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YOU KNOW ME BETTER THAN THAT


  Hi Erin,


  I’ve attached the transcript of my interview with Miranda Davis for the Luke Wilson segment. Like I mentioned before, the conversation didn’t go quite as planned, but I would love to be able to use some it for the show. Fingers crossed! As always, I really appreciate your help. 


  Thanks again,


  Jessie


  Jessica Beckler


  Production Assistant, Scuttlebutt


  89.5 KUT Radio 1 


  Lavandou, Texas


  Jessie: Ms. Davis? 


  Miranda: Please, come in. Just hunting for a word, one squirrelly son of a bitch. Pardon the language. 


  Jessie: Ms. Davis?


  Miranda: Yes, you’re in the right place. Shut the door behind you. I’ll just be a moment. 


  Fortuitous, fallacy, phallic. Where’s that piece of paper . . . ?


  Sit. Please. Just toss the books aside. 


  [Silence.]


  You’ll have to excuse me, as it’s only the start of the semester, but who are you?


  Jessie: I’m Jessie Beckler. We spoke earlier this week.


  Miranda: You’re in Poetic Forms, then? A question over the haiku? They’re a puzzle, that’s all. Puzzle it out. Flibbertigibbet: there’s you’re first line. You’re welcome. Are you considering dropping the class, then?


  Jessie: No, I’m not dropping. What I mean is, I’m not a student here. Or anywhere anymore. I’m actually . . . I’m a reporter . . . actually, a production assistant, for the local radio show Scuttlebutt. I just came to ask you a few questions about your relationship with Luke Wilson, and the accident at the swimming pool. 


  [Silence.]


  We spoke earlier this week?


  Miranda: So you said. 


  Jessie: Is now a bad time?


  Miranda: Well, I have a dentist appointment that I need to leave for in half an hour. Our appointment was at eleven, Jessica. You’re fifteen minutes late. 


  Jessie: I’m so sorry about that. I stopped for scones and—do you take cream in your coffee? 


  Miranda: I’m teasing you, Jessica. It’s fine. You were late. “Life is a theater set in which there are but few practicable entrances,” as someone important once said.


  Jessie: Well, so Scuttlebutt—have you listened to the show before? It’s pretty new, a local Lavandou program telling local Lavandou stories. There are podcasts too. You can download them. 


  Miranda: Yes, the tagline is familiar. 


  Jessie: So, it’s not like we’re Wikipedia, but any unique details you remember about Luke Wilson growing up would really add to the story. Are you still in touch?


  Miranda: Scuttlebutt flatters me. That you would come to me for unique details when it was my younger sister, Lisbeth, who’s widely considered the Luke Wilson expert in this town. His first love, his first lay. That’s your segment’s title, right there: “First Love, First Lay.” Why now, if I may ask? And why me? Why me when there is a Lisbeth somewhere out there?


  Jessie: But you’re the one who saved Luke Wilson’s life at the pool. At least that’s what everyone says. 


  Miranda: “Everyone Says.” Another good title.


  Jessie: I’m here to help you set the record straight.


  Miranda: Have you heard the one about the threesome? So unimaginative! That’s why Lisbeth and I don’t speak anymore, apparently. Of course, the truth is much more insidious. Do you know what that word means, Jessica?


  Jessie: I graduated from college, I’m a reporter . . . I mean, a production assistant . . . so I know what insidious means. As for why I want to talk to you: my little sister took one of your intro classes last semester, and she said you talked about Luke Wilson, that you’re a good storyteller. And I wanted a good story for my first interview. That is why I am here. Plus, celebrity sells. 


  Miranda: High praise. I’ll take it, and what’s more, I will thank you for thinking of me. I’m happy to set the record straight, for Lisbeth’s sake. She’s got a reputation to uphold, as a society woman, married to that wannabe congressman. Please don’t quote me on that. My word choice is unforgivable. I am quite surprised you didn’t go to her first. Although society women don’t talk to the press, do they?


  I will tell you the story because I have a kind soul, Jessica Beckler. You know, you look like a reporter—sensible pantsuit and sensible loafers. But the pearl earrings age you. Why not take them off?


  Jessie: I don’t ever take them off.


  [Silence.]


  Shall we get started? Basically, half this town has already heard the story about Luke Wilson’s accident at The Springs, many from a friend of a friend, some from an actual eyewitness. Three elements always remain the same: Luke Wilson, the pool, and hero Miranda Davis. Still, no one can seem to agree on any of the facts leading up to the incident, nothing but the ending. Today, we’re here to get your story. The true story.


  Miranda: The true story or my story? Don’t answer that. 


  You asked earlier if we still keep in touch. We do not. I think you’ll find that by the end of my story, there will be little wonder why. 


  I’d be delighted to hear your ending, the one everyone agrees on. 


  Jessie: Of course. But first, you knew actor Luke Wilson years before he rose to fame. Tell us, what was he like back then? 


  Shoot, do you mind if I record this conversation?


  Miranda: By all means.


  Jessie: Great. So, how did you and Luke Wilson meet?


  Miranda: Aren’t you going to start recording?


  Jessie: I’ve been recording the whole time. On my phone, see?


  Miranda: That is terrifying. If I may, I think the move, next time, is this: You ask to record a conversation, you visibly begin recording. And if you’ve begun recording earlier, the least you could do is feign beginning. 


  I knew him first, way before my sister, if that’s what you’re asking.


  He was Wil then, not Luke. We went to Lav Middle together and shared fourth-period geography. I remember I sat in the second row and he sat behind me, passing penis notes back and forth with friends until they got caught. Really careful anatomical sketches. Normal kid stuff. He was the first seventh-grade boy to get head from an A-squad cheerleader—it was a rumor, but that’s all it took to start a fire at our school. And he was a great swimmer, miles better than I ever was. Everyone thought he was headed for the Olympics before Lisbeth ruined things. But you already knew that. You wouldn’t be here if you didn’t.


  I remember I used to make a point of asking him if I could borrow a pencil before tests. The fact that I remember that, it’s kind of—


  Do you mind if I smoke? I removed the batteries from that smoke detector years ago.


  Jessie: Not at all, go ahead. So then what? How did your little sister ruin things?


  Miranda: So he usually gave me a pencil. What did I do with all those pencils? 


  Wil had a job cleaning pools when we were freshmen. My parents had been talked into this saltwater setup in the backyard, one of the first of its kind, and it was slowly sinking and needed constant maintenance. Lisbeth and I were real friends that summer, for the last time. She was one grade below, with white-blonde hair down to her waist and boys’ legs. Everything about her was very straight and clean. We looked like twins except for that. I’ve always been fuller looking, messier, but I’m a natural blonde, not like you’d know it to look at me now. I started going gray—truly, silver—the day I turned thirty. I’m sure Lisbeth still dyes hers blonde.


  I remember the air conditioner kept breaking down that summer. I wore my hair in one long rope braid, because I’d sweat through my shirt if I didn’t. If Lisbeth and I weren’t in the pool or going to the pool, we’d spread out on the kitchen tile in our bikinis. 


  One afternoon, Wil came by to scrub the pool and we threw ourselves a viewing party.


  Jessie: What girl wouldn’t? So it sounds like he was pretty crushworthy even back then.


  Miranda: Crushworthy. Does he sound crushworthy? I’m not saying you’re wrong, but what about “he drew penis pictures” led you there? 


  Anyway, we planted ourselves in front of the big window in the computer room and played Spit on the carpet and Truth or Dare, but without the truth part, because Lisbeth already knew too much about me. I wanted an excuse to talk to Wil, but I was fourteen and old enough to know I didn’t want anything embarrassing or stupid getting back to school, not that I knew what stupid even looked like. 


  I had to ease Lisbeth into taking my dares. Stuff like “Just pull the blinds up halfway. Do it real quick. He probably won’t even see your shadow.” She usually refused. 


  “I’m not whistling at him, and I’m not winking at him,” she said before slapping the Spit pile. Her reflexes have always been spectacular. She said nobody whistled anymore and all the old movies I’d been watching were making me retarded. When she said that, about me being a retard, I slapped my hand on hers. 


  “God, you’re such a sore loser. I slapped like ten minutes ago,” I remember her saying. “Okay, your dare was bad, so it’s my turn. I dare you to flash him from the roof.”


  “You mean like this?” I sprang up and hummed some sexy tune, probably “Bad to the Bone,” thrusting my hips as I lifted my shirt to show my bra. I only had two bras, baby blue and white. I was glad I was wearing the blue one, because it made me feel grown-up.


  I said I’d be right back, and Lisbeth grabbed one of my ankles, squealing. She loved to laugh at me. “Never, ever do that again,” she said.


  I obviously don’t remember exactly what was said, but I do remember that day. The ice-cream man circling the cul-de-sac. Lisbeth combing through her hair with her thin fingers. And then there was Wil flouncing around the shallow end in his blue shorts, flexing and studying himself in the water. We spent the entire morning watching him together.


  Jessie: So you almost flashed Luke Wilson?


  Miranda: Yes and no. 


  Jessie: Meaning?


  Miranda: Meaning it seemed like a fine way to get his attention, but I was too prudish. 


  Jessie: You were a kid.


  Miranda: I was afraid. 


  Jessie: Well, most girls would be. I mean, was he just as handsome as he was in The Royal Tenenbaums? I’m sure our listeners would love to know.


  Miranda: Brace yourself, Jessica: he was. 


  He had the same jaw, like he’d spent half an hour working it out every morning, the same halfway smile and swimmer’s shoulders. He was shorter back then but tan, and he kept his hair buzzed close, so you could see the slope of his cheekbones, and he had these hazel, faded-looking eyes. He’d look right at you when you spoke. 


  At first, I was more curious about him than infatuated. The only other boy we’d ever had at the house was a neighbor named Ellery who used to babysit us and had just started at UT, but he didn’t make me nervous like Wil did.


  Jessie: Interesting. This is all so interesting. I really love . . . well, it’s great to get the backstory. It’s just . . . we want your side, but what our listeners would really like to hear about is how you saved Luke Wilson from drowning at The Springs. If you don’t mind.


  Miranda: You know what I think? I think the real reason you’re here has almost nothing to do with my side or my time lifeguarding at The Springs—where there was plenty of blood in the water, not just the thing with Wil. The real reason you’re here is because I’m the sister of the girl who took Luke Wilson’s virginity. And what you actually want to know is what he was like in bed, but for that, you should talk to Lisbeth. 


  Lisbeth told you to get lost, didn’t she? I’d love to know what she said, verbatim. Then again, Austin is kind of a drive, much farther than the community college. She’s not as social as she used to be, my sister—with that husband and two soccer players to haul around. Not that we talk anymore anyway. I don’t hate her, though. I save all her Christmas cards.


  I used to bite Lisbeth on the arm when we were toddlers, when she’d steal my stuffed animals and copy me. It made our parents nervous, so they put me in anger counseling. By the time I was a teenager I couldn’t even remember feeling angry, just holding my breath a lot.


  Would you care for a cigarette, Jessica? It might help you relax. 


  [Silence.]


  Okay, suit yourself, but it would help you relax.


  So I dared Lisbeth to bring Wil a can of Cherry Coke, on a metal tray with a red straw, like a maid. She was supposed to tell him she’d picked out the red just for him. That it was symbolic. No idea what of. And then she’d take a long sip through the straw before handing it over. 


  I didn’t have to talk her into it that time. She ran downstairs, blonde hair flapping behind her, and was gone for the next ten minutes. I figured she was getting her presentation ready. I waited at the top of the stairs, writing Mira, my nickname, in the carpet with my finger. When she finally reappeared, her hair looked different and she was holding an unopened can of soda. She didn’t see me on the steps, but only because she never looked up. She just stood there, with one hand on the patio doorknob, touching the can to her neck. I remember wishing I had a cold can on my neck. Then she shut the door, plopped down on the tile floor, and chugged the whole can. 


  Jessie: Were you able to see him or—?


  Miranda: I went back to sitting in front of the big window, watching him. He looked up once, his hand like a visor above his eyes, and I thought he was saluting me. What would I do if he waved? Flash him? 


  He spread his arms and fell back into the water, floating, as aimless as a piece of driftwood. He’d only looked up to make sure no one was watching him. 


  By the time Lisbeth came back upstairs, it had been half an hour.


  “You didn’t do the straw,” I remember saying. She told me to grow up, that she didn’t feel like playing anymore. Her lips were stained maroon at the corners, and her hair was in a loose braid that ran over her right shoulder and across her chest.


  “Did you braid your hair for him?” I asked. She shrugged, and it made me want to bite her arm, for old time’s sake.


  “Do you want me to redo yours?” she said, and she began plucking out bobby pins.


  Jessie: So when did you start working at The Springs? 


  Miranda: How old are you anyway? You can’t be older than twenty-one. 


  Jessie: I’m twenty-two. 


  Miranda: Good for you. It was impolite of me to ask. To be fair, I bet you’ve got plenty on me: never married, no children, shut-in failed poet with one good story about a kid she knew in high school. It’s not self-pity—all poets are failures. 


  What else is there to know? Two weeks ago I installed handicap rails in my shower. That’s important. I know, I’m forty-two, still young, but “I’ve fallen and I can’t get up” becomes less of a joke when you live alone. Write that down. I buy bundles of carnations every Wednesday that I throw out on Sunday, as soon as the petals brown. Then I make myself live Monday and Tuesday without flowers, just so I get to need them again. 


  I’m sure you’ve done your homework, Jess, but you were only half-right earlier. I did save Luke Wilson’s life, but he wasn’t exactly drowning.


  Jessie: Go on.


  Miranda: Wil and I first spoke during my only winter at the pool, when I was training for summer guard. We were sophomores, and I spent Tuesdays and Thursdays on my lifeguard chair, swallowed by a red down jacket and rip-away track pants. I’d show up with my hair up in a knot, and with two puffs on my inhaler, just in case. It had never crossed my mind to dress up for work. That was a Lisbeth thing.


  Have you been to The Springs in the winter? The water is sixty-eight degrees all year long, fresh and dark, with turtles the size of small boulders asleep in the deep end. We were the only pool open in December, and we were the only pool open until eight. The air was too chilly for recreational swimmers by the holidays, so I spent hours watching triathletes and composing everyday haiku: “The pool can’t be held / responsible for your child’s / safety. Keep him close.” And I read trashy stuff. I loved Your World magazine, which was like Us Weekly but with more news and human interest. 


  Wil came in around six and swam an hour of laps. Like the others, he wore a Speedo, Lav High purple and orange, and got straight to business. When he was done, he’d pat himself dry, working his way up: one foot, then the other, one leg, then the other. He was tall by then, the same height as now. I felt pretty lucky about how long it took. 


  Then one day, the routine changed. It was February, and I was hiding my hands in my coat sleeves, pawing at the pages of Your World’s “Stranger Than Fiction” section, when Wil snuck up on me. I’d been watching him dry off a few minutes earlier, but I always made myself look away once he got to his chest. 


  I swore and clutched my magazine. 


  He said something like “That assembly today was pretty illuminating, huh?” He stood below my perch, his face in my knees. I shaved twice a week in the winter and thanked God I was wearing pants, even the rip-away ones. 


  My homeroom hadn’t gone to the assembly, but I nodded. 


  Wil grabbed hold of the middle rung on my chair like he meant to climb it. In one split-second motion, he lifted himself up to the top step. I felt my pulse in my hands and a wild heat on my chest, which was probably covered in red splotches. I remember wondering what it would feel like to have him sit on my lap. 


  His nose and cheeks were red from the cold, and his nostrils were flat, steep slopes. A cluster of dark hairs ran from one eyebrow to the other. I tell you this because he was handsome, but up close, you noticed the possibility of a unibrow. And how half of his top lip was puckered around a scar.


  He balanced a magazine subscription flyer on my knee. It must have fallen to the ground.


  “Well, you clearly didn’t learn anything at the assembly,” he said. “It’s called recycling, Miranda.” 


  Speaking proved hard. Luke Wilson knew my name. “And clearly,” I spit out, “you don’t know how to respect other people’s personal space.” 


  “You’re the lifeguard,” he said, walking backward toward the parking lot. “Isn’t your job getting in everyone’s way?” 


  That was it.


  Any questions, Jessica? I agreed to this interview for a reason, so I suppose I should at least be nice about it.


  Jessie: Why did you agree to this interview?


  Miranda: I was surprised you didn’t ask Lisbeth. Did you ask Lisbeth?


  Jessie: I’m not sure. I mean, I don’t know what the guys in charge did. 


  Miranda: Of course you don’t. Cigarette? 


  [Silence.]


  What’s the point in talking to you? There’s no point, except to say that I saw Wil first. You say you don’t care what he’s like in bed, but you want him, and I saw him first. 


  Jessie: Sure, I’ll take a cigarette. Like I said, I’m twenty-two. He is middle-aged. I do not want Luke Wilson. Do you? 


  Miranda: I’ll tell you what, that’s the first hard question you’ve asked me. That kind of question makes me nervous. 


  I wore my hair down the next Thursday, the ends curled below my shoulders. A little blush on my cheeks. Wil asked if I’d gotten my hair cut, and I frowned like I didn’t know what he was talking about. He asked me what I was reading, leaning up against my lifeguard stand, and I showed him this terrific Your World story. A boy in Louisiana had broken into his landlord’s apartment with a few friends and stolen a TV and stereo. They were on their way out when the kid in charge spotted the landlord’s goldfish. He didn’t want any witnesses—that’s actually what he said. “No witnesses.” So they scooped the fish out of the bowl with a net and set it on the kitchen island to suffocate. 


  The next week when Wil asked me for the news, I told him another story. 


  By the time summer came around, I’d put in enough winter hours to dictate my work schedule. I took the late shifts, like before, but after the first week Wil stopped showing. I eventually ran into him one afternoon while picking up my paycheck. 


  “You don’t like my stories anymore?” I said, laughing before he could say anything back.


  I’d been saving one for him about a man and a woman who’d met through their computers, one of the world’s first Internet dating disasters. The chat-room element was interesting, a modern way of meeting through the classifieds, but what made it special was how close they’d felt after only a handful of exchanges. After making out on their third date, they discovered they were brother and sister. Well, half brother and sister—they shared a philandering father—but the story absolutely thrilled me. It’s an obvious punch line now, but I clung to it then: two people meant for each other. It didn’t matter that the romance was off or that he’d groped his sister and she’d liked it. I just liked the possibility. I couldn’t tell him any of this during the day, with juniors and seniors sunbathing on the grass behind him. 


  Jessica, would you like to hear about Wil’s first love? I introduced them.


  Jessie: Absolutely, but what about your dentist appointment?


  Miranda: Oh, that was a lie. In case you and I didn’t hit it off. 


  I’d begun showing up at the pool when I wasn’t scheduled, which was a weird thing to do, or at least I felt the weirdness of it. I told myself I needed a tan for the one-piece I wore during the night shift. The pool at the house had sunk by a foot and had to be drained and reset, so I couldn’t lay out at home. And if I was driving to the pool and it was a cloudless day, Lisbeth always wanted to join me. 


  At this point my sister and I were friendly but not friends. She’d grown beautiful, brown all year long, and she had this subtle meanness to her. She would cut to the front in the hot-plates line at school, telling the girls behind her—always other girls—to relax, she just had to get this one thing. She’d start a two-person conversation in a group of ten. 


  On our second or third trip to the pool, I introduced them. I knew Wil was there even before I saw him. I was propped up like a seal, reading something, my sunglasses on a slow slide down my nose. After about ten minutes, he walked over from a group of boys to tell me to reapply sunscreen. 


  “You’ll get the cancer,” he said, and he winked at Lisbeth, who was on her back squinting up at him. We had a freshmen-only campus back then, so this was the first time he’d seen her, wet, just out of the pool, smelling of chlorine and coconut. 


  “You’re funny,” she said, flipping onto her front. 


  I felt his friends watching us from the snack stand, but when I pushed my sunglasses up to check, they weren’t there.


  Lisbeth sighed and stripped a blade of grass down to a string. She was staring at the entrance arches when Wil crouched down beside her. 


  “This must be your kid sister,” he said. 


  He knew I had a younger sister, but he also knew she was only a year younger. And now he knew that she was beautiful in a beachy way. She smiled and snapped one of her pink bikini straps against her shoulder. I remember that because it reminded me of a move from Grease. I wanted to tell her to shut up, but she hadn’t said anything. 


  “Who are you?” she said. 


  “Luke,” he said, and he held out his hand. 


  Most of this dialogue is approximate, of course. It’s right enough—it would be good enough for a memoir—but there are a few lines I can guarantee you. He said Luke. Not Wil, but Luke. I’d never heard anyone but teachers call him that before.


  Jessie: Did you ever consider telling Lisbeth how you felt?


  Miranda: You mean Wil?


  Jessie: Either.


  Miranda: Once, on their first date. I’m not a monster, though—it was a group date, fifteen kids sneaking into Aliens. Lisbeth had invited me along, who knows why, and I agreed to go because I didn’t want to hear about it from her or a friend and because I assumed it was my last chance to throw myself at him. 


  Wil picked us up in his dad’s truck, which only had front seats, so we all crammed in, with Lisbeth in the middle. She was wearing a white tank top that didn’t cover her stomach. I had on a white sundress I thought looked pretty on me, cinched at the waist and floaty in the thighs, so you couldn’t see all my muscles. 


  Pulling out of our cul-de-sac, Wil flipped on the classic rock station and reached over to roll my window down, probably to keep me distracted while he and Lisbeth got to know each other. His wrist sat on my knee as he rolled. I spent most of that twenty-minute ride sweating through my shirt on the leather seat, trying to sit so that my elbow wasn’t touching Lisbeth. 


  When we got there, Wil bought Lisbeth a jumbo Cherry Coke and malted milk balls at the concession stand. As he handed over a twenty to pay, Lisbeth stopped him.


  “What about Miranda?” she asked. “Do you want anything, Mira?”


  “Mira?” Luke said. “Like ‘mirror’ with a gangster accent. Mira, Mira on the wall.” 


  His jokes had a way of getting cornier when he was nervous. I hated myself for knowing that about him.


  “No. Mira, like Miranda,” Lisbeth said, stabbing a straw into her Coke. “It’s called a nickname, Willy. You’re not the only one who can have one.” 


  My stomach felt empty except for a coating of bile, so I ordered a medium popcorn.


  “And you can share your milk balls,” Wil said to her.


  “What’s mine is yours,” she said, and she smiled so big that her gums showed. She turned to go before the cashier had counted back Wil’s change. 


  “How generous of her.” He passed me the popcorn. “You cool with sharing, Mira?”


  I shook my head. I felt Wil watching me. We were alone, and my body had started buzzing. The couple behind us pushed past to order. I remember the smell of liquid butter and the sound of George Strait on the loudspeaker. I pinched one piece of popcorn, trying for daintiness, and set it on my tongue. 


  “That was sarcasm,” I finally said. “She doesn’t share.”


  “I’ve been warned,” he said. He looked right at me.


  “I’m not that great at it, either.” 


  “That’s just bad parenting.” He wrapped his arm around my shoulder, steering us toward the theater. I thought he might kiss me.


  “Are you?” I started. “What I mean is, I just want you to know that you and Lisbeth . . .” I paused so that maybe he’d jump in with something like “There is no me and Lisbeth,” but no. “Do you like her?”


  “What’s not to like? The Davis girls are good people.” His arm felt really light on my skin, like it was hovering above it. I still thought he might kiss me.


  There was a series of booms from inside the theater.


  “The previews are the best part,” he said, walking ahead. 


  We didn’t sit together. They sat at one end of the group, and I sat at the other. I glanced over during the movie, but I couldn’t tell that they were holding hands until the lights went on during the credits. I hid in the bathroom for like ten minutes after, trying to throw up, but I couldn’t even make that happen. When I came out, it felt like half the school had been waiting for me. Someone asked if I was okay—I knew I looked green—and Lisbeth told them to leave me alone and then started talking about Taco Cabana, so everyone walked toward the food court. I’ll always remember that, how easy it was for her to redirect everyone’s attention. 


  Jessie: That’s as close as you came?


  Miranda: Pathetic, right? Do you like her? I was pathetic.


  It was never my plan to break them up, not once they were together. I wasn’t looking to save Wil from her. 


  What was that ending you’d heard? How does your story end?


  Jessie: I’m here to get your story. 


  Miranda: I bet my ending is pretty different. I’ll bet you lunch, somewhere nice. It’d be my pleasure.


  Jessie: How would you know I wasn’t lying?


  Miranda: From your face. It’s always in the face.


  Jessie: Well, I don’t gamble.


  Miranda: You’re missing out. It’s one of life’s greatest pleasures. 


  Anyway, Wil and Lisbeth had been together for a year by the summer before my senior year. One day, a family friend stopped by, that guy Ellery, who babysat us when we were little. He was a senior at UT and looked like an Ellery, stout but short for a Texas boy. He was handsome, just not my type. Wil called four times that afternoon, and I answered three of those calls, since Ellery and Lisbeth were obviously not going to. Not that I had any idea what they were up to, just that my sister totally refused to pick up the phone. 


  The first time, it was simple. It hadn’t even felt like lying: “Nope, not here. Can I take a message?” The second time, Lisbeth said to tell him she’d gone to The Springs for a girls’ day. The third time, I heard the phone ring but I was in the shower. And the fourth time, I walked away from the phone to get her. She told me to say she’d be home soon. 


  I left for my night at the pool. It was after eight and the sky was violet when Wil showed up. I wasn’t exactly surprised to see him. I’d just finished patrolling the perimeter for junk, and I was dumping everyone’s shit into a trash vat near the shallow end.


  “Tell me a story,” Wil said, kicking off his flip-flops. 


  I hadn’t been keeping up with Your World that summer. We were busy. I’d saved a drowning five-year-old at the bottom of the shallow end the week before. Four feet deep and I could barely make out her shape the water was so dark. Her family hadn’t even noticed she was gone.


  “I don’t have one,” I said. He was edging me toward the rim of the pool.


  “She wasn’t here,” he said. “I came earlier, and she wasn’t here. We were supposed to drive to Galveston today, and all of her friends were here, but she wasn’t. They said she was with some guy. When I called the last time, you said she was there and you went to get her, and when you came back, you’d changed your mind. I may not be smart like you, Miranda, but I’m not a fucking idiot.” 


  He stepped forward like he wanted to get a better look at me, his face an inch from mine, mouthwash on his breath. I’d never felt so close to being close to him, but I also thought he might hit me. 


  “You look so similar close up,” he whispered.


  I remember he stood there, breathing mint into my face, waiting for me to do something. When he turned to go, I touched his arm, and he jerked it away and said, “You’re such a good sister.” That made me feel dirty. Then he muttered something I didn’t hear, like: “I see through you, Mira,” or “I see you, Mira,” or just “I see.” I couldn’t tell. 


  So I pushed him. I shoved him hard, and he stumbled before diving into the shallow end.


  I think maybe he was crying, and that’s why he’d turned from me. I knew he’d rammed into the bottom with that dive, cracked his head open, but the real reason I dove in after him was because it felt like he was running away from us, not just what we had, but what the three of us had. 


  I could see him a couple yards off, drifting faceup at the bottom, and it made me happy. I swam through the dark water. It tasted cold and coppery, like a penny. 


  His eyes were open, and blood was fanning out into his hair. He blinked and turned his head, like he wanted me to leave. He looked relaxed. Maybe he meant to stay down there. But if he did, I wanted to be close to him before his lungs filled. I loved that Luke Wilson was letting me save him.


  I grabbed his face and closed my eyes and kissed around his mouth. I felt the dip in his upper lip—he hadn’t shaved that morning—and I slid an arm around his waist, flattening his chest against mine, like if I were lying on top of him. 


  My fingers ran up his neck, up through his hair. There was a tear at the crown of his head, a flap of skin, and I let my fingers slide inside the wound, then out. The water was warmer there. I pressed my palm on his skull, to stop the blood, and I thought I felt him kiss me back. I say thought, though, because when I pulled away, his eyes were murky and his arms hung loose. I was drowning him. 


  Now comes the part you know: CPR, coughing, a two-inch gash at the top of his head. She barely spoke to me after that. 


  Jessie: Who?


  Miranda: I have no idea what she heard, if he ever told her. There were no more trips to the pool after that. He was the last of us. She had her license by then anyway, so maybe I’m imagining the connection, maybe it was just growing up. No one says your little sister has to like you. It’s just blood. That’s another good title: “It’s Just Blood.” Of course, you’re probably going to go with something more like “Harebrained Poet Miranda Davis on Hollywood Hunk Luke Wilson: Sibling Rivalry and a Rumor the Size of Texas!” and I wouldn’t blame you, Jessica. I just want her to have the story.


  You know, if Wil had become an accountant, he wouldn’t matter to you, but he’d still matter to us. Wil belonged to Lisbeth and he belonged to me, and we both nearly killed him, but only I saved him. 


  Anyway, what was your ending? I think you owe me lunch.


  Jessie,


  Sorry to hear your first interview was so challenging! We should have suspected, but we can find someone else, no problem. Plenty of people knew Luke Wilson and would have an uplifting story to tell, so don’t worry about it! This honestly happens all the time. Too bad her sister refused to play ball. 


  —E
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