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From the moment of birth, they said ‘This oneiis
different.’

They wereright. Compared to Benand Alia, thisone
had such strong preferences: took to certain faces
and against others; spat out foods that should have
beentasty.

At age three, would not sit at the table; insisted on
wearing shoes to bed. And this one grew but refused
to speak.

Around age four, messages appearedin plastic
letters on the children’s favourite toy, theirmagnetic
easel. NO. SLEEPIE PUFF. PORRY.

Onthe fifth birthday, one parent bought a dollhouse
as a gift. It was quite perfect: white and ornate, but
solid. Perhaps, inthe backs of theirminds, they were
saying ‘Thisis how a house works. A childineach
room, adogintheyard, and a carinthe driveway.
See how they alllive together, and how all the parts
interlock?’

The dollhouse was set up besides the magnetic
easel, and soon objects beganto appearin strange
places aroundthe house.

Ababy piano onthe windowsill.
By the dog’s food, alittle bowl of plastic fruit.
Atiny dooragainst the back door.

Only Alia picked up the nature of the utterances.
Gazing at the piano as she guzzled her breakfast, the
dog's bark suddenly soundedinherears. Ilthad been
barking morning and night, but now it was as if she
hadtunedintoits frequency.

‘Oh,it'sthat dog,’ she said absently. ‘It's keeping us
awake.’
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The next morning, the piano was gone.

ThenBenhad his ownrealisation. ‘It's the fruit!’ he
announced. ‘We don't like it. We want something else
forsnacks. Something sharp, and salty, and tasty.’

The fruit bowl disappeared.

But the door against the doorremained a mystery for
many months. Then the magnetic letters appeared.

Atiny ladder,M and E on either side, confounded
them for several weeks - until a favourite ball was
found when cleaning out the gutters. Downiit
tumbledinto grateful hands, happy to see the earth
again. The letters disappeared.

One warm, windy morning, the entire dollhouse
family appearedinside a pot plant, withN O W placed
jauntily around the edge. That day, after puzzlingiit
out together, they allwent forapicnicinthereserve.

Still, one parent was not happy. One day, they stood
onatiny plastic terrier, piercing theirfoot. Allat once,
theyreleased theirangry words and cloudy thoughts
and the impulses humming through their nerves. Like
aterrible storm, they shook and they grabbed and
they lurched, until this one ran away and hid. Still, they
roared, overand over, ‘Why won’t you talk to us!

But there was only silence.

Forthe next several weeks, ina quiet mood, the family
collectedletters hiddenin strange places. When they
found the finalletter propped behind the tiny door,
they gathered around the kitchen table to assemble
the message. Together, theyread:

THIS WAY ISMORE FUN.
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