, and he seemed excited to see Alice.

“Does it matter?” the girl said. “This is what they’d do to him.” Wanda hugged
her daughter, and John squirmed between them. “What are we going to do,
Mom?” Alice had made a complete turnaround since the night they found John.
Once she decided that she was protecting the baby from the world instead of
shielding her family from the devil child, she appointed herself chief concealment
strategist.

But Wanda was the adult here. Ever since the cancer took Ervin, the only
adult. “I’ll think of something,” she said.

Somehow they had to keep the boy’s existence a secret. They’d been lucky so
far. The body of his teenage mother had been recovered from the side of the
highway, declared a Jane Doe, and cremated (because every corpse was being
cremated as quickly as possible that year), without any mention of a missing

baby. And fortunately, Wanda’s house was set back from the road, surrounded by
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corn and soy fields, so there were no neighbors to peek through their windows.
The rare visitor could be seen coming down the lane in plenty of time for them to
take the baby into the back bedroom.

Alice, enforcer of secrecy, policed the younger girls. She quizzed Chelsea
almost daily to see if she’d told anyone at school about John. And even Junie,
who saw hardly anyone during the winter except when she went to the babysitter
or they all went to church, understood that he’d be taken away from them if
anyone found out. Alice read to the girls from The Diary of Anne Frank, which
Wanda thought was inappropriate, but it did seem to get the point across: Junie
asked her if they were going to put John up in the attic.

They were coping. They were keeping the secret. And then came the day in
April that Junie snuck John out of the house and carried him across the road to
see the calf that had been born that week.

Wanda was walking back from the barn when she saw the strange car in the
driveway. A skinny black-haired man leaned against the front bumper, smoking a
cigarette. The front door of the house was open.

Wanda dropped the bag of cat food she’d been carrying and ran. When she
was a few yards from the car she slowed to a fast walk and said, “Hello? Can I
help you?”

The man was Oriental —-Wanda couldn’t tell if he was Japanese or Chinese or
what. He said nothing, but waved toward the house, then took another drag on
his cigarette.

Wanda went inside, then froze at the kitchen doorway. A woman, foreign like
the man outside, sat at the table, cradling John in her arms. Beside her stood
Junie and a boy who looked five or six years old. His hand was on John’s chest,
and the baby was gripping one of his fingers.

Junie saw her mother and screamed, “It was an accident!” Then she bolted for

her bedroom.
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The stranger woman watched her go, and then said something to her son in
another language. The boy said, “This is my mom, Mrs. Cho. She says she’s sorry
for going in your house.”

“That’s all right,” Wanda said automatically, though her heart was pounding.
She came forward, holding out her arms for the baby. The woman nodded and
transferred John to her.

The boy said, “That girl? She was walking by herself along the road. We
almost hit her.”

“I'm so sorry,” Wanda said. “Junie knows she’s not supposed to go in the
road.”

The woman nodded as if she understood. She was made up as if going to
church: bright lipstick, curled hair, a blue polka-dot dress, high heels. Her son
was dressed in shorts and a button-front shirt.

“We just bought a house,” the boy said. His English was better than Junie’s.
“Down the road. There are mice inside, but my dad’s going to kill them.”

“I'm sure he will,” Wanda said. They had to be talking about the Allen house.
No one had lived there since the widow died last year. “I'm going to put the baby
down for his nap. Can you tell your mother that? And say thank you for watching
out for Junie.”

The boy spoke to his mother in that other language—Korean, she guessed.
They exchanged some words and then the boy said, “She apologizes again, but
she has to ask something.” He hesitated, then said, “She wants to know if your
baby needs, uh, help?” He asked a question of his mother, and she spoke a few
soft sentences. “Medicine help?”

Mrs. Cho looked at her, her expression calm. Wanda couldn’t figure out if she
knew what John was. Had she heard about the outbreak last fall?

Wanda said, “No, no help needed. But thank you. He has a skin disease. Poor
circulation. Do you know that word? Circulation?”

Mrs. Cho stood and smoothed out her dress. Then she touched John’s head.
“Good baby,” she said.

The boy reached up to John, and the baby grabbed his finger again. “I think
he likes me,” the boy said.
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The next morning, John had grown, Wanda was sure of it. She retrieved the
cloth tape from the kitchen drawer and measured him from crown to foot. She
weighed herself on the bathroom scale, first with John in her arms, then without.
Then, even though she knew the numbers by heart, she got out the paper tablet
and checked the figures she’d written down the night she’d found him—numbers
that had not changed in all the weekly measurements that followed.

He’d grown three inches. And he was nearly a pound heavier.

That afternoon she made a red velvet cake, told Alice to take charge of John
and Junie, then put Chelsea in the car and drove a quarter mile down the road.
The Allen house was still as rundown as it had been when the widow had died,
but the lawn had been mowed, and once Mrs. Cho had welcomed her inside,
Wanda saw that they’d scrubbed the floors and walls and had already set up
household. Wanda was disappointed that there were only a few Korean
decorations in evidence: a floral print tablecloth with colors too bright for the
Midwest, two exotic-looking candlesticks, and a book with pictograms on the
cover that she thought—she hoped—was a Bible.

Mrs. Cho accepted the cake while her son translated. “Could you tell your
mother that we’d love to have you come over and play?” Wanda said.

“You could help feed the cats,” Chelsea said. “We’ve got a barn full.”

The boy, whose name was Kwang, was obviously excited, but he watched his
mother’s face carefully as she considered the offer. Finally she spoke. Kwang said,
“She wants to know about the stone baby. No, not stone. You know...”

“The stone baby is doing just fine,” Wanda said. “He is no danger to anyone.”

It took the boy almost a minute of talking to pass this on. Wanda had no idea
what all he was telling his mother. But eventually she nodded.

“Yes,” Mrs. Cho said. “Thank you. Tomorrow.”

Kwang showed up the next day, and the day after. With each visit, Stony grew.
Within a few days he was walking. The next week he was talking. By the end of
the summer the two boys were exactly the same height and weight, and they were

hardly ever out of each other’s sight.



