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One

I kicked the rock, and it skittered across the street and pinged off the undercarriage of a car parked on the other side of the road.

Simon laughed. “Nice shot, Taylor.”

“I wasn’t trying to hit it.”

“Doesn’t matter. It’s not your car anyway.”

He was right. It wasn’t my car, just like it wasn’t my house or my school or my neighborhood or my friends. Nothing was mine anymore. Nothing was the same.

“Want to hang out when we get home?” he asked.

“Don’t you have homework?”

“I have to finish it before my parents get home, but that won’t be till really late,” he said.

Both of Simon’s parents worked. They owned a convenience store, but they also had a cleaning business. Most of the time they were at the store. After hours, in the evenings and on the weekends, they cleaned shops and banks. They worked a lot.

“Before I do anything, I need to go home and get something to eat,” I said. “I’m starving.”

I did want to grab some food. I also wanted to set the table, peel some potatoes for supper and maybe tidy up and do the breakfast dishes. It made it easier for my mom when she got home. She also worked a lot and was always tired when she got home. It made her smile when I helped out.

Our move to the city had been hard for me, but I think it was harder for her. I liked to try to make her life a little easier. I didn’t mind helping, but I didn’t want Simon to know that was what I was going home to do. I knew there was nothing wrong with helping around the house, but I didn’t know if Simon would think it was stupid or lame. I didn’t have many friends, and the ones I did have hadn’t been my friends for very long, so I didn’t want to risk losing them.

My new school was very different from my old one, but so far I liked the differences—at least, I was learning to like them. There were twenty-seven kids in my class, and, altogether, they spoke fifteen different languages at home. I knew that because our teacher, Mr. Spence, had been talking to us about celebrating our diversity. The kids in my class were from all over the planet. After living my whole life in a little town, being in the city was like being on another planet. I was a stranger in a strange new land. One of the things that made it easier for me at my new school was that nobody was a minority, because nobody was a majority.

I was one of the few “white” kids, but that didn’t matter. At my old school everybody was white, and we didn’t even have an ESL—English as a second language—teacher because everyone spoke English.

My new friend Simon was Korean. Simon Park. He said Park was as common a last name in Korea as Smith was here. I didn’t know anybody named Smith. He told me his parents gave him the name Simon so he’d fit in. He was born in Toronto, but he had a Korean name that he said I wouldn’t be able to pronounce. He said it actually sounded like a swear word in English. That had only made me more curious, but so far he hadn’t told me what it was, and he said he never would.

Simon spoke perfect English, which I guess makes sense since he was born here. He also told me he spoke perfect Korean. What did I know? He said some things to me in Korean, but he could have been counting to twelve, reciting his favorite Korean foods or just making interesting sounds.

I did know that he did really well in school. He told me that there were two things you had to know about Korean kids. First, their parents expected them to do really well in school. Second, no matter how well they did, it was never good enough. He told me if he ever brought home all A’s, his parents would have wanted to know why they weren’t all A+’s. I knew he was incredible in math. It was like the guy had swallowed a calculator.

“How about we play some basketball when we get home?” Simon asked.

“Sounds good,” I said.

“You know, Taylor, you’re a pretty good player,” he said.

“I used to play for a rep team…you know…before.”

Before. That was shorthand for “prior to our move,” when we lived in a house with a basketball hoop on the driveway that had a key and a three-point line my grandfather had painted on the pavement. That was before I had to compete with other people—older kids—to play on the court behind our apartment building. The hoop had no netting, the rim was crooked and the backboard was cracked.

“Come on, this way,” Simon said.

He turned down an alley that cut between some houses. Alleys made me a little nervous. There were no alleys where I came from. The only ones I knew were on shows like CSI and Law and Order. That was where the detectives usually found the body—in an alley, sort of like the one we were walking down.

I looked around. An alley really did seem like a good place to dump a body. There were no people but a lot of bushes, garages and the backs of stores where somebody could hide. At least it was daylight, so it wasn’t that scary, just unnerving.

“This is a shortcut, Taylor. Through here,” Simon said as he stopped in front of a chain-link fence. At the top was a sign that said NO TREPASSING. Simon pried part of the fence back.

“What’s in there?” I asked.

“Like I said, it’s a shortcut, through the junkyard.”

I hesitated.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “It’s only three forty-five. They don’t let out the attack dogs until four.”

My eyes popped open, and Simon burst into laughter. “No dogs, no worries. Everybody goes this way.”

I didn’t see everybody, just him and me. Although, him and me was a big chunk of everybody I knew.

I could see through the fence into a junkyard filled with cars and pieces of scrap metal.

“It’s safe. I come here all the time,” he said.

He hadn’t come this way the other times we had walked home. I knew two weeks wasn’t a lifetime, but still.

“Look, if you want, we can go the long way,” Simon said. “It’s no problem. We can walk on the street. That’s the way the little kids go.”

He had given me a choice, but really, he hadn’t. He pulled the fence back even more to make the hole bigger. I ducked down and went through. Simon followed. I felt better having him on the same side of the fence. I’d had a strange thought that instead of coming with me, he was going to pull down the fence, trap me inside and whistle for a pack of pit bulls that would race from behind a car and—Okay, I was a little paranoid. I could trust Simon—well, at least as much as I could trust anybody I’d known for two weeks.

We threaded our way around the cars. It was pretty cool, but hadn’t I seen an episode of CSI where they found a body in a junkyard? If alleys were scary, this place was even more scary.

The junkyard was big and filled with cars. Some were up on cinder blocks, missing wheels, while others were metal skeletons with practically everything stripped off. There were piles of cars, one on top of the other, some of them flattened to look more like metal pancakes than vehicles, while others were precariously balanced. It looked like they would all tumble over if I sneezed. I was going to avoid sneezing.

The ground, except for a few muddy patches, was covered with crushed red brick and crunched loudly under our feet.

“Aren’t the owners worried about somebody stealing something?” I asked.

“I hadn’t thought about that,” Simon said. He stopped and unzipped his pack. “Help me put an engine in my bag.”

“Yeah, right.”

“It’ll have to be a small one. Do you see a Mini or a VW Bug?”

“Funny. Are you saying nothing here is small enough to steal?”

“Nothing back here,” he said. “They keep things like batteries and car radios up at the front of the yard. That’s where the security guards are.”

“They have security guards?” I asked, looking around anxiously.

“They don’t come back here…hardly ever.”

Reassuring and not reassuring all in the same sentence.

“Look, Taylor, if they chase us, just run,” he added.

Even less reassuring.

“I figure if you can’t outrun a security guard, you deserve to be caught,” he said.

“Funny, I always thought it was best not to do anything that would cause a security guard to chase you.”

A sudden movement in the shadows caught my eye. I jumped and bumped into a car.

“It’s just a cat,” Simon said.

A large black cat ran across our path and disappeared among the wrecks.

Simon laughed. “You’re afraid of cats?”

“I’m not. It just startled me. I like cats. I had a cat.”

“At your old place?”

“Yeah, we had to put him to sleep a year ago.”

“Put to sleep? What does that mean? Did you sing him a lullaby and put little Hello Kitty jammies on him?”

“Don’t be stupid.”

“Stupid? Me? I wasn’t the one who jumped when he saw a cat. What does putting it to sleep mean?”

“My cat Blinky—”

“Now that’s a stupid name for a cat.”

“I named him when I was two,” I said. “What do you expect?”

“Something better than Blinky.”

“Anyway, Blinky was getting old and he was sick and in pain, so we had to bring him to the veterinarian. The vet gave him a needle so he could…you know.”

“So you had him killed.”

“We had no choice!” I said. “He was in a lot of pain.” 

It had been almost a year, but I still felt bad about it. I could feel tears starting to form. Being scared by a cat wasn’t nearly as bad as having Simon see me cry over one. I turned and started to walk away. Simon quickly caught up.

“I don’t like cats,” he said. “They’re dirty.”

“They’re not dirty,” I said, defending Blinky and all of catkind. “They wash themselves all the time.”

“They wash themselves with their tongue,” he said and made a face like he was grossed out. “But if you love cats, then this is the place to be. There are dozens and dozens of them here. I’ll show you.”

My desire to get out of the junkyard wasn’t as strong as my curiosity. Why would there be dozens of cats here? Simon changed directions, and I trailed behind him as he wove through the rows of wrecks. Were we headed toward the front of the yard?

“There are some,” he said.

Sitting among the wrecks were four cats. One was on the hood of a car, sleeping in the sun. The others were on the ground, just sitting there. The ones that were awake turned toward us. They had seen us, but they didn’t move. They knew we weren’t close enough or fast enough to be a threat.

“The guy who owns this place must love cats,” I said.

“I don’t know if he cares about them one way or another. It isn’t like they’re pets.”

“Then what are they, guard cats?” I asked.

Simon laughed. “You are one funny guy. They live here. They’re wild cats. It isn’t like he owns them or anything.”

“They live here by themselves? What do they eat?”

“I guess they catch things. You know, mice, birds, rats.”

“There are rats here?”

“We’re in the middle of the city. There are rats everywhere,” he said. “They make their homes in abandoned cars too.”

I pictured them nesting in the cushions and padding of a car. It would actually be a pretty comfortable place to live—if you were a rat.

“There are skunks and raccoons here as well,” Simon said.

“Are you putting me on?”

“The city is full of animals,” he said. “Go out late at night. My parents see raccoons all the time when they come home late from cleaning. Wild animals live in the parks and ravines. I’ve heard squirrels and raccoons get into people’s attics and live there sometimes. There are animals everywhere.”

“It’s hard to believe.”

“Why not? There are lots of things for animals to eat in the city. I’ve seen cats eating garbage off the streets. Sometimes kids even throw them food from their lunches.”

If I hadn’t eaten all of my lunch, I would have done that now.

“What about the winter?” I asked. “How do the cats survive?”

“They survive like all the other animals do. They have fur coats and they stay in their nests, or whatever you call a place where a cat goes.”

“I think it’s called a den or a lair,” I said.

Simon slumped down, resting his back against a car. I did the same. It got us out of the sun, but, more importantly, it made us less visible if a security guard walked by. I looked around anxiously. There was nobody here but us.

A couple more cats appeared. They ambled out of the wreckage like they didn’t have a care in the world. And then a fluffy white cat appeared. All four of her paws were black, so it looked as if she was wearing boots or socks. Four kittens trailed behind her. One of the other cats came over, and the kittens rubbed against it as it started to lick them. Then, out of nowhere, a piece of brick bounced in front of the cats and almost hit them before smashing against a car. The cats scattered, disappearing into the junk.



Two

I jumped to my feet and spun around. There were three guys—older, high-school aged—standing there. Judging from their expressions, they were as surprised that we were there as we were by their sudden appearance.

“What are you doing?” I demanded before I thought through what I was saying.

There was a slight delay before the first one spoke. “What do you think we’re doing?” he snapped.

“You could have hit one of the cats!”

“That was the idea!” snarled the biggest of the three boys.

The other two boys were holding rocks, but he wasn’t. That meant he was the one who had tossed the brick.

“You could have hurt them, or even killed one,” I said.

“I didn’t, but maybe our next shot will be better,” he said.

Suddenly one of the other boys pulled back his arm and threw a rock. I ducked, but it soared over our heads, narrowly missed a cat and hit the trunk of a car with a thud.

“Stop it!” I screamed. “You shouldn’t be throwing rocks at the cats!”

“Who should we be throwing rocks at?” the big kid asked, but it wasn’t really a question. It was a threat.

“Leave the cats alone,” I said, my voice cracking over the last word.

The three of them laughed. Not the response I was hoping for.

“Maybe we should be throwing the rocks at something that’s easier to hit,” the big guy said.

I looked around for someone to help us, but we were alone.

“Come on,” Simon hissed. “Let’s get out of here.”

I ignored him. “Just leave the cats alone,” I said again. It was more a plea than an order.

“What’s it to you?” the big guy asked. Obviously he was their leader and spokesperson.

“They didn’t do anything to you. They’re just cats,” I said.

“Shut up,” Simon said out of the side of his mouth.

“Are you two going to stop us?” the big guy asked.

“Us?” Simon asked, shuffling forward. “We’re just passing through. I don’t even like cats.”

I stepped forward. “I do!” I exclaimed. “And you should just leave them alone.”

They started laughing again. At least I was amusing them.

“So, Catboy, what are you going to do if we don’t leave them alone?” asked the big guy.

“Nothing,” Simon said. “We’re going to do nothing except leave.”

“I wasn’t talking to you!” he snapped. “I was talking to Catboy.” He pointed at me.

I felt my whole body flush. What was I going to do? We were outnumbered and outsized. It wasn’t as if anybody was here to take control. There were no teachers, parents, refs or adults of any kind. If they wanted to beat the heck out of us or hit us with rocks, there was nobody here to stop them.

“What’s wrong, Catboy? Cat got your tongue?” the big guy asked, and they all burst out laughing.

I had to admit, that was clever. Maybe if it wasn’t meant as an insult and I wasn’t so scared, I would have found it funny.

Then they did something that wasn’t funny at all. Two of them reached down and picked up more rocks.

“It’s cruel to pick on helpless animals,” I said.

“You convinced us,” the big guy said.

I was shocked. Were they going to stop?

“We won’t throw anything at the cats…just stupid kids,” said the big guy.

I started to laugh, unexpectedly. Judging from their expressions and the look Simon gave me, everyone was confused by my laughter. I had to admit, I was confused as well. But now I was going to confuse them even more. I bent down and grabbed two rocks.

“Are you crazy?” Simon said.

“Not crazy. You need to pick up some rocks.”

He didn’t move.

“Now!” I ordered.

He bent down and picked up a rock.

The three of them stared at us. At least we had stunned them into silence for a few seconds. I tried to decide if it was better to fire the first rock or wait. Yes, it was better to wait.

“If we run, I think we can get back to the hole in the fence,” Simon whispered. “We can still get away.”

“If we run, they’ll chase us or throw the rocks. Just stay here. Don’t move. Don’t talk.”

“Good idea. If we don’t move, maybe they’ll forget we’re here and leave,” he whispered. “Maybe if we close our eyes, they won’t be able to see us.”

Great. Sarcasm—just what I needed. They weren’t leaving, but at least nobody was throwing rocks. I glanced over my shoulder, hoping the cats had left. They were still there. In fact, more cats were there. I guess even cats like a good show.

“On my count, we all throw our rocks,” the big guy said.

I tightened my grip on the rock in my right hand. It was a good size, a good weight. I could try to make it count.

“And we all throw at Catboy,” the big guy said.

I was surprised to see Simon take a small step sideways, away from me, opening up a little space between us. 

“You, Asian kid, you can leave if you want,” the big guy yelled. “We only want Catboy!”

I looked at Simon. He wasn’t looking at me. Was he going to take this chance to get away?

“Hurry up,” the guy yelled. “Get out of here. Hop on your rickshaw and run away!”

Finally Simon moved. He bent down and grabbed another rock.

“First off, I’m Canadian, and second, they don’t have rickshaws in Korea,” Simon said. “What are you, some kind of idiot?”

I could almost see the guy’s nostrils flair in anger. “You two aim at Catboy. The Korean kid is mine. And he’s going to need a rickshaw to take him to the hospital. Throw on the count of three.”

The other two boys nodded in agreement.

“One,” he said.

“We throw on two,” Simon said.

“Two!”

I pulled my arm back to throw, and all three of them turned and ran away, disappearing behind a pile of cars.

My mouth dropped open in shock, and I started to laugh. Simon laughed too.

“What just happened?” I asked.

“They were probably afraid because I am Korean. They might have thought I would use tae kwon do on them.”

“Tae kwon what?”

“That’s Korean karate,” he said.

“You know tae kwon do?”

“No, but they don’t know that. They see an Asian kid, and they think maybe he knows stuff like that.”

I shook my head. “It has to be something else.”

“What else would scare them?” Simon asked.

“Maybe they were afraid of me,” a deep voice said.

I turned around. Standing right behind us, towering over us, was a security guard!



Three

I staggered backward a couple of steps, as did Simon. The guard was tall and wore a uniform, black pants and a white shirt. He had a thick beard and a bright red turban around his head. He also held a nightstick.

“We were just cutting through on our way home from school,” Simon sputtered.

I was so glad he spoke, because I didn’t think I could mumble out a word.

“We weren’t going to take anything!” Simon exclaimed.

“Were you planning on stealing rocks?” the guard asked with a heavy accent.

We opened our hands and the rocks fell to the ground. 

“Tell me your names,” the guard ordered.

“I’m Simon.”

“And I’m…I’m Taylor. But we weren’t doing anything,” I said.

“Yes, you were,” he said. “You were protecting the cats.”

“What?”

“I saw what happened. Those boys—those bad boys—were tossing rocks at the cats, and you two stopped them. You are very brave boys.”

“Um…thanks,” I said.

“I am Singh. Mr. Singh.” He smiled, stepped forward and extended his hand in greeting.

I hesitated. Was this a trick to grab us?

“Pleased to meet you, sir,” Simon said as they shook hands.

“Me too,” I offered, taking his hand once I’d seen him safely release Simon’s. “And thanks for saving us like that.”

“You looked like you were doing well without me,” Mr. Singh said.

Either he hadn’t seen what was going to happen or he was being kind.

“Do you own this place?” Simon asked.

“Not me. I am only the security guard, the soldier responsible for all that is here, including the cats.”

“I guess the guy who owns the place wouldn’t want anybody hurting his cats,” I said.

“I do not think he even knows about the cats,” said Mr. Singh.

“Then they’re your cats?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Nobody ever owns a cat. Ever.”

“I owned a cat,” I said.

He shook his head again. “No, you did not.”

“Yes, I did,” I protested. “His name was Blinky, and he lived in our house for eight years.”

“He may have lived with you, but you did not own him. You can own a dog, but not a cat. Not any more than you can own a person or an eagle…or a tiger.”

“I’ve heard about people owning tigers,” I said. “You know, tame, trained tigers.”

He smiled. “I am from India, and I know tigers. They can be in a circus, but the best a tiger will ever be is less wild, not really tame, only pretending to be trained until the right moment arrives when it will become a tiger once more.”

“I’ve seen tigers that are really well behaved. Once my mother took me to a tiger show when we were in Las Vegas on holidays,” I said.

Then I remembered that a few months after we’d been there, I’d read in the paper how one of the tigers almost killed its owner, the guy who had raised it from a cub.

“These cats,” he said, gesturing around. “I give them food, I say nice words to them. Do you know why they do not kill me and use me as a meal?”

I wasn’t sure if he expected an answer. It was a strange question. Cats didn’t kill people.

“They do not kill me because I am bigger than them. Much bigger. If not?” He drew his finger across his throat and made a slashing sound. “Just curry-flavored kitty chow is all I would be.” He paused as if he was thinking. “You boys came in through one of the holes in the fence.”

“Yes,” I said, feeling guilty.

“You do not need to do that anymore,” he said.

“We won’t,” I said. “I promise.”

“Me too!” Simon said.

“Good boys. Rather than coming in through one of the holes in the fence, you should come in through the front gate. I will let you in if you wish to come through the yard. You are good boys.”

“Thank you,” Simon said.

“Yeah, thanks.”

“Now come. I will walk you to the other side. We must make sure those bad boys are gone. If they are not, I will hit them with my nightstick or maybe we will all throw rocks at them!” He laughed, and we laughed with him. “Or maybe I will pretend that I am on a cricket pitch and they are wickets!”

He made a motion like he was throwing a ball, and we laughed again. I wasn’t sure what a wicket was, but I was sure I liked this guy.



Four

I waved a final goodbye to Mr. Singh. He waved back at us and smiled. Then he turned and disappeared among the wrecks. Thank goodness the bullies were gone, although it would have been fun to toss a couple of rocks at them.

“He’s a nice guy,” I said.

“Pretty nice. You should have seen your face when you turned around and saw him.”

“My face? You should have seen your face! I thought you were going to wet your pants!” I exclaimed.

“Can you blame me?” he asked.

“Not really,” I admitted. “He’s an Arab, right?”

“He’s Sikh.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“They’re from India.”

“And they all wear those turbans?”

“Not all of them, but many do. I can’t believe you don’t know about Sikhs.”

“There’s none where I used to live.”

“That’s hard to believe. They’re everywhere,” he said.

“Not everywhere. Not in my town,” I said.

“Well, everywhere around here.”

“I’ve seen them around here, but I’ve never talked to one,” I said.

“Of course you have. What about Aminder in our class?” Simon asked.

“He’s Sikh?”

“Of course he is. Do you think that thing on his head is a new fashion trend?” Simon asked.

“But it’s not the same as the one Mr. Singh had,” I said.

“That’s because he’s still a boy. When Aminder gets older, he’ll replace that cloth with a full turban, just like Mr. Singh’s.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“There’s a lot you don’t know.” He shook his head.

“I can’t believe there are no Sikhs where you used to live. Next thing I know, you’ll be telling me there are no Koreans.”

I shook my head.

“None?” he said.

“There was one kid who was Chinese.”

“Chinese is way different from Korean. How did you know he was Chinese?”

“He told me, and I even heard him speaking Chinese.”

Simon laughed. “There’s no such language as Chinese.”

“Of course there is! What language do you think Chinese people speak, Japanese?”

“People from Japan speak Japanese. People from China usually speak either Cantonese or Mandarin.”

“Mandarin, like the restaurant near our school?”

“Why do you think it’s named that?” Simon asked.

“I hadn’t really thought about it.”

“Mandarin is the official language of China. There are eight hundred and fifty million people who speak it, compared to only about seventy million who speak Cantonese.”

“So he was probably speaking Mandarin,” I said.

“Maybe not. More Cantonese-speaking people come to North America than Mandarin, so he could have been speaking Cantonese.” Simon paused. “But he could have been speaking Wu. There are more Wu speakers than Cantonese. Or even Min Nan or—”

“Are you making this stuff up?” I asked.

“Of course not. I think China has over a dozen different languages. Think about it. You’re from Canada, do you speak Canadian?”

“I speak English. Just like people from England speak English and people from France speak French. Are you sure Chinese people don’t speak Chinese?”

“What about Rupinder? He’s from India, so does he speak Indian?” Simon asked.

I shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“The official languages of India are Hindi and English, but there are over twenty-two official languages in different regions across the country.”

“I didn’t know that. Wait, Mr. Spence was talking about that the other day, right?”

“Yeah. When he was talking about the languages we posted on the class bulletin board,” Simon said.

“It’s hard for me to keep it all straight. At my old school everybody just spoke English,” I said.

“How boring. Remember what Mr. Spence said about Toronto being the most multicultural place in the entire world?” he asked.

“I remember,” I said. “And speaking of different languages, what languages is our school newsletter in?” I asked. I didn’t know what they were, but I remembered that there were four of them.

“English, of course,” he said.

“That one I had figured out. What are the other three?”

“Mandarin.”

“I guess I should have known that.”

He laughed. “Then there’s Arabic and Hindi.”

“So Hindi is for Rupinder and Raj and Emal.”

“Not Emal. He’s from Pakistan, not India, so his family speaks Urdu.”

“Would Mr. Singh from the junkyard speak Hindi?” I asked.

“Hindi and at least one other language, but maybe a couple, besides English. Most people speak two or three languages.”

“I speak a little French,” I said, feeling defensive.

“From what I can tell from French class, you speak very little French,” he said.

I would have argued with him if it wasn’t true.

“Okay, so let me say this in English,” I said. “Thanks for standing up to those guys with me.”

“What choice did I have?”

“You could have taken off when he offered to let you go,” I said.

“Friends stick together.”

“And you’re saying you didn’t at least think about taking him up on his offer and walking away?” I asked.

“Not a chance. There was no way I was going to walk away.” He paused. “I was giving serious thought to running away, fast, like a Korean rocket, leaving behind a trail of flames like in the roadrunner cartoons.”

“I’m just glad you didn’t.”

“There was no way I was going anywhere after that rickshaw comment. There’s nothing wrong with being Chinese, or anybody else, but I hate it when people assume we’re all the same. Or worse, they assume I’m not Canadian because of the way I look. I’m just as Canadian as you,” he exclaimed.

I held up my hands. “No argument from me. You speak Canadian better than I do.”

He laughed and gave me a slap on the back.

“That guy wasn’t the brightest,” I said. What I didn’t say was that the first time I saw Simon, I thought he was Chinese and I was surprised by his perfect English.

“You know, you shouldn’t talk about anybody not being too bright,” Simon said. “You were ready to get beaten up for a bunch of stupid cats. How smart is that?”

“They needed our help,” I said.

“And we almost needed the help of a team of trained doctors. Try not to do that again, at least until I become a doctor.”

“You want to be a doctor?”

“I’m Korean,” he said and shrugged. “I’m expected to become a doctor or a lawyer, or something with a lot of education where I can make a lot of money and make my parents proud.”

“You’d be a pretty good doctor,” I said.

“Thank you.”

“Not that I’d ever let you take care of me, unless of course I got hit in the head with a rock or something,” I said.

“Let’s hope only the doctor part of that comes true.” 
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