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THE LILAC CAPITAL Of THE WORLD

In June, the monsoons hit Bangladesh. Chinese police discovered slaves in a brickwork factory who couldn’t be sent home because they were too traumatized to remember anything but their own names, and Dr. Kevorkian was released from prison.

In other news, I moved in with my parents.

Nothing was happening to me, and there was the promise of more of the same, so I buoyed myself with news of what was happening to everyone else.

In the local paper, I read that after a thirteen-year adolescence spent underground, the cicadas were coming. I read that police had charged my high school drivers ed teacher with aggravated criminal sexual abuse, for having an inappropriate relationship with a student in his home, a seventeen-year-old girl. When questioned by the police, she would only say that she loved him. The administration put the teacher on paid leave.

I wanted to know who the girl was, but the paper wouldn’t print her name. I wanted to know what she looked like, as if that would explain why she loved him.

I was going to write to the school administration, to protest this leniency, but I had handed my life over to lethargy, and couldn’t even begin the letter.

I had, somehow, managed to graduate with a theater degree from Northwestern, but without a job or a trust fund I had to choose between moving home and suffering the rancid fate of a nomadic couchsurfer. This hadn’t been anyone’s original plan, and somewhere in the gap between the end of winter break and graduation, my parents had converted my childhood bedroom into a home theater. No one had mentioned it to me. They assumed I’d be just as thrilled as they were. They took down my map of the world, my kitschy chandelier, and the panel of Gustav Klimt wallpaper I had pasted above my bed.

“I smoothed all those air bubbles out with a sponge, by hand,” I told my mom when I saw what she’d done. The room was now nautical-themed. The new wallpaper looked benign enough from far away, but if you got up close you saw that it was patterned with cats wearing sailor caps. A small part of me threw up. There was a leather couch where my bed had been, and the shelves above held my parents’ DVD collection, which consisted of romantic comedies from the early nineties and the Chuck Norris omnibus.

“Did you think I would never come home?”

“Remember what you said when you were fourteen or fifteen? You said that once you graduated college you’d rather live in a car than live with us,” she said, and left me alone in that room, to grieve for lost objects.

“I was kidding!” I called after her, but she didn’t come back. I didn’t even own a car. I briefly imagined moving back to Evanston, walking to the lake, and throwing myself in.

But how would I even get back to Evanston without a car? I moved my clothes and books into the guest room downstairs, which smelled like pumpkin spice potpourri year-round, and was very close to the tree where the cicadas screamed at night.

Was I jealous that Jack Kevorkian was free and I was not? Yes. Yes, I was.

And so began my summer as an unemployed college graduate. My goal was to develop a chronic illness that would entitle me to monthly checks from the government, tender sympathy from my loved ones, and a good deal of time in bed with the collected work of Frances Hodgson Burnett. I’ve always been ambitious. I had my fingers crossed for a disease without a cure, but a mild one, nothing disfiguring or painful. Of all the plans I could have made for how to spend the rest of my life, this seemed the most desirable because it required the least of me. It was a form of surrender.

My dad subscribed to Time and Newsweek, in addition to the Chicago Tribune, and he read on the train on the way to work; he read in his favorite armchair with a glass of Cabernet before dinner; he read in the bathroom. I didn’t think this was just a healthy interest in current events. I recognized this as an addiction, because it was one I shared. Around our house, the paranoia and sense of impending doom was escalating, until finally the day came when my dad told me that he was going to have to start charging me rent to offset the cost of the home security system he had just ordered.

“But you just turned my childhood bedroom into a Cineplex.”

“It increases the value of the home,” my mom said.

“But I don’t have any money, remember? That’s why I live with you.” I had applied at PetCo and Starbucks, but neither was hiring so I made flyers to advertise my services as a dogwalker. They remained in a stack on my desk. Whenever I looked at them I either got lost in an invalid fantasy or I thought, Jesus, Esther, you were tested as gifted and talented in first grade, you were a Lilac Princess in the Lilac Parade, and you starred in a student film called Russian Bride Zombies from Hell. You shouldn’t have to walk dogs or suffer from rheumatoid arthritis. Sofia Coppola should hire you as her personal assistant. You should get paid to update her website and remember to bring a bag of her favorite snack foods when you two have to fly to international film festivals together.

“Esther? Did you hear what I just said?” my mom said.

“What?”

“I said, ‘Do you want to help me plant wildflowers in the front?’ I’ll pay you eight dollars an hour.”

Has it come to this? Indentured servitude? Will I have to work for twenty years to pay off my rent debt to my own parents?

“If by plant wildflowers you mean inherit $100,000 from a dead relative I’ve never met so that I can visit the catacombs in Paris, then yes,” I said. My friend Tierney was abroad for the summer, on a trip financed by her grandmother as a graduation present. The last email she’d sent me was from Paris. The subject read: “Beaucoup de garçons!”

“Maybe you can get a job at the movie theater at the mall and you can see movies for free,” my dad said. “You like movies.” He was making signs on our computer to print and post around the house that reminded me and my mom to lock the doors and windows. “How do I make this text all fit on one page? Do I click this white box with the magnifying glass?”

“No,” I said. “Stop. Let me do it.”

It only took two seconds, and he kept asking me to slow down so he could see what I was doing. I knew he wouldn’t remember it anyway, so I didn’t.

“Isn’t that something,” my mom said, putting on her reading glasses to watch over our shoulders.

“Can you at least write down what you just did so I can do it again later if you’re not home?” my dad said.

“Maybe we could pay her to give us computer lessons, Paul.”

“You don’t have to pay me, I’ll write them down later. Dad, can I borrow the car tonight?”

“If you put on some pants,” he said.

I looked at my legs. I was only wearing the t-shirt I had worn to bed the night before. On the front, it had a picture of a gray wolf, standing on a cliff, howling at a full moon. The moon was surrounded by silvery clouds coming out of a ghostlike woman’s mouth. This was my so-ugly-it’s-awesome shirt, but my parents didn’t appreciate that, even after I explained it to them.

I poured myself a bowl of Cinnamon Toast Crunch for dinner and took it to my room so I wouldn’t have to sit at the table with my parents and talk about my “plans.” I had been rereading the books I loved as a child, mysteries and fantasies, books in which the heroines were orphans or runaways or Holocaust martyrs. I liked that even though they faced insurmountable obstacles, their objectives were always clear.

Cereal in hand, I got into bed with The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe. Thirty pages in I started to fall asleep, but I had promised to hang out with Pickle later, so to stay awake I brought my laptop over from my desk and Googled images of baby pandas.

Baby panda waving.

Baby panda at the playground.

Baby panda in a blue plastic basket.

I should write a screenplay, I thought, about four baby pandas who go to stay with their uncle in the English countryside to hide from German bombers. One day they’re playing hide-and-go-seek when the littlest panda finds this amazing portal to another world, but the other baby pandas don’t believe her, and later they’re filled with regret because in the other world she enters into an indecent relationship with a much older panda and they don’t know how to bring her back.

I’ll do that, I thought. Later. I’ll write a screenplay.

I read an email from Ximong in Connecticut, who always signed her emails “Shimone” because she hated being called “Ex-mong.” She said she was having a fantastic time stage managing a production of Equus, and was sleeping with an actor who played one of the horses.

Melissa wrote to say she had decided to stay in Evanston for the summer, and also wanted to let me know that her teenage brother got caught doing coke at space camp.

All my girlfriends were having the times of their lives, like Jennifer Grey, pre-rhinoplasty.

I took a Vicodin I found in the medicine cabinet, left over from when I had my wisdom teeth out, and tried to tame the wild shrubbery of my hair with gelatinous goop. Twenty minutes later, I looked less Diana Ross, more mangy dog. A failure. I went back into the guest room, and crawled around the floor of the closet, which was now filled with the salvaged wreckage of my former bedroom, looking for my favorite black shirt. It felt cool and dark in there, like the bottom of the ocean, the final frontier. I found a stack of Trapper Keepers from middle school in the corner—the zippers were broken, but they still had the Alanis Morissette lyrics I had written on the front covers with Wite-Out. I also found a pair of pink legwarmers, my collection of Little House on the Prairie and Beatrix Potter books, and a box of 64 crayons. I know I saved the crayons because I used to think they had feelings, and I never outgrew the thought. I found the shirt and changed into it. Pants next.

Then my phone made a noise and I crawled back to my bed to get it. There was a text message from Pickle that said he was off work and going over to Jack’s and I should meet them.

K, I wrote back.

But then instead of standing up, I decided to see how long I could keep crawling. What if you couldn’t walk, Esther. What if that was your affliction.

I kneeled to turn off the light in my room and then I crawled into the hallway, through the living room and toward the front door. My dad was asleep on the couch with the TV on mute. Why did we own so many TVs? I couldn’t understand it. I had to crawl past him to get to the staircase, where my purse was hanging over the banister, and I pretended I was a sand cat, in the desert, stealthily hunting for lizards in the dark.

“Esther?”

My mom was standing at the top of the stairs, flossing her teeth.

“Yes?”

“Are you going out?”

“I dropped something,” I said. “I think I dropped something.”

“Okay. Be safe,” she said.

“Do you have your keys? Be sure to lock behind you,” my dad said, opening and closing his eyes like garage doors. He turned off the TV and resealed the bag of cookies on the coffee table.

I stood and let myself out.

Across the street, dusk was falling to the west behind the gas plant. Down came the first stars.

The world seemed so safe and secure, but I knew that at any moment an asteroid could fall on us, or a bomb, summoned by our fear of it, and it wouldn’t matter if we had locked our doors or not. Thousands of miles away, a bus could explode and destroy a mosque and a tourist from San Diego. A polar bear could drown and a teenage girl could lose her feet in a roller-coaster accident on the same exact day. You always heard people say, “I never thought it would happen to me,” so my strategy was to think of it all—terrorist attack, amusement park dismemberment, death by climate change—and use my grim imagination as a preventative measure in the face of the random universe.

I kicked a cicada shell to the side of the driveway with my sandal and got in the car. The radio was playing that song about the guy who would walk a thousand miles across the country for the girl. Everyone loved that song. I would put it on The Littlest Panda soundtrack. When I backed out of the driveway, I wasn’t paying attention to what I was doing. I was looking at the moths near our porch light—for a second I thought they were snowflakes in June—and then I ran over the curb a little bit.

I could see my dad at the window near the front door. I waved. He shook his head.

I turned off the radio and drove west into the silent, encroaching darkness.

• • •

Jack lived in an apartment complex near the community college and whenever I drove by I remembered a field trip my third grade class had taken there, to watch the prairie grass burn. The college’s maintenance staff had to light the dry overgrown stalks on fire every spring to kill weeds and encourage the growth of native plants. Clear the dead to make room for the living. We’d stood a safe distance away from the flames and watched as they consumed acres. The heat bent the air like a dreamscape.

That same spring, we’d planted our own patch of prairie grass at school behind the baseball field. The local newspaper came to take pictures of our work, and they printed one of me holding my dirty hands up victoriously. Missing one of my front teeth, I look like the Witch from Snow White.

I had to walk past the man-made lake in the center of Jack’s apartment complex to get to his door. Swans slept near the tall reeds like sailboats. Instead of answering the buzzer, Pickle came out on the balcony and threw down the keys so I could let myself in. Jack’s balcony was the one with the aluminum lawn chairs, and a screen door, punctured by BB holes, that had come off its track.

Inside, the stairwell and hallway smelled like fish sticks.

Jack and Pickle were sitting on the couch playing Super Mario Kart. They were both wearing white t-shirts and jeans, but only Jack looked like a Hanes model.

“Hi,” I said, and sat in a beanbag chair, the only other place to sit besides the floor.

“Do you want to play winner?” Pickle said, without taking his eyes off the screen.

“Not really.”

“You mean does she want to play me,” Jack said, and elbowed him in the side, causing Pickle to drive Bowser into the ocean.

“Oh, fuck.” Pickle tried to elbow him back, but just got air when Jack shifted toward the arm of the couch.

“Going for a swim?”

“Yeah,” Pickle said, “in your mom’s vagina.”

Before college, when I’d imagined my social future, my life at twenty-two, I’d pictured a small group of brunette women who were all my best friends, and our bearded boyfriends who all hailed from Portland, in a room together, drinking red wine and discussing Brecht’s influence on Godard, or the merits of Joyce.

What page are you on in Ulysses?

Oh, 500 and something.

Keep with it. I can’t wait to hear what you think of the Latin parodies in Episode 14!

Anyone up for another game of Bananagrams?

But after four years of college, I was exhausted by ideas, and secretly relieved to live at home because there were so few expectations. I liked being with Jack and Pickle because everything we did together, everything we ever talked about, was unambiguous and fell into one of four categories:

Sex, money, drugs, violence.

Jack was going on his third year of community college, taking Acting for the Camera and Introduction to Ornamental Horticulture classes. His parents paid the rent on his apartment—not because he was lucky, but because they didn’t want him living in their house with his younger siblings any longer. He had a history of violence.

Jack had spent most of his teenage years locked up in treatment centers for kids with personality disorders, which is why we didn’t know each other in high school. He told me that his parents once sent him to a wilderness program in Kentucky that was supposed to help him manage his aggressiveness, but instead of going outside he stayed in his room, and beat “We Will Rock You” against the wall with his head, for hours. His parents didn’t seem to care if he ever graduated; they’d pay the bills as long as he kept his part-time job at Best Buy, which is where he met Pickle. When they had to stay late to stock they went out behind the strip mall and lit things on fire.

I was in love with Jack. Not just because he looked like a Grecian statue, or an athletic convict on the verge of a prison break, but also because there’s something devastatingly attractive about wild cards and loose cannons. He was the antithesis of the drama fags, the pale overachievers, and the anemic trumpet players I’d gone to college with. He was James Dean and I was Natalie Wood, and I just wished he’d put on a red jacket and we could go find a cliff to play Chicken on.

Mario crossed the finish line and Jack threw his controller to the ground like he’d just scored a touchdown.

“Call your guy,” Jack said, grinning like a jack-o’-lantern.

“That was the deal.” He opened a bag of peanuts and cleared a space on the coffee table on which to discard the shells.

“It’s a girl,” Pickle said. “I know this girl who used to go out with my brother and she has to know someone. She works at Whole Foods.”

“Whole Foods smells the way baby kittens would smell if they were beaten to death with patchouli by a motorcycle gang,” Jack said.

“I like the way it smells,” I said, looking at my feet. “It smells like handmade soap, like if Amish people made it.”

Jack stared at me without blinking. “How much money do you have,” he finally said.

“None. I don’t have a job.”

“Get one, Jew,” he said. “Pickle, see if you can get a twenty sack.”

“L’chaim,” I mumbled, celebrating nothing. To Jack, I wasn’t Natalie Wood. I was Yentl. I was the ethnic diversity in the room.

It had taken me that long to realize that Jack’s girlfriend Jocelyn wasn’t here; she wasn’t squeezed between them on the couch, chain-smoking cigarettes that didn’t belong to her and telling inane stories, presuming that if they happened to her, we cared. Once, she told us, a customer at Old Navy thought she was a mannequin! Isn’t that a scream? she said. I hoped we wouldn’t have to pick her up later. She didn’t know how to drive. That’s what I had to remind myself, whenever I heard she got cast in another play or commercial because she had perfect bone structure, and not because she’d gone to Northwestern. I couldn’t hate her for living with her parents because I lived with my parents, but I could hate her for never learning how to drive because she assumed there would always be someone there to chauffeur her. I once sent her a text message from a number she wouldn’t recognize that said, Congratulations on your face.

“Where’s Jocelyn?” I said.

“Fuck if I know,” Jack said, without taking his eyes off the peanut shells, and I fantasized briefly that she had been hired to play Belle in Disney on Ice and had to leave immediately for training without time to say goodbye. I imagined Jocelyn inviting Jack to the show when it came to Chicago, and his face when she twisted her ankle and fell and had to be carried off the ice with the painful knowledge that she would never fully recover, that from then on she would have to settle for less and less, just like the rest of us.

“It’s ringing,” Pickle told us. “It’s telling me to enjoy the music while the subscriber’s being reached.” You could always count on Pickle for a play-by-play. “Beth? Pickle. Hey, listen. Who do you know that we could get a sack from tonight?”

Jack wiped his hands on his jeans and asked me to hand him his iPod. It was on a bookshelf near my beanbag chair, next to an ashtray and a DVD called Panty Party IV.

“Watch,” he whispered, and turned on a ZZ Top song. “Now put it back in the stereo thing and turn that shit all the way up.”

I could still feel the Vicodin. I had taken a second one in the car on the way because I hadn’t felt the first one yet but then I felt both. I looked at the hand that was holding the iPod and saw that it was attached to a wrist and an arm, but I didn’t know what was inside it and I didn’t know how to find out and then I thought maybe I shouldn’t be thinking this right now because probably nobody else is, and then I wondered if Jack could read minds. If anyone could, it would be Jack. I wondered if he knew what I had just wished upon Jocelyn.

Pickle got off the couch, and I took his spot next to Jack. Then the music came on and I forgot why I was staring at my arm. Jack laughed, and hit the coffee table with his fist. Pickle looked at us, incredulous that we’d set the volume at such a maximum level. What the fuck, he mouthed, and threw an empty Sprite can at Jack’s head.

Jack caught it and threw it back, harder.

Pickle ducked. It hit the wall below the dartboard. “Hold on a sec,” he told Beth, putting his hand over the mouthpiece. “Dude, I’m on the phone for you.” Jack laughed. Privately, he had once asked me if I thought Pickle could tell the difference between when we were laughing at him or with him. I had never thought of it before, but I understood what he meant. Pickle didn’t have a clue.

Jack tried to balance a Gatorade bottle on the top of his head and Pickle went into the bedroom and closed the door.

I had met Pickle in kindergarten. I was one of the few kids in our class who already knew how to tie their shoes, and so the teacher had me help everyone else get ready for recess or gym class, especially Pickle, then known as James. I have never let him forget the fact that he would have tripped over his shoelaces and fallen down, repeatedly, had it not been for me, Florence Nightingale.

Since he lived within walking distance, I spent summer afternoons at his house, and we would take the juice leftover in pickle jars, pour it into ice cube trays, add toothpicks, and make Popsicles.

“Let’s do something,” I said. “We never actually do anything.” I took my sandals off and put my feet on the edge of the table. Jack scooted toward the edge of the couch, away from me, and then back to where he’d started, teasing me with restlessness.

I felt bored. With boredom came the relief that I didn’t have to feel anything else. When Jocelyn was bored she looked sexy. She was bored all the time. If I looked like Jocelyn I would try to get on a reality TV show as soon as possible.

“Hey,” Jack said. “Hey, Esther.”

“Hey what,” I said. ZZ Top wasn’t playing anymore. “Folsom Prison Blues” was on.

“What do you tell a woman with two black eyes?”

“I don’t know, what?”

“Nothing. You’ve already told her twice.”

He smiled and held his hand up for a high five.

“I don’t think I can give you a high five for that one,” I said.

“I’ll put it in the lost and found. You can reclaim it later.”

“Very funny.” I put my neck back and closed my eyes. “Your couch feels so nice,” I said. “Try it. Sit like this.”

“Today I had to meet with my English professor and she asked me what grade I thought I deserved and I said a B and she said she’d give me a B,” Jack said.

I didn’t want to talk about grades, not even someone else’s. “I’m a writer,” I said. “I’m writing a screenplay.”

“Can I be in it?”

“It’s just for pandas.”

Pickle came out of the bedroom. His Cubs hat was turned backward. Had it been backward before? I couldn’t remember. “She said she’s at a party and we can drop by and get some off someone there,” he said.

“Pickle,” I said, “fix your hat.”

“Where’s the party?”

“In Darien.”

“Esther can drive us,” Jack said.

“I’m not driving.”

“Well, my car’s on E and I don’t know where Darien is.”

“Google, asshole,” Pickle said, and held up the back of his hand, where he had written the address with a Sharpie. (My mom had once told me that when Pickle’s mom was pregnant she was well overdue, but the doctor didn’t want to induce labor. When Pickle was finally born they found that he had detached from the placenta and had been starving to death. “It’s a miracle he survived and his brain wasn’t damaged more,” she’d said.)

“You drive,” Jack told Pickle. “You find it, you drive us, you get it. This was all implied in our deal when I killed you at Mario Kart Hotel Rwanda style.”

Pickle hadn’t moved from the doorway. “What’s wrong with my hat? I always wear my hat like this.”

“No, you don’t.”

“Yes I do. I always do.”

“You look like a tool.”

“Your purse is vibrating,” Jack said, and handed it to me.

It was my mom. Her ringtone was “Ride of the Valkyries.” “Hello?” I said. “Mom?”

“Sorry to be calling so late.”

“Did something happen?” Had someone died? Would she say sorry to be calling so late if someone was dead?

“No, no, nothing happened. Are you having a good time with your friends?”

“Yeah,” I said. “We’re watching Aladdin.” I was kidding, but I wondered if she’d even notice.

“That’s a cute one. Listen, I won’t keep you long. But Dad just got off the phone with Nate Brown and he and Amy are looking for a babysitter.”

“Amy Brown?”

Jack and Pickle were watching me. I got off the couch and went into the bedroom. “Move,” I whispered to Pickle.

“They live on Elizabeth. Do you remember them from our Christmas party last year? They have a little girl named May.”

“I thought their daughter died,” I said. Or was I getting the story wrong? I remembered talking to Amy at the party because she stood out; she was the youngest wife there. And I remembered getting the phone call from my mom in January when I was back at school, sitting on my unmade bed, staring at the Egon Schiele drawings I had thumbtacked to my wall, listening to her tell me that when they got home from our party, they had found their baby dead in her crib.

“Their baby died, but they have another daughter named May. Nate called Dad tonight because they’re looking for a babysitter, so Amy can go back to painting or whatever it is she does. I know your dad said she was an artist. Maybe she makes earrings.”

I sat down on Jack’s bed.

“Of course your dad and I said you’d be more than happy to help.”

“Help with what?” I said.

“Play with May, run the dishwasher, make sandwiches. They said they’d pay you nine dollars an hour, which I’m sure is more than what you’d make working at the movie theater, and you’re so good with kids. That’s what Dad told Nate, how good you are with kids.”

When I was thirteen I organized a summer camp for neighborhood kids in our backyard. It was called Camp Rainorshine. For two weeks, it rained. I sat the kids in front of the TV and made them watch musicals on VHS tapes. From West Side Story, they all learned to say “Beat it!” to their parents, when they came for pick-up.

“You already told them I’d do it?”

“I told them you’d go over there at ten tomorrow morning. I wrote the address on the pad near the phone. It’s close enough to walk. Anyway, that’s what I called to tell you. I’m going to go to bed now. Everything okay with you?”

I wanted to protest, but I couldn’t think of a good angle. I didn’t have any money. I didn’t have my own car. Soon my recreational Vicodin habit would have to end, and then what would I do?

“Yeah, Mom, I’m fine.”

“Okay. Good night, Esther.”

“Good night,” I said. “Bye.”

I couldn’t believe I now had a job. My job was going to be playing with a four-year-old? Part of my brain immediately attempted to calculate the amount of money I’d get to spend on screenwriting books after I paid my parents rent, part of my brain said, You’re stoned, about to go on a drug run, and someone is going to trust you with their small child, and part of my brain cast me as Mary Poppins in an adaptation directed by Stanley Kubrick.

I’ll be good, I thought, after tonight. After tonight I’ll be a model citizen.

When I came out of the room I saw that they were at the game again.

“This is it,” Pickle said. “If I win, Jack drives.”

“Even Esther knows that’s impossible.”

“Didn’t see that cliff coming, did you, Jack? Did that cliff just come out of nowhere?”

“It must be hard to play video games when you have the manual dexterity of someone with Down’s syndrome,” Jack said. He drove into a star and moved into second place. Pickle shifted away from him on the couch.

“Don’t touch me, man,” he said. “Don’t cheat like last time.”

I watched as Pickle slipped on a banana and Jack took the lead. It was like watching a man in a cape tie a woman to a train track, but I knew that in this case the train would indeed come. Jack swerved around the next turn, but there was no way for Pickle to catch up. “Motherfucker,” he said. “Cocksucker.”

Jack crossed the finish line and stole Pickle’s hat.

“Got you,” he said. Gotchou. “Let’s roll.”

We walked outside together with the bravado of soldiers during peacetime. The stillness of the humid night was punctuated only by the sounds of car engines cooling in the parking lot, and the sprinklers on the lawns of the surrounding houses along the streets named after trees that do not grow there.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Stei_9781612190433_epub_tp_r1.jpg
A

THE
—  FALLBACK
— PLAN

LEIGH STEIN

s
I
RN

/

/7770 1TV

uuuuuuuuuuuuu

/| ||\\\\\

\\\\\\ |






OEBPS/images/Stei_9781612190433_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
NIHZ

F ALLBACK -

(LI

— anevecer PBIGH STEIN N

/ “BEAUTIFUL, FUNNY, THRILLING, AND TRUE.”
—GARY SHTEYNGART, AVTHOR OF

/ SUPER SAD TRVE LOVE STORY
J  / /7 |\ \







OEBPS/images/Stei_9781612190433_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





