+Xeog looked out the window, his back to me. Yesterday’s
evening rain persisted in small puddles on the flat, gray
rooftops below. The sun reflected upward in them so that
the whole of the world shone.
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P “Do you know what it’s like?” he asked.
2

His short auburn hair had tangled itself into chaos, as it so
often did in the morning. Might a bird have perched on his
head and laid eggs while I wasn’t looking? Possibly. Equally
possible was the prospect of baby chicks sprouting above
his forehead at any time, and I laughed at the thought.

{ VE MEVER SEEN THE QCEAN:

I stopped when he turned around, and for a moment I
thought of his hair a different way. Then I remembered why
I was there. I stepped forward and closed the door behind
me. My feet squeaked on the linoleum.

“I didn’t mean to laugh,” I said simply. Xeog gave no
response—only looked at me.

I grabbed a bare metal stool from the corner of the room
and sat a few paces away from him.

I fiddled with my own hair, less impressive than his, which
stretched a bit beyond my shoulders. “We should get to it.
The Ambit has—”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

He had been following me with his eyes all the while. And
now he had seized my train of thought, as was typical of
him.

“The...your question?” I regained my composure.

“The ocean,” he said. There was not even the hint of a smile
on his face. “Do you know what it’s like?”

I stared at him and he stared back. He sat directly in front
of the window, and by now the sun was well on its way up
the sky. His body glowed in the light.

All it did was give me a headache. I had the feeling that he
picked his seating like this on purpose—either to throw me

off or to annoy me. Likely both. More likely the latter.

We were like this for a while, staring at each other, but I
looked away first. He always won at these kinds of things.

“Yes,” I began, “but I don’t...”

“Tell me,” Xeog said.

How does one describe the ocean?

I imagined a shifting mass of royal blue with specks of
white, the chilly air, grains between my toes. But whatever I

said would only cheapen the majesty of soft thunder against
sand, so I said nothing.









