Once when we walked o the bus stop, a bird few overhead, and
Jesse locked his thin knees and wouldn's budge. He stared up at the mee,
his head fung back, eyes blinking. [ knew it would be nearly impossible
o ger him moving again.

| guess | should be uvsed o things like that.

Mom says God made Jesse special, Dad says that's true—Jesse's
“wired differently.” Our pastor says everything happens for a reason,

Pt I say—only 1o myseli—"Why dida't | get a regular brother?™
Chne like moy friend Ashley's brother, Michael, who's dleven just like
Jesse is. Fxoepr Michael doesn't act like a haby,

Jesse is who he is, | guess, whether [ like i or nos,

U mon now, you'll miss your bue™ [ rugged on his deeve, bur Jese
was in hig own world, snll gawking at the bird perched on a high branch,

“Sisser,. ot litentrg,” he whispered back.

I shook my head. “You can ralle to your silly ol bird after school.
Flurry—you'll be luef”

Fle fromiened and shook his head. *No-o. e




“Do what Jesse does.” He pared himself on the chest. Then he got
down and pur his car againsr the grass, listening ro the reeming inseces.
“Giod make everything buzey,” he said.

I warched Black anes seramble our of their viay hills and smelled 2
carerpillar’s mildewy coar. Imitaning Jesse, [ perted the grass like it was
a green, hairy dog, enjoving its smooth yer prickly rexrure.

I remembered whar Diad had always said: “Jewse’s wired differently.”
| was beginning to see—and hear and smell and feel—juse whar he meant.




