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Greenland

by Faith
Shuker-Haines

(unspellchecked.
Sorry)

 


 


To Maria, Emily and
Io

What if this once happened
to us?

 


 


 


 


And to Stephen
King

I’m just trying to be you,
man



 


 


A mirror reflects a
different picture depending on where in the room you’re standing.
What does a mirror reflect when there’s nobody in the room to see
it?

 


 


 


I remember exactly what drew me to that place
that day. I was visiting Tuscany because I was in the area, and of
course, wanted to stop by and see all the old places. Needless to
say, the town had lost a lot of glamour since my boyhood. What had
once been majestic hideaways full of potential and passwords had
become simply vacant lots that, quite frankly, smelled really bad.
The movie theater had added seven screens and lost any semblance of
charm, and Tiny’s Ice Cream was gone. It was, to be blunt,
disappointing.

What was funny, though, was how much I had
forgotten. I felt as though I hadn’t thought about my childhood in
years, and this was not so far from the truth. It was as though the
place I had spent so many impressionable years had made absolutely
no mark on my mind. This struck me as rather odd. Isn’t a person’s
childhood supposed to determine everything about them? Aren’t all
of a man’s phobias, psychoses, and needs for medication supposed to
be attributable to some problem he faced as a boy? If Tuscany had
done anything at all to me, I had no awareness of it.

I stopped at the coffee place, noticing that
the name had changed from “Mindy’s Coffee” (How long had it been
since I’d thought about Mindy’s?) to “Tuscany Roasters Inc.” I
wondered how any business in this tiny town saw fit to call itself
“Inc.” The interior was slightly familiar, and the iced cookies
brought a wave of nostalgia, though I was the only adult in the
place who seemed to be eating one. I looked around for familiar
faces, than wondered who exactly I was looking for. I couldn’t
remember the names or faces of any of my teachers, and my neighbors
had faded into a similar haze of forgotten and irrelevant details.
I didn’t think to look around for any of my childhood friends until
I’d left the place. I guess I assumed, subconsciously, that either
they’d moved away from this nowhere town, or were too changed for
me to recognize their adult faces. Not that I remembered their
childhood faces either. It was so spooky to me that I couldn’t
bring to mind a single person from the first sixteen years of my
life, except my family. And nobody recognized me, either. You’d
expect that, when a man journeyed back to his boyhood town, his old
librarian, or the guy who had once saved him from drowning at the
pool or something, would come up and say, “Hey, John, is it? I
haven’t seen you in ages!” But no such luck. It was as if this town
and I had split off from each other long ago, and no part of me
belonged here.

Even the places I was driving past seemed
familiar when I saw them, but I knew, somehow, that two days before
I would have had no recollection of this playground, that
bookstore, this warehouse-turned-artsy-resturant. It wasn’t as
though these things were unfamiliar, it was that I hadn’t even
tried to recall any of it for my entire adult life. No wonder these
things fade. If you never think about something you. . .you lose
practice. Memories get buried, impossible to unearth until these
things are shoved in your face again. At least that was how I
justified it to myself as I was bombarded with things
once-forgotten.

Frightening, though, that I hadn’t thought
about this place. Why had I blocked it from myself? Was it
intentional? Did I have some psychological trauma here that I had
convinced myself had never happened? Was my childhood so goddamn
boring that I found no need to think about it? I didn’t know.

I drove by the post office, remembering,
through a haze, the skateboard tricks I pulled off on those
railings, and all the injuries I sustained in the process. But who
was I with?

Kit.

Dan.

It was if a bomb had exploded in my brain.
Kit and Dan. Who were they? They were the most important people I
had ever met. They were everything to me. Had there been any waking
hours in my life without them? But, as suddenly as I remembered
these pillars of my boyhood, I was filled with an uneasy fear. How
could I have forgotten them? The force with which those names had
thrust themselves into my consciousness reminded me that I had not
even thought about them in. . .how long? And nothing. No Christmas
cards, no emails, no photos of newborn babies. They had simply
disappeared. How is it possible for a person to go almost thirty
years without so much as thinking about his childhood friends?
Where had they gone? It was spooky.

But as I drove down these strange, familiar
streets, I caught little snippets of things I had forgotten I’d
forgotten. Fried dough. Stevie Wonder. Scrabble. These things burst
like bubbles in my mind, devoid of any meaning at all. I knew,
however, that they were memories I had shared with those people.
Barnum and Bailey. Pickle. The Marx Brothers. That one held a
little more for me. I remember being the only one willing to be
Zeppo. Zeppo. Which ones were the others? Groucho? Chico? Harpo?
Wait. I was the fourth. Who was the fourth? Me, Kit, Dan, and. . .
I think there was a fourth. Who was he? She?

Earth, air, fire, water.

Yes. There were four.

Who was it? Why couldn’t I remember? Why
couldn’t I remember Dan’s face? Kit’s voice? My best friend’s
names? How had I gone so long without even giving a passing thought
to the first sixteen years of my life? Latin. Bruce Springsteen.
Phantom of the Opera. Arthenfeld. What did these memories mean?
These movie-flashback frames of consciousness with nothing but fear
attached? The Shining. Six Flags. Arthenfeld. What was Arthenfeld?
A place. A place in the woods. Athena. Artemis. Arthenfeld.

I remembered it. It was a clearing one of us
had found. Who? I didn’t know. But I did recall some of the things
we did there. Marx Brothers and Monty Python skits. We wrote
stories and had sword fights. We played hide and seek and
backgammon. I vaguely remembered carrying a backgammon set through
the woods. We hung a tire over a river, once. We told jokes there.
Arthenfeld was the place I had grown up. It was a realm of four.
Four. Who was he?

I found myself on a familiar
dirt road. My throat choked up. I was home. I had driven to the
place I had lived as a boy. I didn’t know I even knew how to get
there by car. I had never given it a passing thought. I hadn’t even
noticed where I was going. Apparently, my subconscious held more
than I gave it credit for. There were the sunflowers. They still
grew. There was the lighting-struck tree. It was still dead. But
its arm pointed into the woods at an odd, crooked, angle. To
Arthenfeld. I remembered, now. I parked the car, in a haze. When I
opened the door, I staggered backwards. They say that smell is the
most powerful of all senses for inducing memories and emotions. I
grew up here. I belonged here. I had lived with my wife for almost
ten years now, and I had never so much as mentioned Tuscany, Kit,
Dan, Arthenfeld. And now I could hardly think of anything else in
my life that had mattered so much. I still did not understand why
they had run away from me, why some subconscious power had refused
to let me remember their existence. And still, this persistent,
tugging, vague, memory of a fourth. I had lost my faith in my
sanity. I started thinking desperately about my family, wondering
if I had had brothers I’d forgotten about. That didn’t seem unlikely to me at this
point.

I needed to go back to see Arthenfeld. Maybe
it would make me remember the fourth.

North, south, east, west.

The path was almost gone. I knew nobody had
been here in years. Then they never found the secret. What secret?
I stopped. What was my mind doing to me? What secret? I was being
guided through the forest by a ghost of a memory. It was a long
walk to the place, but I knew it was there. I never once considered
that I was in grave danger of losing myself in the woods. Never
imagined that a grown man could lose his way while wandering a
route he hadn’t thought about in years, to a place he had named as
a boy. I walked on, slacks stabbed by nettles, and then I saw it. A
small clearing, grass and dandelions, a patch of treeless sky. I
was suddenly flooded with adrenaline. I was terrified, excited,
anticipating something. What it was I had no idea, but I needed and
wanted to run away from this place, and, of course, I did not. This
was it. This was the place. I recognized the stumps and rocks that
were our chairs and tables, the roots that had held a million
“gnome homes.” But this is not it, some part of my mind kept
saying. This is only the beginning of the place. There is so much
more here. This is a place of memory, but not a place of power.
What was going on? But my instincts had gotten me this far, and I
trusted them to know when there was something more to be
remembered, something more to be found. Then I saw it. An oak tree,
with a rusted string of barbed wire near the base. My heart was
beating double-time, and I was tingling with an unexplainable
nervous energy. I still tasted the coffee-shop cookie in my mouth.
Whatever I was looking for, this tree held the key. I walked closer
to the oak, my fear increasing, and I squinted at the trunk, not
knowing what I was looking for. There, carved with a Boy Scout
knife, were four faint letters, grown around and bark-bulging until
they were a part of the tree.

D.

R.

J.

K.

The R. That was the fourth. Who was it? Who
was the R? Why couldn’t I remember? What was wrong with me? If I
were a different sort of person I would have cried, but all I did
was stare at the letters carved by four children who thought they
would be together forever, and who were forgotten completely.

I stared at the barbed wire, clashing with my
mud-stained loafers. I smiled when I thought of what a horribly
pretentious CD cover the image would have made. Something in the
deep recesses of my memory, that black hole from which Kit and Dan
had so recently emerged, told me that if I stepped over that barbed
wire I would die. That that barbed wire was a border between
reality and eternity. It was a concept too great for my mind to
handle. On the other side of the wire, there was simply another
clearing, smaller, and not as grassy. There were pine trees
surrounding it, the only pine trees I had seen yet in the forest,
and this struck me as rather odd. But there was nothing else
unusual I could see in this place my mind told me was evil.
Something was going on here. I had forgotten people that made me
who I am, and here I was being spoken to by a voice in my head that
told me that a grove of pines would kill me. I didn’t believe in
any of that supernatural shit, but I couldn’t help but have a
little respect for the power that was so obviously present in my
memories and in this place. And I was curious. That was what made
it all happen in the first place. I was curious. So, before I had
time to intellectually accept what I was doing, I stepped over the
barbed wire.

The instant I did so, my consciousness seemed
to split into two halves. It was as if my heart and my mind changed
courses and split. You know how often, when you’re trying to make a
decision, your conscience and logic point in two opposite
directions? That was how it felt.

Intellectually, I felt a sweeping sense of
relief. I understood everything now. I understood why I had
forgotten Kit and Dan, why I had thought about Tuscany so little,
why I was here, why the past hour or so had been so goddamn
confusing. I pieced it all together and smiled, understanding why I
had been so stupid. None of it was my fault. I felt reborn.

Meanwhile, however, my emotions were running
rampant. Robin. Robin. Where was she? God, she was the fourth. And
she was my best friend I had ever had. Closer than the other two
and closer to me than. . .anyone. Closer than my wife and my
parents and my children-yet-to-be-born. Robin. And she was dead.
She was dead and I told myself I’d forget about her.

I smiled with understanding at the same time
as my heart was torn apart with grief. I sat down, got the better
of myself, and thought. I thought for a very long time.

I was back in Greenland. Memories were
reappearing again, very different from the ones that had flooded me
as I was driving. Fights. Heroin. Kiss. Laws.

Of course.

I wondered if Kit and Dan and. . .

I wondered if Kit and Dan had had this
experience. I wondered if they had come back to Tuscany and been
drawn back here, back to Greenland. Greenland.

How did it get its name? Arthenfeld was a
planned-out word, a tribute to our creativity and intelligence.
Greenland is a large island in the Atlantic. I think Kit just
called this place “Greenland” once and it stuck. That seemed rather
stupid now. I wonder if she would regret her poor naming choice if
she ever came back.

I wondered if they had remembered, had
forgotten. And what should I do with myself now? I remembered
making this decision hundreds of thousands of times. If your past
is part of who you are, is it possible to forget anything, or is
that killing yourself? I remember bursting into tears when Dan had
said that to me. Obviously, though, I’d chosen happiness.
Obviously, that’s what my decision was, that was how the story was
supposed to end. Only now, I was back, and I could change the
course of my lives, their lives, change history. I could change
humanity. I could take back that decision, and began considering
that maybe I should.

I had forgotten the power of this place. I
had forgotten what it feels like to know that you, somewhere, are
on top of the world, that you hold a secret that is greater than
the world.

But what should I do about it? I was still
racing inside myself. Everything made sense now, but it was
heart-wrenching, and strangely intoxicating, to accept. How had we
done it? How had we made it work? Book. Bike. Bedroom wall. I
remembered so much now. But there was still too much here. It would
take me hours of reminiscing to remember it all. But I remembered
the story, and Robin, and Greenland, and with that straightened
out, the details became insignificant. Despite what I was going
through, it was so reassuring to understand what was going on. I
thought of myself five minutes ago, questioning my own sanity, and
almost laughed. What if we all were insane? Would that make
sense?

I’ve been through this, I’ve been through
this. I believe in magic, that’s all. I have to.

The book. I knew I needed to read this book.
And then. . .maybe make a decision.

I walked to the center of this clearing, the
most familiar and strangely nostalgic thing I’ve ever done, and
lifted the giant rock. “Dig here” was still painted on it. Amazing
how visible that remained, a tiny piece of Robin’s handwriting in a
world that had forgotten she ever existed. It’s funny how I
remembered it as a “giant rock,” and still thought of it that way,
because it was actually pretty small. Everything seems bigger when
you’re young.

Except this place. As a grown man with
perspective and knowledge, Greenland seemed huge to me. It seemed
so much bigger, so much more powerful than an ignorant teenager can
even begin to comprehend.

I dug through only about an inch of dirt,
then there was the box. It was a beautiful wooden box. Dan had
gotten it as a birthday present once, to hold baseball cards or
something silly. It was nice, though. Shame to have let it sit
here, in the ground, all these years. But I opened it, greedily,
and pulled out what I had known was there. It was crinkled,
tea-colored, ripped and fading, but every word was legible. It was
like a parody of the past.

THE STORY OF
GREENLAND

by Kit Sharp

with help from

Dan Jarvis

John America

and

Robin White

Somehow, seeing Robin’s name reminded me anew
about her story, and how it ended. I couldn’t let myself cry now. I
had to be strong. I needed to read this story. I needed to
remember. I needed to remember the story and then bring the
knowledge to the world, because I didn’t want my dearest, best
friend Robin White to have died needlessly.

I opened the book, seeing Kit’s perfectly
messy handwriting scrawled in straight lines across the page. How
many notes had been passed to me in that writing? I smiled at how
much I had loved that girl, how much I still did. I wondered, for
the hundredth time, what became of her. Where was she now? Had she
come back here and chosen differently than I? Because I knew now I
was not going to forget again. That would be suicide. That would be
killing Robin anew. With this resolution fixed even more firmly in
my mind, I began to read the story that Kit had written, that we
had all written, so many years ago, in another universe.

 


This story is set down by Kit Sharp to
chronicle the adventures of four best friends in a place called
Greenland.

Greenland is a place with no consequences.
The things that happen there have no effect on the rest of the
world. Someone long before our time ringed the boundaries of
Greenland with barbed wire, and we don’t know who they were.
Obviously, though, they understood the magical properties of this
place. It seems silly for kids our age to say “magical,” but we can
think of no better word. We discovered Greenland ten or twenty
times. The first time, we must have stepped over from Arthenfeld,
out secret woodland base (horrible childhood cliché, I know) and
not noticed a thing. When we came back, all the things that
happened there didn’t matter. Like memories we formed.

Every second of your existence, things are
happening to you, happening around you. These things are perceived
by your sensory organs, your eyes and ears and skin, and
interpreted by your brain. They then get stored in your memory -
first short-term, then long-term. These actions are actually just
neurons firing, electrical currents across millions of synapses,
but it is going on as you read this notebook. It is what keeps you
from finishing a sentence and getting confused because you’ve
forgotten how it began. These things happened to us in Greenland,
of course, as normal. But they had no effect on the rest of the
world. When we stepped back over the wire, any connections our
brain had made, any memories we had formed, ceased to exist.

When we went back into Greenland, we
immediately remembered the last time. Because things in Greenland
affect other things in Greenland. It is simply separate from the
rest of the world. The first few times we returned, the effect was
nothing more than a very intense, “Hey, I’d forgotten about this
place, but I’ve been here before. I remember that now. Funny how I
haven’t thought about it” sort of feeling. What made us realize
something was seriously wrong with this place was Dan’s pants.

We’re in Arthenfeld, setting up backgammon
for Dan and John to play, when Dan notices Greenland.

“Hey, there’s a cool clearing. Why have we
never hung out there before?”

Now, when Dan gets an idea, there’s no
stopping him, so we troop into Greenland, and Dan rips those ugly
sweatpants he insists on wearing as he crosses the barbed wire. We
enter the clearing, and of course remember playing here a couple
times before. We all have the usual initial “Wow, how come we
always forget about this awesome place” conversation, and the boys
play backgammon.

Needless to say, when we leave, the rip in
Dan’s pants seals itself and we forget about the game. But the next
day, Dan’s wearing the same ugly sweatpants. This time it’s Robin
who notices the clearing.

“Hey guys, let’s go over there. It looks
shadier than Arthenfeld.”

When we enter, Dan, for some reason, is less
impulsive than before and steps carefully over the barbed wire. His
pants rip by themselves. He freaks out and tells everyone else how
“they just ripped randomly! I didn’t even touch them!”

“It’s true,” I say, “I didn’t hear a ripping
noise, and I know they didn’t have that big hole this morning.
Wait.”

I think it was in that moment that it was
most obvious that we were one person. Recognition and memory hit us
all at the same time.

“You ripped them yesterday, in the same
place.”

“Why didn’t we remember that?”

“They were fine this morning. I wouldn’t
have put them on otherwise.”

“Yeah, you would have.”

“Shut up.”

“Shut up, you guys, this is fucking
weird.”

“You just said the f-word!”

“Um, we have a magically ripping pair of
pants and a place we’ve been to a million times and can’t seem to
remember. I think we have more to worry about than John’s choice of
language.”

“Wait, you guys, let’s think about
this.”

It was then that I proposed my theory about
nothing in Greenland having consequences. What I proposed then was
pretty much what I said at the beginning of the book. The others
agreed that it made sense, but were having trouble accepting it. I
have to say, I felt the same way. So we sat down in the middle of
the pine grove to discuss this “fucked-up phenomenon” as John
dubbed it.

“We should do some experiments on this
fucked-up phenomenon” he said.

So we spent hours sending one person out of
the clearing and every time, without fail, they said, “Hey guys,
what’re you doing in there?” The feeling of re-entering Greenland
is one of the most bizarre things ever. Its like when you’re
sitting somewhere and suddenly something triggers a memory of some
“crazy-complex” dream (a Dan-ism) only a million times more
intense. You learn to look on your non-Greenland self with this
strange feeling of pity. There’s no other way to describe it. You
look at the ignorant you as you would look on some kid who asked
you why the sky was blue.

It’s amazing how important memories are. You
think of them as an aspect of you, one part of a person, but they
are the most important thing a person has. If you didn’t have
memories, you wouldn’t know who your parents are. You would try
foods you hated because you wouldn’t know you hated them. Any
experience that has shaped you would simply disappear, and then who
would you be? I remember that I used to say to the guys, “You know,
technically, in the past five minutes we could all have been
kidnapped by aliens, had lots of adventures and then had our
memories erased.” Inevitably, Robin would say something stupid
like, “Yeah, what if they taught me how to tap dance? I’d be really
angry because I’ve always wanted to tap dance. What if I knew how
all along, but didn’t know I knew.” Then my seemingly intelligent
observation would dissolve into silliness, as everything else does
when you propose it to friends.

In Greenland, though, my alien theory finely
gained some respect and even probability. We would rip articles of
clothing, put smudges of dirt on our skin and watch them come and
go as we stepped back and forth over the line. This last one only
worked when we used dirt from Greenland, though. Dirt you put on
your face outside simply stays there. We have yet to figure out
why. Every time though, we had to tell the person doing the
experiment to come join us, because they’d forget what they were
doing. Of course, it was John who suggested someone stand with one
foot in Greenland and one in Arthenfeld. Dan volunteered, and all
he did was stand there with a look of intense confusion on his
face. We had to pull him over into Greenland, because he didn’t
respond when we yelled at him.

We all tried it, and the feeling was beyond
description. It was as if all memory were gone, as if I had just
been born. I didn’t know who I was, where I was, what a tree or a
bird or a flower was. I simply existed. I heard sounds bombarded at
me but didn’t understand. Turns out it was my friends yelling at
me, but I didn’t know English, didn’t even understand the basic
concept of speech. The hardest part was describing the feeling
later.

Whenever you experience something in your
life - a stomachache, disappointment, fatigue, a paper cut - you
have in your possession, in your memory, the vocabulary to describe
it. It is impossibly bizarre to experience something and have no
words in your mind to help yourself understand it. And then to gain
words again only when the feeling is gone makes it rather difficult
to put down on paper. Suffice it to say, though, that none of us
tried standing half-in again.

Surprisingly, it was Robin who had the next
brainwave about the place.

“Well, it’s weird that it only works one
way,” she said, absentmindedly breaking sticks, throwing them away
and watching the parts fuse together in the air. (it only worked
with some sticks.) “I mean, you go into Arthenfeld and forget about
Greenland, but when we’re here, we remember both places. I mean, we
all know everything about our lives now, right?”

It is terrifying, I think, to imagine what
would have happened had this not been true. We would have journeyed
into Greenland and forgotten how to walk, how to eat, how to speak
or move our muscles. We would have fallen on the ground, monstrous
clothed fetuses with no awareness that the world existed. I think
we would have died. It was too spooky for me to express, and most
of the things I say fall flat on this group of people anyway. So I
said something stupid and effeminate,

“Well, I guess this would be a good place to
tell secrets.”

We paused, realizing we were too unpopular
to have any secrets. At least, that’s what I think the unspoken
consensus was, but I didn’t want to say it. I think John would have
gotten defensive. He thinks he has other friends. Well, if he does,
he likes us better. I can’t tell if he’s embarrassed by that. I
think he sometimes is. After all, we’re not exactly the cool kids
on the block.

At this point, Dan said something that
prompted a massive conversation:

“What if there are other places like
this?”

We discussed the physical
and metaphysical implications of such a place, thinking there could
be a square-foot of this magic in like, a school hallway or
something. People would simply forget and remember this place
pretty frequently, but it wouldn’t matter, because the place would
be of no consequence. (No pun intended.) But then John pointed out
that if someone walked through that space having a conversation,
they would forget everything they’d said in those few seconds and
get confused. But then I realized that they would
both forget, and just
repeat a few lines of conversation. Of course, Robin had to point
out that that wouldn’t work if one person walked through the space
and one person didn’t, and then I got a mental image of an outside
observer watching two people repeat themselves word-for-word, or
watching them break a pencil and seeing it fuse together, and
having them not even notice. We decided it was unlikely that any
relatively public place had any of these properties.

Something about this conversation was rather
depressing, because we had come to all these intelligent and
intellectual conclusions, and we wouldn’t remember one bit of it.
We tried to figure out how to make that work.

“We could write it on our hands.”

“The writing would disappear.”

Usually, when faced with a problem like
this, John would say, “OK, let’s all just think about it, and by
tomorrow someone will come up with something brilliant.” But that
couldn’t work this time. This time, none of us would be able to
think about this, because, for all practical purposes, this
afternoon never existed, only a black hole where we did nothing at
all.

Dan came to the conclusion that this would
simply be the final test.

“Sooner or later, one of us will notice this
place, and we’ll come back here and remember. I mean, it’s right
near Arthenfeld, and we’re there all the time. It won’t be long
before we come back, and we may have more time to think of
something.”

I thought this was rather intelligent.
Because Dan can be such a jerk, I never give him enough credit for
being smart and logical, but he is. I really can’t help but love
that boy.

So we left, killing a small part of
ourselves in the process. Going home was the weirdest feeling. My
parents gave the perfunctory, “What did you do today?” And I simply
didn’t remember. But I didn’t find it odd that I didn’t remember. I
didn’t mentally beat myself up about it. I simply assumed that
nothing at all interesting had happened. I said “not much” and left
it at that. My mind just slid away from the question, like nothing
was wrong. It reminded me of that strange phenomenon when you try
to touch the positive sides of two magnets, and they smoothly trace
this perfect arc as they refuse to meet. My everyday mind simply
refused to touch Greenland, and thus, refused to think of
Arthenfeld, too.

That is one of the weirder effects of the
place, one that doesn’t fit simply into our simple explanation of
Greenland. As we forgot it, we began to forget Arthenfeld as well.
It was as if the power in Greenland, whatever it is, made an
association, decided that thoughts of Arthenfeld might lead to
Greenland, and that that would be dangerous or something. The whole
thing made me a lot more likely to believe that there was somehow
magic involved. I never took myself to be the kind of person who
believes in magic, but Greenland made me do it.

Of course, I didn’t believe in magic again,
until the next time we entered the place.

We were there to practice a Marx brothers
skit we had learned. We had no reason to rehearse, no venue to
perform, but we liked the idea of having this secret repertoire of
comedy up our sleeves, easily dispensable in any situation. Of
course, the right situation never arose, but we continued to learn
lines and scenes, because the whole point of childhood is doing
unnecessary and impractical things.

It was Robin who entered Greenland
accidentally. She immediately cracked up.

“What’s up, Robin?”

“Oh my god, you guys, we are so stupid. I
mean, we’re fucking geniuses. I mean, I can’t believe we forgot, I
mean I can, it’s just. . .”

But at this point we were all on the other
side, having run over to see what was making Robin have such an
unexpected outburst. We were used to Robin exploding like this, but
usually there was some articulacy involved, so we wanted to see
what was going on. When we crossed the wire, we immediately cracked
up, too as it all came flooding back to us.

“It’s that place!”

“Oh my god, we’ve gone, like three
days.”

“It’s weird how we never suspected a
thing.”

“See, my alien theory is legit!”

“Shut up, Kitty.”

For some reason, the fact that we had had no
recollection of Greenland in the past few days, although entirely
predictable, struck us as hilarious. Perhaps we were simply
marveling in the genius of our now-proven theory, or maybe we
resorted to hysteria because we were inwardly terrified of the
power of this place. I don’t know. I’m no good at the
psychoanalysis shit. That’s Dan’s area of expertise.

None of us had any more
bright ideas. We brainstormed for a really long time, but nothing
we came up with could work. Eventually we realized, through
extensive experimentation, that you could, in fact, communicate across
the line. So we decided that we would simply tell each other about the
place.

Of course, Dan wanted to be first, but John
thought Robin would be the most responsible about it. I agreed,
though I’m not quite sure why. Something in me implicitly trusts
that girl unnecessarily.

She stepped across the line, and asked what
we were doing. She looked as if she were about to cross the wire to
join us, but we told her to stop. John told her to sit down, it
that tone he gets that makes her listen. He said, “I don’t think
you’ll believe me, but I want to tell you a story.”

He proceeded to tell it all, everything I’ve
just written down, ripped pants and backgammon and everything. He
emphasized Robin’s epiphanies and realizations, and she stared at
him in disbelief, not buying a word of it, but obviously impressed
by the genius and complexity of the supposedly invented story.
Every time she tried to cross the line, John made sure she stayed
back. When he was done, having told to the point of him standing
there telling this story across the boarder of a universe, they
stared at each other for a moment.

“I’m not sure what this is going to mean.
This is all an experiment anyway. Now come join us in here.”

Having Robin come back “into the light,” as
it were, was bizarre. She said, “OK, I’ve just wasted a good chunk
of time hearing a story I was part of and knew all along. But
what’s it gonna do? I mean, tonight I’m gonna go to bed simply
having heard a good story from the wild imagination of John. I’m
not gonna believe it.”

“Well, if we all try it, we will all have
heard the same story. That’ll be weird enough that we might begin
to believe it.”

“We know it works both ways, right? I mean,
once we’ve told someone we’ve told them for good?”

“I think so. I just don’t know how any of us
are going to take it psychologically.”

“Well, it’d be unfair for Robin to be the
only one to know. Someone tell me now!”

And Dan bounded over the line and was swept
with the now-familiar confusion of forgetting.

I told Dan the story. I wanted to, because I
liked the idea of imparting wisdom unto him, because he always
seemed to think he was smarter than I am, so I wanted to have at
least one point in my life when I was all-knowing and he had to
listen to me. He took it remarkably well, better than Robin,
seeming almost to believe an entirely implausible story.

I went next, but I forewarned them that I
wouldn’t buy it at all, so I suggested they present it to me in an
entirely hypothetical manner. It was funny, because I’m so used to
seeing people discuss how to deal with other people, imparting
advice on their idiosyncrasies. “She’s real sensitive, so be nice.”
“He hates it when people are too calm” “No, if you say that, she’ll
get suspicious” and whatnot. It felt odd to be doing that about
myself, deciding how best to manipulate and relate to my own mind,
a mind that would not recall said decision.

I heard the story from Dan. Did he want to
get back at me for being the all-knowing one? Did he have motives
similar to mine? Or did he simply want to tell me the story? I
thought it was a brilliant concept, and I brought up the alien
abduction again. I was wierded out by why they wouldn’t let me
cross the wire, but my birthday was coming up and I figured maybe
they had a present hidden. I actually thought this, and I do find
that rather amusing. I listened avidly to the story, throwing in my
own thoughts and observations on such a nonexistent place. I said,
I think, exactly the same things I had said in Greenland, in pretty
much the same manner. I guess my mind is just predictable.

Since the “listen to this great idea I just
had” approach had worked for me, we decided to use it on John as
well. I think we saved him for last, because we had a hard time
believing that he would ever buy such a load of unrealistic
crap.

Robin told him the story, because we forced
her to, because we like things to be even between the four of us,
you know? She said, “Hey, John, I’ve got this really great idea.
What if there was this place where nothing mattered?”

She told the story the most
beautifully. She explained not only the technicalities, but the
subtleties and the emotions. She managed to stay in the subjunctive
the whole time, so she never once revealed that this was anything
more than a product of her imagination. It was fascinating, how
beautiful she made it all sound. I had never heard Robin
really talk, uninterrupted, that way before. I have this theory she’s
secretly a genius.

John, too, seemed as enraptured by the story
as Dan, and he looked like a little kid hearing about Santa Claus
for the first time. Something in the way she spoke about what she
called “the magic” was so enthralling that we all listened, as if
hearing it for the first time. Funny, though. For John it was.
Anyway, I always knew that Robin was a girl that was more than she
appeared. When she told this story, I knew, without a doubt, that
it was true.

When it was finished, we called John back
inside. Like the rest of us, he pointed out how weird it was to
hear a totally new story, and then found out he’d known it all
along. We didn’t have much more to do, at this point, and it was
getting dark, so we decided to call it a day.

We all felt strangely light-headed, for some
reason. So much confusion and thought was too much for one
afternoon, it seemed. We were partway home, having forgotten almost
everything about the afternoon, and we were talking about our
favorite teacher-fooling strategies, when Dan started the pivotal
conversation.

“Hey, Kitty, did you really make up that
story? It was fucking awesome. It keeps bending my mind.”

“What story?”

“The one about the place with no
consequences.”

“Wait. Woah.”

We all four stopped dead in our tracks. So
much was racing through our heads. I stared at Dan.

“No, you told me that story. About the land
you can’t remember.”

“Wait,” said Robin, “are you talking about
the Greenland story, because John just told it to me. He didn’t
tell me that it was actually Kit’s creation. Way to steal credit,
jerk.”

“Wait, I didn’t make it up. Robin told it to
me.”

“What the fuck are you talking about? No, I
didn’t.”

“Yeah, when we were in Arthenfeld.”

“No. Dan definitely told the story.”

“Wait. Stop. You guys need to stop fucking
with my head. This is not funny.”

“Woah. John. Calm down. Let’s sit down and
discuss this.”

Dan sat down on in the middle of the path,
and Robin quickly followed suit. I stood, and took my usual place
as the voice of reason and rules.

“You guys, it’s really dark. All our parents
are probably waiting for us to come have dinner. If we come back
late again, they’ll never let us come back to Arthenfeld.”

“Kitty, I love you, and you are usually
right, but this is more important than dinner. Don’t you realize
that we all have different memories of this afternoon? Or is this
just a practical joke? Because if it is, ya’ll should fess up so we
can all go home.”

I was practically crying by this point, out
of sheer desperation. “I’m not joking, Dan. I’m seriously freaked
out.”

“Me too.” John actually was crying, and
Robin was holding his hand. She pulled him to the ground, and I was
the only one left standing. Dan looked at all of us, and, as
always, became the leader somehow, like we had silently voted him
to some position unanimously.

“Let’s take this one at a time. Kit, what do
you remember?”

“Well, I was standing in Arthenfeld. I was
near this oak tree. Near some barbed wire. And the rest of you were
standing on the other side. And you told me to stay where I
wa-”

“That’s exactly what happened to me! Oh my
god, what the hell is going on? I am so scared. Robin, I am so
scared.”

“Shut up and let her talk man,” said Dan,
perhaps a little more harshly than he needed to. Robin was being
uncharacteristically caring as she tried to give John a hug. He was
trying to curl up in her arms, but he was twice as big. If it
weren’t pathetic, it would have been rather funny.

“You told me not to come to the other side,
and so I sat down. And then Dan told me this story about this place
called Greenland. He said anything you did there didn’t matter. If
you wrote something on your hand, the writing would disappear when
you left. If you cut your hair there, it would be restored as soon
as you crossed the border. Even memories had no bearing, so every
time you left Greenland, you forgot about all the time you’d had
there immediately. So you could never know to go back. Dan told me
this story. I thought it was really interesting, and I was thinking
a lot about the implications of such a place. I don’t know about
you, but I think it’s real.”

“How could it be real?” Robin had this
half-scared, half-incredulous look on her face.

“Well, Robin, what do you remember?” Dan
gave me a half-smile in silence. We both understood what was going
on. I liked that fleeting second of power we had right there, a
connection between the two of us. For that moment, we had
knowledge.

“I remember pretty much what Kit just said,
only I was the one listening to the story and John was the one
telling it. But like she said, you guys were telling the story over
the barbed wire and you made me sit down and wouldn’t let me cross.
I guess for some reason she’s just gotten mixed-up in her memories,
you know? Like, she remembers it wrong. Because I know for a fact
it was John’s story. And I was the one sitting on the ground, not
Kit.”

Dan was tactful enough not to ask the
cowering John to tell his side of the story. We both knew what it
would be, and it was slowly dawning on Robin as Dan spoke his
little soliloquy. I sat back and smiled, letting that boy enjoy his
spotlight, because I know he loves to be the center of attention,
and, for once, I respected that. I think I might have thought of it
all first, been the one to really figure it out, but I let him talk
about it. That’s the way we were.

“What if this place were real? Let’s say a
group of people found it. Every time they re-entered, all the
memories would come flooding back, right? Like when something
reminds you of a dream, and you realize you’d forgotten this whole
long epic from the night before.”

That was my metaphor. I tried to remember if
I had used it when I had told Dan the story. Then I realized I
simply didn’t care.

“They would try to find a way to make
themselves remember it. Like maybe they’d leave the place one at a
time, and the people who were there, the ones that remembered the
story, would explain it to them.”

“And that’s why we remember different
things. We all got told this story, and we were all told the first
time.” John said all this with an air of relief, and he wiped his
eyes on his sleeve. He looked embarrassed about his massive
outburst, and was back to his normal, rather cold, self. I think
John wasn’t scared of the place, he was scared of the uncertainty.
At least Dan’s explanation made sense, gave him a reason and a
logic. If there were ever a person who lived on logic, it was John
America.

Dan’s explanation made sense to all of us.
We are just young enough to believe in magic, or at least not not
believe in it, and we aren’t stupid. We understood a legitimate
explanation when we heard it. It made sense. It was improbable,
almost impossible, but it explained everything, so we took it as
truth. It was a strange feeling to intellectually understand that
there is some whole part of you that’s been forgotten. That idea
scared all of us, especially Dan.

“Look, I think that there’s been a lot of
stuff that’s happened to us in this Greenland place, and there’s
gonna be a lot more, I presume. If it weren’t important, we
wouldn’t have found the need to tell each other about it. I think
we need to record it.”

“But. . .”

“Yes, I know. The writing would disappear.
But that’s why we need to have a record of our time in the place
that would just stay there. We write it, we keep it there, we add
to it. It won’t be there to like, tell us what Greenland is. That’s
impossible. We need to just have our story written down, so that
some future generation can understand what Greenland is, if it’s
ever found again.”

So now I’m writing this story. I started it
weeks ago, and I’ve been adding to it. I get a lot of writer’s
cramp, but I guess that’s the price you pay for being the
posterity-keeper. We never told anyone about Greenland. Robin
didn’t tell her sister, and all of Dan’s siblings were too young to
understand it. We had a few friends aside from each other,
especially John, but they weren’t the kind of people we told
secrets to. Our secrets stayed in a circle of four, and this was
one of them.

It was funny, how we all
intellectually believed, as we went home that night, that Greenland
was real. It made sense. It was a plausible hypothesis, as Dan so
succinctly put it. But it was
a little hard to swallow. I brought a notebook to
Arthenfeld, and Dan brought a box. The book goes in the box, so it
doesn’t get wet. I can’t work on this anywhere but Greenland,
because the writing would disappear. What you’ve just heard was
written in installments over the past two and a half weeks. Of
course, I couldn’t write it anywhere else but here, because most of
my memories would disappear. It’s weird to have emotions you know
no one else in the world has. To have the experience of losing a
bit of yourself every day, and finding it again later. It’s
unquestionably bizarre.

What’s also interesting is how easily we
sunk into a rhythm with Greenland. It wasn’t long before we would
leave, forget, and not care. It was easier than you’d expect to
simply acknowledge that we had no idea what we’d done that
afternoon. We understood why. After a week or so of going to
Arthenfeld and Greenland every day, we had no doubt in our minds
that the powers of Greenland were real. We had lost all memory of
that afternoon, so didn’t it logically follow that we were in a
magical land that erased our memory? Call us crazy, but we totally
bought it. On our way home every day, we would make up matching
stories in case our parents said, “so what did you do today?” Then
we’d try to guess what it actually was. Too bad we couldn’t
rehearse our skits there. We’d forget any work we did. We’d mostly
just talk or bring the backgammon, or hang out in Arthenfeld. We’ve
already kind of run out of things to do in Greenland. Or we don’t
want to waste it or something. Anyway, it’s getting dark, and I’ve
pretty much told all of the saga that there is so far. The others
are calling me from across the wire, being like, “Kit, tell me what
we did today.”

I’ll make them guess.

 


I was just re-reading what
Kit has written in this book so far. I never knew she was such a
beautiful writer. I guess I just sort of wanted to add my own
piece, which is why I’m here, but I think Kit has sort of spoken
for all of us. I don’t know what happens next in our
story.

 


I, Daniel Jarvis, do hereby declare myself
king of Greenland, and since nobody else has ever done it, I see no
reason why I shouldn’t.

 


I, Robin White, do declare that Dan Jarvis
sucks, and that I am the true ruler of Greenland.

 


I, Daniel Jarvis, bring into question my
subject’s assertion that she wields power higher than the king,
being myself.

 


I, Robin White, do hereby declare myself
ultimate and supreme dictator, which is a higher rank than
king.

 


I, John America, do
declare myself God of heaven and earth, including Greenland, and I say you
should stop writing in Kit’s book.

 


I, Robin White, declare that John Am

 


As the official historian of the tribe of
Greenland, it is my legal duty to put down for posterity all events
occurring in and around the place known as “Greenland.” I am proud
to say that we, the citizens of Greenland, have drafted a
constitution under president elect Daniel Jarvis. The constitution
has the following points so far:

 


1. All motions to be passed concerning the
government etc. of Greenland must be passed by a 3/4 majority.
Debating is permissible in such voting decisions, but not physical
violence.

 


2. The President Elect shall remain in power
for life unless it is voted otherwise by the citizens.

 


3. If one citizen is absent from a meeting,
the others shall not use this opportunity to do stuff he or she
would disapprove of. It undermines the very principles of
democracy.

 


4. What happens in Greenland, stays in
Greenland. (See, this is a joke, because we have no
alternative.)

 


5. When bored in Greenland, there is no
complaining about it. You must find something to do. If everyone
else wants to do something, and you’re bored, and you’re opposing
it on principle, that’s too bad. Suck it up and have fun with your
friends.

 


6. Communication over the Greenland border
should be minimal. It’s fun to have a place we actually know very
little about.

 


7. Greenland shall not be introduced to any
other persons, unless it is deemed acceptable by the entire group
for at least one week. There shall be no rash decisions.

 


Signed, the founding parents of assorted
Gender,

Kit Sharp, historian

Dan Jarvis, President Elect

John America, Vice President

Robin White, court jester.

 


Our constitution has thus
been written, and I am very proud of how official-sounding we made
all of that. Most of the phrasing was actually John. Robin and Dan
are responsible for the silly bits. The constitution has been read
over the border, so our “otherselves” will know it. That is
necessary, so that we remember the part about not telling
anyone.

It’s funny, how we spend most of our time
out of Greenland, but we all feel that our Greenland selves are the
true ones. A whole language of colloquialism has developed to refer
to the totally unique concepts brought on by association with
Greenland. We are our “realselves” and the versions of us outside
of this place are our “otherselves.” We have “hidden memories”
which we don’t tell our otherselves, and “open memories,” which we
do. This book is “the history.”

Our relationship with our otherselves is so
complicated. I remember this Calvin and Hobbes strip, where Calvin
writes a letter to himself that says something along the lines of
“Dear Calvin, you have seen things I have never seen and known
things I could never know. I am so envious of your experience, blah
blah blah -Calvin” or whatever. And then he says, “I feel so sorry
for myself yesterday.” That’s sort of how we feel. We are wise,
because we know everything that’s happened in Greenland and we look
on our otherselves with a sort of pity. We talk about them the way
we would talk about our children, or some dumb animal. “Should we
tell this to our otherselves?” We feel a sort of paternal
protection instinct, and we don’t want to burden them with too much
information, nor do we want to empower them. When we’re in
Greenland, we feel almost like our otherselves are our enemies,
that we can’t give them too much of what we have.

The weirdest part is that our otherselves
don’t know it. They think, “Hey, I guess we did some stuff in
Greenland. Too bad we can’t remember it.” If we wanted, we could
tell them everything, taking turns over the line, the way we told
the story to begin with. But we don’t. And our otherselves don’t
seem to realize this is an option. They don’t really understand
Greenland in the way our realselves do. They don’t know they’re
called “otherselves.” They assume we just have no reason to tell
things (which we don’t, really), or that we are faithful to the
sixth amendment. The otherselves don’t even really understand the
implications of the sixth amendment. They don’t give it a second
thought. They don’t realize we are keeping deliberate secrets from
ourselves.

John, who is reading over
my shoulder, commented on my superfluous use of third person
pronouns to describe people who are, in fact, us. It’s just, the
otherselves don’t feel like us. They seem stupider somehow. And that means a lot. If
there is anything that the four of us have in common, it’s massive
intelligence, and the unpopularity implied therein.

Re-reading what I’ve written today, it all
seems rather silly and melodramatic. Of course we don’t talk to our
otherselves. We have nothing to say! You’d expect some dramatic
turn of events in a place like this, but we’ve basically treated it
like Arthenfeld with supernatural powers. In that we don’t do
anything more than be silly and play backgammon or poker. There’s
nothing more in this place than the sum of our parts.

Some part of me wishes there were. Some part
of me desperately wants some threat from the outside world, some
discovery, so that we have to fight to protect our homeland or
something dramatic like that. There’s not much to do here.

I guess that’s OK, though. I should be
careful what I wish for. I feel like there’s a lot of power here,
and I need to respect that. I don’t want anything to go wrong. I
don’t know what I’m scared of, but as I write, a little chill runs
through me at the thought of some unknown thing this place has the
potential to become.

 


I don’t know what to do
about John. We were in Greenland, and we were climbing these trees,
and he fell out. He broke his leg. It was twisted and bloody. He
lay there on the ground shrieking in pain, his knee bent at an odd
and unnatural angle. I was crying, and shrieking, too. Dan was the
only one who stayed logical, and he picked John up in his arms and
carried him across the barbed wire. I had no idea Dan was that
strong. Or maybe his fear simply brought out some inner power in
him, like how that sort of thing happens in unrealistic stories.
But hey, if we’re gonna discount unrealistic stories, I might as
well stop here.

Anyway, of course John’s leg was back to
normal, and it untwisted itself as the tears in his pants fused
together once more. And, of course, Dan and John try to cross the
line, but Kit stops them.

“Stop. Don’t cross the line. John’s broken
his leg here. If he comes back over, it’ll bring back the
pain.”

So Kit and I cross over to join them, and
they inform us of the problem. It’s amazing how quickly we’ve
gotten used to accepting a statement like, “Hey, you just told me
John broke his leg in there” and having it be new information.

“I told you what?”

We couldn’t do something in Greenland with
just three of us, so we play “ultimate truth” in Arthenfeld. We go
back home, but we don’t know what to do about John. The second he
comes back, we’re stuck with him having a broken leg. But we can’t
chill in Greenland without him. We never feel right excluding one
of the four. I am here to record this for posterity. In fact, I’m
alone in Greenland right now. I came by by myself, while the others
are at various things they do. I hate how my friends have lives.
Kit’s babysitting, John’s at baseball, and Dan’s in rehearsal. And
I’m here in the woods writing, all alone. It’s rather depressing,
when I think about it. As I just did.

I’m worried the age of Greenland is over.
That the book ends here, with perhaps a few closing remarks from
Kit. After all, we can’t come back with him, and we can’t come back
without him. I just wish we weren't such loyal friends.

 


We’re back. You’ll never
guess how we made it back. John and Dan were so depressed by the
idea of losing Greenland, that Dan, behind our backs, looked up in
survival books how to create a rudimentary splint on a leg. He
talked to John about allowing him to set the leg, and John said it
would be OK. The two of them went “camping in the woods,” (how they
made the pitch to their parents), and they went to Greenland. Once
there, as I heard the story from Dan later, John’s leg went back to
its broken state, and he was in agonizing pain again. But Dan
quickly found all the right materials and set it in a, as I hear,
pretty decant splint. Apparently, they spent the night, and spent
the next several months coming to Greenland occasionally by
themselves, and spending hours there for no apparent reason, except
to give the leg the time to heal. There were even times when John
alone trudged up here through the snow by himself and sat here for
long stretches of time.

Spring came, and we realized we hadn’t
spoken about our magical place almost all winter. Dan flashed a
knowing smile, and said, “let’s go back today.” I reminded them
about John’s broken leg, and Dan said, “let’s just try it.” I was
surprised that Dan was so nonchalant about risking an injury to his
friend. He’s usually so protective of us. But we followed him,
because Robin can’t help but follow Dan, and I guess you could say
the same for me, and, of course, John knew what was going on. He
played dumb, though.

We crossed the wire. And the splint came to
John’s leg over his clothes. By now, he could walk pretty well, and
he showed off by sort of trotting around the clearing with a smile,
while Dan winced and wished he would stop risking another fracture.
Robin and I were so happy, we almost cried. But, of course, we’re
not the crying types. While we stood there, remembering why this
place mattered so much, we saw that we were truly devoted to it,
that we would risk anything, that we would do the impossible and
the crazy to keep it. And I saw that as a sign of our devotion to
each other, because this was a thing we alone had.

They hadn’t written any of this down,
because they’re boys, who don’t remember these things. But our book
lasted the winter in its box, another sign that we will endure. I’m
feeling a little emotional right now. I’ll shut up.

 


Kitty accused me of never
writing in the book, so here I am. I would like to inform you all
that we have made a more official mark on Greenland. We carved our
initials into the maple oak tree right near the barbed wire. This
is also useful because our otherselves don’t have to go looking
around, being like, “where’s Greenland?” I always hated the idea of
us doing that, because it’s like waking up in your own house and
saying “where’s the bathroom?” sort of like Robin’s dad does. Well,
now I’ve written in the book, so the Kitatron can’t accuse me of
being apathetic. But everyone knows I love this place from the
bottom of my soul. I can’t believe I’d need to write in this stupid
book just to prove it to that girl. What is up with her, anyway?
Isn’t this her job? Whatever. I should not speak ill of my
subjects.

 


We had a long discussion
today about the physics of Greenland, and we realized we don’t
fully understand it. For example, why can we hear across the line?
Wouldn’t the movement of sound waves not have relevance? And why
cam we see? Wouldn’t the light not bounce back to our eyes all the
way? Robin has some reason why it all works, but I don’t really
understand it myself. Well, I do, I just don’t feel like writing
it. I had two essay tests today, and I have writer’s cramp. Anyway,
and what’s the deal with John’s splint? When we entered Greenland,
the splint formed itself around his leg, over his clothes. But the splint had
originally been made over different clothes. It’s so confusing.
When you go back into Greenland, your memories come back, because
they were there when you were last in Greenland. So why don’t your
clothes revert to what you were wearing when you were last here?
Dan attributes it all to the law of conservation of matter, saying
that if you were wearing something bulky and then came back with
something thin on, it is against the laws of physics for the extra
atoms in the big clothes to appear, while those extra atoms already
exist in your drawer back home. We all pointed out that there are a
lot of things one would think are against the laws of physics, such
as having your memory erased by stepping over a wire in the woods,
but Dan just gave us the “you’re just jealous because I’m smarter
than you” look. But that would explain things. I guess the power in
Greenland can reconfigure things, like the wood for the splint, or
the neurons in our brains, but not create or destroy them.
Whatever. I am so tired.

 


I am taking over writing
for Kit. She is dictating, because she is the articulate
one.

Things, obviously, can be transported, and
then used, over the line. Let’s say, for instance, that we dumped a
bucket of water on the ground in Greenland (as Dan just did, for
the purposes of science), and then left. The bucket would be empty
when we left, because Greenland cannot recreate the water. This
supports the theory that no place with these properties could exist
in any public place. It was actually hilarious to watch Dan’s face
when he crossed the wire, because he was like, “wasn’t there just
water in here?” Even though our otherselves understand Greenland,
we still get startled when those weird things happen.

Now, I’m going to explain my light theory Kit
was to lazy to write (sorry, Kit). There is an invisible wall
between Greenland and Arthenfeld of course, but it is almost like a
projection screen. The light reflecting off of things one sees
usually bounces into our eyes, where it is registered by our brain.
The light bounces off things in Greenland, but is then stopped by
this wall, but the images are still projected there, where they can
be picked up by your eyes. The same with sound waves. They move in
the air until they reach the border, where they stop, but

John, who was just reading over my shoulder,
just pointed out that I am the stupidest person that he has ever
met. We can cross over the line, so why shouldn’t sound waves and
light? Oh. I prefer to think that I came to my conclusion by being
the smartest person he has ever met. I do feel rather silly,
though. Leave it to John, the least eccentric of our group, to not
overthink everything and make it far more complicated than
necessary.

It does bring a lot of things into question.
Like, shouldn’t the physical momentum exerted by your body not have
the effect necessary to push you out of Greenland? But then again,
Zeno’s paradox says you can’t ever get to a place, and we all know
that’s a load of crap. So hey. Whatever. I’m hungry.

 


That’s my Robin! Maybe she
is the smartest person I’ve ever met. How will I ever really know,
though? She’s so quiet about it. If Robin were a genius, she’d
never let anyone know. She’d never let herself know. I think
there’s actually some truth to that.

It’s like. . .that time we were playing mini
golf, and Robin turned out to be seriously kick-ass at it. No,
seriously, it was like she was some sort of mini-golfing prodigy.
Almost everything she hit would ricochet perfectly and land in the
hole. Or do that annoying bounce thing where it skims over the
hole, but whatever. The point is, she tried to write it off as
nothing, but I could tell she had some sort of god-given skill,
depressing as that may seem when the context is mini golf.

What am I doing? I’m just writing strings of
thoughts. I can see what Kit meant about this writing being sort of
addictive. I can understand why people write in diaries, I guess.
There’s something very freeing about sitting here, letting my
thoughts just form themselves on the paper of this notebook.

I have not much else to say, but how does
one say goodbye to a notebook? It’s not like it’s an animate object
or anything. I guess I’ll just stop writing. Bye, then.

This is surreal.

 


In honor of John’s
birthday, we have had a really awesome party here in Greenland. We
all cooked food and whatnot, and we had this really nice picnic. We
want to make Greenland birthdays somewhat of a tradition, because
having a celebration out here felt very special. Sadly, Robin’s
birthday is in the winter, so we’re not quite sure how that’s gonna
work, but both Dan and I have birthdays in late summer, where a
party will be perfect.

I have this love-hate
relationship with the last days of August. I love the way the air
feels, but I get so anxious about school that I can’t enjoy any of
it. I get antsy, and I want classes to start really badly, but I
know in my heart that I’ll hate them within two weeks, and I’ll
start thinking, “Kit, why didn’t you appreciate your freedom while
you had it?” But I can’t help not
appreciating that freedom. It’s really
hard.

What an unnecessary tangent that was.
Perhaps I should start a diary, because I do this so
obsessively.

Here’s a weird Greenlandian tidbit about
food. So we enter the place with a picnic basket of food, and we
eat it all in Greenland. When one person crosses back over the
line, the food in their stomachs just sort of appears on the ground
in front of them. It’s kind of gross, because you get, like, the
inverted sandwich effect. You know how a sandwich has that
distinctive shape when you take a bite out of it? Well, imagine
what the shape of the bite-pieces would be. Isn’t that weird? And
then, as the border habitually rearranges our neural pathways, we
only feel as hungry as we were when we entered, even if we’d spent
a substantial amount of time, and

Oh my god. We don’t grow. We can’t get
older. Any growth of ours is rendered obsolete as soon as we leave.
We have discovered the fountain of youth. Imagine the guy with
cancer. He could come here, spend a week, and then leave, and his
tumor would shrink back down. You could spend a year in Greenland,
and leave with an extra year of life under your belt. That’s kind
of beautiful and kind of scary. I need to tell the others.

 


Of course Kitty is a
genius, but this whole fountain of youth shit brings up a lot of
really complicated issues. First there’s the whole obvious idea of
marketing. We could make billions of dollars on this (of course,
darling Robin was the first to point this out) but would that be
ethical? Can you sell time? Where does the whole idea of playing
god come in? Of course, none of us really believe in god, but
there’s something that seems unnatural about charging admission for
people with terminal disease to spend an extra week in the woods.
Then there’s the physical reality of it. You could only do it once.
You enter Greenland, you spend some time, the tumor grows, you
leave, it shrinks back down. You can’t, of course, go back and gain
more time, because when you entered Greenland the second time, the
tumor would be back to where it was the last time you left. I
wonder if you could gain or lose time by jumping back and forth
over the line in shorter or longer intervals. I don’t really have
that kind of mind. I’ll ask Kitty. But the point is, I don’t really
care, because we’re not gonna do it. We’re not going to sell this
symbol of our friendship and our intelligence to the consumer
public. Sorry. Just not gonna happen. We will carry this secret
with us to our grave. No! We’ll have complex logic puzzles in each
of our wills, and you’ll need all four to figure out the secret of
Greenland. That will make sure that this place isn’t found until
we’re all dead, and also that the only people who could find out
about it would be the ones who could solve the puzzle. That way we
wouldn’t get any unworthy heirs. This is a great idea. I’d better
tell the others.

 


I wonder. When we breathe,
we turn oxygen into CO2. What happens to the air composition in and
out of Greenland?

 


Johnny, that’s like
Robin’s light thing. You, of all people, should know
better.

 


I, Daniel Jarvis, do hereby create what I
see to be the fundamental natural laws of the physics of
Greenland.

1. All atoms that change their arrangement
in Greenland go back to their original position once they leave
Greenland.

2. All atoms left in Greenland stay
there.

3. Items brought in and out of Greenland
without being altered are OK.

4. Light, sound, and objects can pass over
the border.

5. All atoms that change
their arrangement outside
of Greenland are not affected by walking into
Greenland.

6. If items are brought into Greenland
together, and are then separated, one part may leave Greenland
without the other. They will not, however, come together again.

7. When straddling the border of Greenland,
one’s physical body retains the shape of whichever side it’s on,
but one’s mind has no memory from either side.

 


I’m sure I’m forgetting a whole lot, and I’m
sure Kitty has it all stored in that ugly little head of hers, but
those are the rules as far as I can see them. I’m alone now. I was
writing, and the other ones left for home. I told them I’d catch
up. Greenland is spooky when you’re by yourself, but it’s also sort
of beautiful. There’s power in this place, I can feel that. It
tingles in the air like electricity before a storm. You know that
feeling, where the sky is slightly green, and every breath feels
thick and cold? It’s a little like that here. I don’t believe in
God, I know that much, but. . . I’d better catch up. I should get
home.

 


The first annual Greenland
poetry contest

Subject: What Greenland means

 


Friendship

by Dan Jarvis

What am I without my four?

What would I be if not for you?

An otherself forever more,

An empty shell, what would I do?

 


What would I be if not for you?

Without this place that makes me think

An empty shell, what would I do?

I would be stupid, I would sink

 


Without this place that makes me think

Without these friends that feed my mind

I would be stupid, I would sink

Into frivolity, I’d be blind

 


Without these friends that feed my mind

I can see how I would fall

Into frivolity, I’d be blind

When nothing here matters at all

 


I can see how I would fall

Does a tree in a forest make a sound?

When nothing here matters at all,

What are we doing? It’s profound.

 


Does a tree in a forest make a sound?

Are the things we do here real?

What are we doing? It’s profound

But nowhere else am I allowed to feel

 


Are the things we do here real?

At least for once I’m not alone

But nowhere else am I allowed to feel

That I have power, I am my own.

 


At least for once I’m not alone

I would hate to be naive.

That I have power, I am my own

You and Greenland let me believe.

 


I would hate to be naive,

An otherself forever more

You and Greenland let be believe

What am I without my four?

 


Mysteries

by John America

 


I enter this place, stepping over the wire
that takes me

to my destiny, and I see

that we believe in something greater
than

the sum

of its parts

 


For what is this fountain of

youth?

It is our youth, what all the

memories

of our childhood will be based on.

 


Because this is a place

this is a secret

this is a mystery that we will never

forget.

 


Myself

by Kit Sharp

 


My otherself, she goes to school

Follows her schedule, follows the rules

But she doesn’t know she’s so much more

Doesn’t understand what her life is for

She knows this place is real, is there

But she doesn’t know, she doesn’t care

She’s lost mem’rys that matter, lost her
friends

For she can never comprehend

How much devotion, how many tears

How many smiles, how many fears

We four people hold in this place in the
woods

How our life here has changed us, and
changed us for good

And my otherself blissfully sort of says
“hi”

And she loves them, but doesn’t quite
understand why,

She doesn’t get how much they mean

For she doesn’t know the things she’s
seen

A splint, and letters carved on a tree

The people who set her realself free

I find knowledge in this tiny land

And find myself, in four clasped hands.

 


Just had to stick in a random thought before
I give the book to the Robinator. Since we’re discussing the nature
of memories, what if all our memories were implanted. Because let’s
say humans in the year 3000 wanted to colonize other planets,
right? But they didn’t want these planets to have a foreknowledge
of Earth. They’d just implant people in these pre-made worlds, and
watch civilization flourish. Only they couldn’t start with all
babies. You’d need to have adults to get things going. So they’d
stick people of all ages on this planet, but they couldn’t have all
the adults wondering what happened in the first half of their
lives, so they’d implant memories. They’d give all these people
artificial pasts, then let them go. This all makes sense.

So what if it were us? That we were just put
here right now, and given fake memories that correspond with the
other people that have been planted. Like, they gave me memories of
a past with my teachers, because they knew I’d see them tomorrow,
and didn’t want me to see them as strangers. Do you know what this
means? It means that it’s entirely possible that we’ve never seen
our parents before. It means that the next time I see Dan, could be
the first time. That all the things I know and love about my
friends could be the creation of scientists, and we’re just some
big experiment.

I think I’ll go tell my friends I love them.
It might be the first thing I’ve ever said to them. Only, you know
what? I’m too shy. I hate that I never tell people I love them. I
do. I really do. I think they know that. But Dan tells us every day
how important we are to him, and, even though Dan pisses me off
beyond all reason, it makes me so happy, because. . .well. . .love
is important. I just honestly feel that I’m not able to tell people
how much I love them, especially these three perfect friends, whom
I love more than my life. And what does that do to me?? Sometimes I
wonder if they even know they are the most important people that
will ever touch my life. I mean, I say that Greenland is the most
amazing place ever. Maybe they understand what I mean by that.
Someday I’m going to get over my fear of affection, or whatever it
is, and just say, “Hey, guys. I love you. I love you a lot. I love
you so much because you have touched my life and you make me laugh
and I can’t imagine who I am without you. You are the best friends
I have, and the best friends I could imagine.” But for some reason,
I can’t bring myself to do it. I’m too scared to say things to the
closest people in the world to me. What does that make me? What am
I doing? How goddamn introverted can I get?

My god, I just swore. I don’t so that very
often. I guess I have a lot of emotions attached to this subject.
What the hell am I doing? I’ve been word-barfing on this page for
like five hours now. I bet Robin thinks I’m just writing the
world’s longest poem. I need to give the book to her. Then she’ll
read this. How embarrassing. No. She’ll read this and know I love
her. Because I do. And that will be OK.

 


Kit, of course I love you.
And I know you love me. Remember being five, and collecting frogs
and naming them? We were friends before we knew what friends were.
My life would suck without you. Don’t be scared to say that. And if
you are, that’s OK, because that’s part of who you are. Dude, the
boys don’t need to read this. But, though I know John is the
closest person in the world to me, you were my friend first. You’ve
been to fourteen consecutive birthday parties, including when I
turned one and it was just my mom, your mom and us with some cake.
That means something, Kit. That means a whole lot. You probably
think I’m writing the world’s longest poem, too. Like Dan did. What
a freak. Who would write a poem that long? I like it
though.

 


Love

by Robin White

dedicated to Kit Sharp (and John and Dan)

 


All I have to say is that this place is my
face, and these friends are my friends and these woods are the end
of the rainbow, the beginning of our stories and the glories and
the love that we share it’s all there with the oak and loam and the
jokes and our home and we care. We care about each other, these
four blood brothers, these children of brains who solved the
mystery wrote the history, understand who we are and why we love.
We love cause we need to, we plead to, we bleed to, and love makes
us return to the place where our bones are broken. But our bones
have spoken, and it’s where they belong and this song is our song
and this place is our power and our bones can flower. Because we
care. Because I can share. I’m not scared. I can share these words
you’ve never heard because here I am free, I’m me, I can be a
fairy, be a friend, be a love, be what I am in my core, and so much
more, because I am for you. I am free from school, free from the
rules, don’t have to be “cool” can be Robin. And what is this place
for, because it’s more, its a metaphor, because before we stepped
on this hallowed ground I had found that these poems we wrote today
were there, hanging in the air, but we were too scared to bring
them into our hearts, to make art, to be smart, and this place took
the feelings that were reeling inside us and brought them to shine,
like mine, because I love you, and I always have, and why are we so
stupid that we need Greenland to figure that out?

 


As the official judge for this poetry
contest, I would like to say “everyone’s a winner” but that is
cliché and full of crap. So, I’d say it goes to Robin, with no
reservations or regrets. She’s the only one with any perspective
whatsoever.

Who’d have known she was capable of that?
That girl surprises me every single day. When you meet her, you’d
think she was just a . . . well, a blonde. But she keeps just
pulling these talents and thoughts out of thin air, and everyone
does the double-take, because one thing about Robin is, every time
you think you know everything about her, you’re wrong.

 


“But he seemed to stand apart, and eye this
former self with scornful, pitying, but half-envious curiosity.
That self was gone. Another man had returned out of the forest: a
wiser one; with a knowledge of hidden mysteries which the
simplicity of the former never could have reached. A bitter kind of
knowledge that!”

-The Scarlet Letter

Nathaniel Hawthorne

It is now officially the beginning of summer
vacation! I mean, it already was when we did the poetry contest,
but people need to proclaim these things officially, goddammit! So,
I president of Greenland, do declare summer vacation in
Greenland.

 


Greenland is expanding. Not
literally, I mean. The barbed wire by the carved oak is still the
line that makes you forget and remember, but there’s a haziness, a
mist, that’s taking up more of our lives than just that place. We
find ourselves forgetting about Arthenfeld. Funny, I haven’t
thought about that place forever. Remember when that was were we were headed every
day after school? Ha. Anyway, we forget Arthenfeld exists, we
forget Greenland is really there sometimes. It’s like, it doesn’t
occur to us to go there as often. Considering it’s the most
important place in our lives, that’s really weird. It’s not like we
don’t know it’s there, it just sort of slides away from our minds.
I don’t know if this is naturally what happens wit h people, and
it’s a sign that it’s getting boring, or if it’s another power of
the place.

I mean, I don’t know about you guys, but I
don’t think Greenland is getting boring! It’s so interesting! But I
don’t find myself thinking about it when I’m alone, or devoting any
energy talking about it with my friends when we’re not there. I
remember this happening a little in the beginning, the feeling that
even Arthenfeld was getting a little fuzzy.

But it’s come to the point where it’s like
my subconscious thinks none of it is worth my time. I’ve put a sign
on my bedroom wall that says Greenland. When I see it, I almost
have to think for a couple seconds to convince my mind it’s real,
and it’s worth thinking about. It’s scary. I never want Greenland
to leave my life. It’s become far too important for that.

 


Kit read us what she wrote
yesterday. She’s right, we all have been feeling the same thing. We
also have taken her cue and put “Greenland” signs on our walls.
It’s actually helped a lot. I mean, we’re here now, aren’t
we?

There’s not much to do, so it feels like
we’re here purely to prove to ourselves that we still care, but
we’re sort of twiddling our thumbs. Hey, whatever, right?

 


I don’t have much to say
either. I’m just sort of writing because I feel like writing. It
feels odd, to be here without Dan. I mean, we have lives. Well, the
other three do anyway. It’s not like we can always be four. But it
seems especially strange today. It’s funny how poorly the three of
us function without him. He’s the catalyst for all our stupid
conversations. Actually, he calls me the catalyst, but he’s wrong.
I mean, I’m here, he’s not, and we’re bored. What does that
mean?

 


I sort of want to talk about Dan behind his back. I mean, when
we’re three without Robin, he makes fun of her. When we’re three
without John, he makes fun of him. I assume he does the same for
me. I’ve been spending quite some time trying to get these two to
realize what a jerk he is. Am I the only one who sees this? Why do
they sort of worship him? Why the hell do I sort of worship him?
Stupid unanimously elected president. Why?

God, this is supposed to be a history of
Greenland, and I’ve wasted pages and pages of this book complaining
about Dan. And he’s one of my best friends in the world. He’s one
of my best friends in the world. I’m so sorry.

 


Well, here we are again, a full week later.
We all got sick at the same time. Dan got this cough from some kid
at his day camp, and then we all got it, and we it became this
gruesome flu and fever, and we were all in bed forever. That really
sounds rather depressing, but it wasn’t that bad.

See, usually, if one of us is sick, the
other three are like, “Oh. Damn. Now what?” and the sick one misses
out on all the good times. But if we’re all sick at the same time,
no one has to be left out of the fun. I have this irrational
belief, and I think a lot of people are with me on this one, that
people have a sort of allotted sickness. Like, you are inevitably
going to be sick x number of times per year, so you might as well
have it happen when it’s convenient for you. Of course, this is
absurd, because there is no limit to how many times you can be
sick, and some people avoid it altogether.

Robin is a grade younger than the rest of
us, though she is our age, because she missed almost all of first
grade with a series of disease. It’s part of why her parents are
overprotective. And I hardly ever get sick. When you look at me,
with my fat face and unattractive freckles, I just look like this
athsma-child. But I’m actually usually the healthiest of the four,
so ha.

 


Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck.
I just accidentally told my sister about Greenland. I didn’t mean
to. It just all came spilling out. She was talking about how people
are only made of memories and whatever, and I wanted to seem really
smart, so I was talking about Greenland in a totally hypothetical
sense, being all like, “Yeah, but what if there were this place
where. . .” and we got to talking about it, and Susan, of course,
just thought I was some freak who had way overthought some stupid
idea, but she was kind of intrigued by it. Like she’ed be like,
“what if. . .” and I’d have an answer for most of it, because most
of it has actually
happened!!!!! So she’s like, “wow, Robin,
you really thought this through.” And I’m like, “yeah, I was
talking to John about it.” But I kept calling it Greenland, and
justified this by saying that that’s what John and I had
theoretically called it, right?

I mean, I knew this was a dangerous
conversation to be having. I’m not as stupid as I seem. But I was
lying around the house sick, with nothing to do, and I really
thought I could have this little talk safely. I always think I’m
better at these things than I am.

So anyway, she said
something about clothing, of course, and I said, “Yeah, well this
one time, Dan ripped his pants in Greenland, and when we left, they
were put back together again.” And she’s like, “Ha! I knew it was
real! You told me you were talking about this on the phone with
John yesterday, but now you’re talking about Dan?? Robin, stop trying to cover
things up. You’re a bad liar.”

She was right, of course. I am a bad liar. If
we’re like, trying to get out of class or something, Dan needs to
be the bullshitter who stands up to the teacher and invents some
entirely plausible reason for us to leave. Surprisingly, Kit can do
it in a pinch, too, but I always stutter and get inconsistent. Why
the hell did I think I had any chance of mentioning it to my sister
without screwing up? God, I hate myself.

Well, anyway, I just confessed, because I’m a
wimp, and it seemed the easy way out. Once, we were talking about
what we wanted to be when we grew up. I said a spy, and they all
laughed. Even Kit, who never insults people, was like, “Robin,
you’d make the worst spy ever.” Of course, that conversation was in
Greenland. Maybe if I’d remembered it I wouldn’t have started
talking to my sister.

Whatever the reason, I was tired of lying, so
I was just like, “yeah. It’s real. That’s where we always go after
school. There is a place we can’t remember.” And I told her the
brief outline of the story in this book. She was at once
fascinated, incredulous (vocab word!) and overwhelmed. She ended up
saying she wanted to come with us, to see if it was real, and then
I realized the badness of what I’d just done. I’d broken the
whatever the hell amendment that was, and been the first to spill
Greenland to someone. And it was my stupid sister who still plays
with Barbie dolls at age twelve! I told her I’d have to ask the
others whether or not I should come. I didn’t want to let her know
I’d betrayed them. Either it would scare her, or she’d never let me
live it down. I didn’t want either.

Then I looked up and realized I was supposed
to meet the others in Greenland fifteen minutes ago. On instinct, I
said, “I have to go meet my friends.” “Where,” Susan asked, “In
Greenland?” It felt so weird to hear the name of our place come out
of someone else’s mouth. I felt this huge surge of emotion, but I
wasn’t exactly sure what emotion it was. It felt like love, but I
think it was more like anger, and despair and frustration. I know
that sounds bizarre, but whatever. The fact is, because of who I am
or whatever, I just screamed. “Yeah, I’m going to flippin’
Greenland. And you’re not coming.” And I ran out the door in bare
feet.

I ran all the way here. By
the time I got here, I was winded, and wished I weren’t wearing
such tight jeans. I was so breathless, and I collapsed on this side
of the wire, and realized even more fully what I’d done. Because
you can’t really understand Greenland completely unless you’re
there. All the memories came flooding back, and I felt like I’d
betrayed my friends. What the hell am I talking about? I
had betrayed my friends.
There’s no “feel like.” I hadn’t realized how important the secrecy
was. But I realized that even my otherself didn’t know all of it.
When something is so secret that you don’t even tell yourself, then
you know you shouldn’t tell your stupid twelve-year-old sister. As
I stood there, with my hands on my knees, my labored breathing
transitioned so easily into sobs.

John and Dan were crowding around me, as soon
as they noticed it. Dan was rubbing my back and stroking my hair in
that sweet-yet-sketchy way of his, and John was like, “Robin,
what’s up? What’s wrong? Talk to me!” and I burst out and told
everything to them in-between sobs. As I told my shameful story, I
watched Kit’s face as she stood to the side with her stupid fat
arms crossed over her chest. She looked more and more horrified as
I went on, and I saw this pain in her eyes that was the worst thing
I’ve ever felt.

John was furious. He contained his rage, but
he sort of walked away from me. He stood by Kit. Those two stood
there together and stared at me, and I cried so hard. I have never
felt so much like crap. There was not even enough indignation to
make myself feel justified. It was a guilt so pure and
unadulterated that I just hated myself. I’d never imagined someone
could feel just so shitty that they didn’t even feel they deserved
pity.

But, for some reason, Dan Jarvis gave me
pity. He stayed there, and, instead of staring at me with disdain,
he held me in his arms. He said, so simply, “I will find a way to
fix this.” He stared right back at Kit and John with a look of
defiance that seemed to say, “I dare you to insult her.” He stared
at them, and I felt like he was strong. And that made me feel even
guiltier for being such a wimp. After about thirty seconds, he said
again, “I will find a way to fix this.” And for some crazy reason,
I believe him entirely. He told me to write every detail of this
out in the book. He says by the time I’m done, he’ll have thought
of a solution. I guess that’s now.

God, he would be so arrogant if he weren’t
right.

 


We figured out a solution
to our problem. We based it around around the fact that Susan White
never liked me much anyway. I walked into Robin’s house with her,
and she was in the midst of saying, “Dude, I feel really really
bad. I mean, I don’t actually want to accept the money.” And I was
cracking up, and I was like, “Baby, you did great! You totally
deserve it! I always thought you sucked at this kind of shit, and
that’s why I never let you be the one to talk to teachers and shit,
but now you’ll have to be our new badass spokesperson, because
that’s fucking awesome! I can’t believe you pulled it off!” And I
said all of this really really loudly, while Robin was like, trying
unsuccessfully to shut me up. It was great. Eventually, she just
said, “Susan’s probably home, you moron!” and cut me off
midsentence. Then I said, in my traditional,
I-feel-really-emberassed-and-awkward-but-I’m-trying-to-play-it-cool
way, “Well, isn’t that an uncomfortable situation for me?” And I
walked into the living room, where Susan was, watching some
effeminate shit on television, of course, some crap Robin pretends
not to like. And she was looking at me with this totally humiliated
and angry expression, and I said, “Oh, shit, dollface. You probably
heard every word of that.” And she continued to glare, a glare with
a large touch of humility, and nodded. And I said, “Look, I wanted
to teach Robin to lie well, because she sucks at it so bad. I mean,
how the hell are we supposed to skip class when her fucking stutter
appears every time we try to utilize John’s fake passes? So, I have
been giving her lessons, and we’d be testing her out on her parents
and shit, and I wanted to test her out on you. So we had her use
one of Kit’s wild-ass ideas, and, according to Robin, she did a
pretty good job. So, I’m sorry, man.” She hated me. It was what I
was going for. I figured that it would be way easier for her to
accept the nonexistence of Greenland if she had someone to be
really angry at about it. So I crafted this whole thing to piss her
off. I mean, for whatever reason she never liked me much anyway,
and I know she had a real problem with swearing, so I unleashed the
demon of my horrible pottymouth. You know I often think in that
many swears, but I’ve never really let it out before? Anyway, I
acted too familiar with her, too, which I knew she hated, and it
worked pretty well. Robin reported when she called me this morning
that Susan is too busy seething at me to even comprehend that she’d
been lied to about an imaginary place. We totally fixed it, but the
whole episode brought up some fears. I mean, Robin screwed up
globally. I didn’t want to maker her feel bad at the time, but she
majorly fucked up. We’ve just got to be careful, that’s all. I
think I understand why Robin did what she did. It’s nice to have a
conversation with someone when you know more than they do. It’s
like having a secret one up, and there’s this intoxicating feeling
of superiority. I do it myself, when I have a secret. I let people
know I have a secret, so that they can be like, “tell me, tell me!”
and I can be like, “sorry. I swore not to say a word.” There’s this
really sick satisfaction in that, so I’m totally sympathetic to my
Robin-baby. It’s just that this is too big a secret to do that
with, you know? This is more than who Robin has a crush on or what
celebrity John met last weekend. This is big. This has the
potential to be life-changing. I’m just imagining Marie Curie being
like, “I found something, but I’m not gonna tell you” or
Christopher Columbus being asked by the queen of Spain, “So, what
did you find?” and responding with, “I’ll give you three guesses.”
I don’t know if Greenland is comparable to radioactivity or
America, but it seems that way to stupid kids like us, and I
do believe it deserves
quite a bit of respect. Dude, now I’m just rambling. Forget it.
They all understand my point. This is like preaching to the choir,
man.

 


I just noticed that this
story about Susan is the first time that this book has mentioned a
name other than the four of us. Is that symbolic? Well, duh it is,
I guess. I mean, this is the first time the subject of Greenland
has ever really come up other than here in Greenland. It’s sort of
scary, but sort of powerful.

Looking back on the book, I’m realizing it’s
full of sentences like that last one, which do a really shitty job
of describing feelings. “It’s sort of this and sort of this.” “It’s
a cross between X and Y.” “It’s impossible to describe..” This book
is like a novel written by some stupid person who can’t offer any
effective language, so he relies on the imagination of the poor
throngs of readers into whose hands this book falls.

No offense to all our
writing skills, because I think we do a fine job given our
situation. I just think that Greenland doesn’t make sense to anyone who
hasn’t experienced it. I think that’s part of the beauty of the
place.

 


I think John should stop
dissing us and the history, because we are some pretty awesome
people and some pretty awesome writers, (especially Kit) and we
have a pretty awesome story. So I don’t know what you’re
complaining about John, because I think this crazy notebook we hold
in our hands is gold. It’s the most important thing in
my life, that’s for
sure. And it is rather beautiful in its own way. It really is a
collection of us. It’s something made purely by these four people,
who are the most important people to each other. We can’t insult
this history, because it is the product of the four of us. And we
love each other, don’t we? I don’t want to make you feel bad,
especially when you’ve just forgiven me, but I just don’t want you
to put down this work of art. Because I really think that’s what it
is.

Art is such a strange concept anyway. It’s
like music. The other day, we were trying to figure out the
definition of music. Is poetry music? I know, nobody cares, but I
thought it was interesting.



 


My god, we are forgetting
Greenland more and more. We haven’t been here for a full week. We
had signs on our bedroom walls and all, but we kept looking at them
and thinking, “Huh. Greenland. Yeah, that place was sort of cool.”
and not doing anything about it. We were all intensely bored today,
as we sat at my house listening to Bruce Springsteen, and someone
was like, “Let’s go to that Greenland place.” And then there was a
lot of “I don’t feel like getting up” and “What would we do?” and
Dan said, “I dunno. But we seem to have a good time whenever we go.
I wish we could remember what we were doing, though.” And so, after
fifteen minutes of complaining and dawdling, we ended up in
Greenland, and we were all struck with the same sense of
horror.

I mean, look at the poetry we wrote! This
place is so important to us. Yeah, we have nothing to do here, but
it’s this place that symbolizes who we are. And there is some force
or other that is trying to make us forget that. We realized, all at
once, that we loved Greenland, and we loved each other.

And now I’m here writing it all down.

 


We ended up telling our
otherselves about this. We told each other, over the line, how much
Greenland meant. We almost read the poems, but decided they were
too special. It’s funny, because my otherself doesn’t think of
Robin as a brilliant poet, which apparently she is. Well, my
otherself doesn’t think of a lot of things, so whatever. Anyway, we
told our otherselves that this place was beautiful and important,
and that they will keep not caring, not coming back, but that they
should remember these words and force themselves to
come.

The reaction of our otherselves was
horrifying. John, who had just written about how much we loved this
place and loved each other, was like, “Yeah. Whatever” when we told
him that. This force, whatever it is, is making them apathetic, and
that is so terrifying. I don’t know what to do. But hopefully with
hope, tomorrow, when we’re sitting around in someone’s bedroom,
we’ll see the sign on their wall that says Greenland, and one of us
will mention this conversation. Then, with luck, we’ll all remember
it, and figure maybe our realselves had something there. Then we’ll
be able to drag ourselves here and reanalyze the problem. And if
not. . .well, I don’t know what. I guess I’m just a little
scared.

 


I just had a rather
terrifying thought. I once referred to this place as “the fountain
of youth.” Kit just said “this force, whatever it is, is making
them (meaning the otherselves) apathetic.” What if that force is
age? I’m not talking old age. I mean, we’re thirteen, and John and
Robin are fourteen. But maybe this place symbolizes our childhood.
We keep saying it symbolizes our love, but what if it’s our youth?
What’s the difference, anyway? (ooh, profound.) But maybe there is
something in Greenland that keeps you young. And maybe our
otherselves are growing up, and they don’t need to play in the
woods. We always think of our otherselves as inferior and stupid,
but what if we they just have more perspective? What if they
realize Greenland is a waste of time, and we are simply being
totally naive in here? It is a sort of Neverland, in its own way, I
guess. It’s strange how Greenland works. That sounds like the
understatement of the century, but there you have it. When we’re
outside, we have no memory of our thoughts from inside this place.
That’s why we underestimate its importance so often. But when we’re
here, its hard to fully comprehend exactly why we were so apathetic fifteen
minutes ago. It’s like, our otherselves really are other people,
and though you remember what they did, because Greenland only works
one way, and you know the factual things you’ve done, like ate
grapefruit for breakfast or walked the dog, it’s hard to remember
the emotions behind those actions. Sort of like how I can tell you
that Robin made a duck-tape bracelet yesterday, because I was there
when she did that, but I can’t tell you what she was feeling when
she did it. Only not that extreme, I guess. It’s strange, because I
remember me, Dan Jarvis, thinking “I don’t feel like going to
goddamn Greenland.” I remember feeling bored and exasperated. But I
can’t justify that. I have too much knowledge to find that even
remotely plausible. It’s almost like, I know what I thought, but
can’t accept or understand it. bizarre, nay? But you know what? Us
lords of Greenland are kings of the bizarre. It’s in the very
essence of who we are and what this place is. I’ll leave on that
note of profundity.

 


Sorry we’ve been gone for
so long. This story is my story, according to the others, so I’m
writing it. It was the ending days of summer. God, it seems so long
ago. Kit and Dan were having a joint birthday party. It was held at
Kit’s house. At one point, we had watched a couple Marx Brothers
movies, and we were flopping around, wondering what to do next. One
of us suggested Greenland. As we had assumed, we were apathetic
until I remembered what our realselves had told us. (Only I didn’t
use the word “realselves” of course.) So we sort of pulled
ourselves off Kit’s couch, grumbling things like, “Though I don’t
get what the hell could be there that’ s so important.”

On our way there, though, we were crossing
the road, and Dan said, “I bet you can’t jump from one line to the
next.” This, of course, segued into the four of us jumping from
stripe to stripe on the dotted yellow of the road. Looking back,
that’s really a stupid thing to be doing. I mean, it’s like the
cliché of world’s worst ideas kids have. Well, anyway, we were
having a pretty damn good time of it, and, like the stereotype, we
didn’t hear the truck coming towards us.

If life were a movie, the shot would have
ended with the first glimpse of the headlight, rounding the curve,
then cut to three pairs of children’s sneakers kicking the hospital
waiting-room floor impatiently while mournful cello music began.
This sounds rather silly, but I’ve had a lot of time to rehash
this.

Well, as the truck rounded the bend, Kit
shrieked and jumped back. Dan and Robin were on the other side of
the road at that point, and I was standing right where the truck
was headed. How stupid. I was like a fucking deer caught in the
headlights, only I’m not a deer, and the lights weren’t even on
because it was frickin four in the afternoon. In some ways, I’m
glad I didn’t have the power to move, because I didn’t have the
time. The best I could have done was moved a few feet, putting me
in the path of the wheels and killing me.

As it was, the next thing I
remember was a week later. I woke up in the hospital, and there was
my mom and my uncle Eugene who had, apparently, driven up from New
Jersey to see me. I thought that was rather sweet. I wish I could
give you a detailed description of what it felt like to be
paralyzed by fear or whatever, to give some insight into why people
just don’t get out of the way when large objects are barreling
towards them at high speeds, but I can’t. It happened so fast, it’s
like if someone asked you what it feels like to be in the air doing
a jump shot on the basketball court. I didn’t feel it, it just
happened.

When I woke up, there was that refreshing
feeling of a long nap, where your mouth is dry and cottony, and
your head aches slightly. Only multiply the headache by like, a
billion. It split harder when I thought about it, too, and even
now, writing about it, gives me this dull throb in my skull.

I didn’t dare move my head, and after about
five seconds of staring at the ceiling, my mom noticed that I was
awake. She burst into tears, as moms so often do, and was all like,
“Oh, Johnny. Oh, Johnny.” It was funny because it took me a little
while to remember exactly why I was in the hospital. It seemed just
sort of random.

The first thing I said was something really
lame, too. I was like, “Dude.” It had this air of “calm down, mom”
with a hint of “wow, this is weird” and a little bit of “I’m kind
of terrified” thrown in for kicks. I don’t know if I conveyed all
of that by saying “dude,” though I do believe it is a very powerful
and versatile word, but it was what I was thinking.

My uncle Eugene was just sort of standing
there, too. He’s always been kind of an awkward guy. He’s the
manager of a store in New Jersey that sells lawn decorations. Like
gnomes and whatnot. I need not further characterize my uncle,
because that’s sort of all you need to know. I heard he was
secretly a genius back in highschool, but no one noticed, and so he
didn’t either. At least, that’s what my mom says.

Well, he was standing there, and we had this
shared look of “Women are psycho” while my mom cut off circulation
to my hand and dripped snot on the pristine hospital sheets. It
took a couple of minutes of her going “Are you OK?” a million times
in succession without giving me time to respond, before I could go,
“I’m fine, Mom.”

Apparently, the truck had hit me straight
on, and I’d fallen to the ground unconscious. The truck had driven
all the way over me, but not touched me at all, because it was so
high off the ground. The guy stopped, got out, and had a phone in
his truck to call 911. He stayed with my friends until the
ambulance came, and he helped to deal with their apparently
terrifying hysterics. I was brought to the hospital, where my
parents arrived.

I was unconscious because a shard of the
license plate on the front got driven into my skull by the impact,
but the angle was such that it didn’t do any significant harm to my
brain. They had to surgically remove it. I find that rather gross
when I think too hard about it. I haven’t yet dared to look in the
mirror at the stitches on my forehead, but I think I’ll learn to
have a sort of macho pride in it someday in the future. I was out
cold for six days from the crash to when I woke up. The whole
operation and healing happened while I was asleep. I’m thankful for
that, I guess.

My uncle Eugene was up from New Jersey four
or five days after he heard (which was the night of the accident,
because my mom was frantically calling everyone), and my
grandmother came got down here the day after I regained
consciousness. (What a dramatic phrase that is. I sort of like
being the center of attention, even though I’ve just had shrapnel
surgically removed from my head. Is that wrong?) My mom says that
it was the first time that Grandma and uncle Eugene had spoken in
years, so there’s a silver lining for you.

But of course, it was weirdest to see my
friends. A couple of my other friends came to see me in the
hospital, where I stayed for about five days after I woke up, but
it was so emotionally draining to see Robin, and Dan and Kit.

Kit was still in freak-out mode by the time
I saw her in the hospital. She was convinced the powers of
Greenland did this to me, and that we should never go back. I told
her that it was our lack of common sense that did this to me, and
that I was very disappointed that she, Kit Sharp, had become a
person who believed in higher powers. I think I convinced her that
was a load of crap. A few days after she’d said we should never go
back to Greenland, she realized how intensely stupid that was,
which was nice.

Robin was strangely non-emotional. You’d
think seeing her best friend bedridden with a gash across his
forehead would have done something to her psyche, but I guess
that’s not true. I didn’t want to be so self-centered as to say,
“Jesus, Robin. Kit’s practically weeping in a corner, my mom was
blowing snot on my sheets, and you’re telling me a knock-knock joke
you heard on the radio yesterday? I thought I was your best
friend.” I thought it, though. Maybe Robin just hides her emotions
a lot. Actually, that’s not a “maybe.” I’ve seen her cry maybe
twice in my life, and I know her better than anyone. So I guess I’m
not that offended.

Dan was also really non-emotional, but I saw
through that in an instant. Dan is the kind of person who will turn
anything into an occasion to say something he finds profound, but
then tries to make anything that actually is profound really
mundane. I think he doesn’t like the idea of the world stealing his
thunder. So he, like Robin, was like, “hey man. Glad you’re up.
When are you out of bed? I really want to host this basketball
tournament. . .” blah blah blah. But I guess that’s expected from
Dan. I really don’t understand him sometimes.

Here’s what’s funny, though. After Kit and
Dan left, Robin stayed with me. She actually stayed with me most of
the night. I hear all three of them slept in hospital chairs the
first night. That, for some reason, is the most moving thing I’ve
ever heard. I can just imagine them there, Kit leaning back and
snoring a little, Dan sprawled out with his head in her lap, and
Robin leaning against them, staying awake and watching the clock. I
never asked them if that’s what it was like, because it would sound
so self-centered, and like such an irrelevant question, but that’s
how I imagine it, and it makes me feel very, very, well,
honored.

Well, Robin stayed with me into the night,
and told me that Dan’s chipper facade was slightly ironic, when
compared with how he’d acted before I woke up. He’d cried a lot,
she said. He’d acted like I were dying. I hear he wrote a poem
about me. I never asked to see it, though. It probably sucked. He’d
sobbed onto Robin’s shoulder, talking about how much he loved me.
Basketball tournament my ass! But somehow, even as Dan was rambling
to me that afternoon, I’d known that. I’d known he’d cried, that
he’d said sentimental and cliché things. I don’t know how I knew,
but I did. I guess I just know that crazy boy pretty damn well.

I remember falling asleep with Robin sitting
there next to me, strangely beautiful in the anemic yellow glow of
the thin hospital light. I remember thinking how lucky I was to
have a best friend, a best friend who normally went to bed at nine,
who would stay up for no other reason than to see me safely off to
sleep. What an amazing girl she is.

I was especially kind to Dan after that. I
knew he’d said nice things about me, things he doesn’t even mean,
they’re so damn nice, and I wanted to show my appreciation. It’s
funny, because I don’t even want to write what I think he may have
said, nor, I assume, does he. But I think we all know what sorts of
things they may have been. What a sweetheart he actually is.

My stay in the hospital
after that was relatively brief. I missed the beginning of school,
which was strange. I mean, I found myself actually itching to get
to school. I felt so left out. I mean, when they came to visit me
after the first day, Kit and Dan were all like, “Wow, I can’t
believe we’re freaking freshman! I mean, we’re in
high school! We’re so
old and cool!” and I felt like I should have been part of that
conversation.

But at least Robin had someone to be on the
outside with. She’s always left out of our homework groups, and
can’t relate to our hilarious teacher stories, because she’s in a
different grade. Ironic, because she was in bed like me for most of
a year, which is what caused her to be a year younger in school.
It’s amazing how that doesn’t create more of a rift than it does. I
think it’s because Robin has been close to Kit forever, and she and
I have been next door neighbors for two years now. I don’t feel
like Robin’s on a different plane. I just feel like she’ s my best
friend. I like that our friendships are fluid enough to overcome
the difference of a year in school.

Though it is odd to think that Robin’s just
starting eighth grade. That seems young, even though I’ve only been
to ninth grade for one week. Kit and Dan have been there for a week
and two days. And I was in the goddamn hospital. Sorry for
complaining. I should be grateful I’m alive.

I got let out of the hospital on Sunday,
having been hit by the truck on the Saturday before. I love that I
got hit by a truck. I mean, I don’t love it, but I love to say it.
Like, “Look how tough I am. I got hit by a truck.” Apparently, Dan
loved to say it as much as I did, and when people asked him and Kit
where I was on the first day of school, he said with a sort of
dramatic flair, “John got hit by a truck this weekend. But he’s
OK.” Kit reported this to me with a sort of indignation, but I was
smiling. I think its hilarious, and I can just imagine Dan standing
in some new teacher’s class, watching all their jaws drop as he
nonchalantly describes the accident, exaggerating Kit’s crying,
omitting his own, and acting like I were almost dead. He’d have
even the brand-new teacher giving him this look of incredulity,
which he mistakes for awe, as he enjoys this spotlight for his own
sake rather than mine. It’s so Dan, and it’s so beautiful. For his
darling sake, I’m glad I wasn’t there, to overshadow myself.
Because I know he loved talking about me.

On Monday, I’d spent the night at home (My
room was so full of flowers, though, that the cloying smell made it
impossible to sleep, so I slept on the couch. Ironic, no?), and I
insisted that I be allowed to go to school. My mom was so reluctant
to let me that I had to practically perform cartwheels to make her
give in. I felt like the guy on the side of the road performing the
drunk-driving test, only I was doing the
shard-of-metal-in-the-skull test. Well, she finally said I could go
at ten o’clock, and I had to promise to call her if I felt in the
least bit dizzy, and blah blah blah, but I enjoyed my friend’s
third day of freshman year with them.

I was about to write endlessly about details
of school just now, but then I realized that I am writing this in
the Greenland history, and half the stuff I’ve said here is
entirely irrelevant to the story. But it’s been nice to write. All
the questions that were asked of me this past week (of which there
were a lot. I wouldn’t be surprised if Dan practically told my
story over the school loudspeaker), were along the lines of “Did
you almost die?” and “Can I see your stitches?” and the ubiquitous
“Did it hurt?” which is probably the stupidest question ever.
Anyone who would ask that question to me probably wouldn’t have the
intelligence to understand an answer that wasn’t monosyllabic. So,
of course, I gave a monosyllabic answer. (That word has five
syllables. I think that’ s funny.)

But that’s the stuff I really don’t care
about. I wanted to tell people the story of crazy Eugene and I
sharing a moment at the expense of my mother, and about how I found
myself passing the time in the hospital by telling the story in the
voice of Holden Caulfeild (something I considered doing in the
history, but didn’t, because I feel that wouldn’t be respectful of
this damn book’s sanctity or whatever). I wish someone would ask me
to tell them about Robin sitting by the bed and waiting patiently
for me to fall asleep before she left me. I wish I could tell
people how much I love that they all knew the exaggerated details
before I even got there. Instead I get to tell them that yes,
getting hit by a truck does hurt. And the sky is blue, have you
noticed?

So I’m glad I’ve gotten the chance to talk
about this the way I want to talk about it.

It wasn’t until Thursday that I even gave
Greenland more than a passing thought, and it was Robin who brought
it up. We were sitting on the radiator in the back of the science
hallway, hoping the gawkers would stop staring at the damn scar on
my forehead. She said, “Hey, maybe this was a sign from God that we
shouldn’t go back to Greenland. I mean that’s where we were heading
before we started playing in traffic.” She said this last bit with
a grin - a sort of acknowledgment that we are fucking morons.

“Robin, you don’t even believe in God.”

“Yeah, OK. It was a sign from the pasta
person.” Robin has a theory about the pasta person. He’s this giant
chef in the sky who controls our destiny and traps tofu in his
velociraptor-like claws. It’s basically her way of turning God into
a joke so she never has to really face the question for real. It’s
one of those things that other friends don’t believe about Robin.
People always perceive her as a dumb blonde because she is pretty
and blonde and pays attention to popular culture. They therefore
assume she’s not capable of higher thought and they wonder why she
hangs out with nerds like Kit. And Dan. OK, and me, I guess. Sort
of.

Anyway, I feel like Robin is this one,
rather generic person when she faces the world. But when she’s with
the three of us, she’s as dorky and brilliant as anyone we could
wish for. I love Robin to death, and I sincerely doubt I could ever
think of her as a ditz. I don’t really understand why she puts on
such an undesirable facade, but I don’t even notice at this point.
When she can identify rap songs on the radio, I just give her this,
“what the hell is your problem?” look and then we go on quoting
Monty Python. I guess it’s just ‘cause she’s pretty. I guess that’s
also why people assume she’s my girlfriend. Because we are best
friends and she looks like a girl. See, if a boy is best friends
with a girl, but she dresses like a guy, no one thinks they’re
dating, but Robin and I get the heat for it because we’re
attractive human beings. That sort of pisses me off. Robin is my
best friend, she is my sister, and I don’t need her to be anything
else. Plus, she likes this sophomore boy she sits next to in band.
And he’s a pretty cool guy. I wouldn’t mind if she had him. She
should go for it. But she’s always too chicken to strike up any
sort of meaningful conversation. Damn it, that boy probably thinks
she’s just another blonde, and has no idea of what an amazing
person she is when she’s with her friends.

Wow, I was talking about how I was reminded
of Greenland, and now I’m talking about some boy in the band I
don’t know all that well. Well, what I meant to say, was how
Greenland was pushed from our radiator conversation by the pasta
person, and I believe I demonstrated effectively how the pasta
person can provide ample fodder for a random and unforeseen
tangent. This is exactly what happened to me and Robin. That was
the first and only time I heard the word “Greenland” during that
whole first week of school.

But what Robin said stayed in my mind for
some reason. And, for the first time since the real apathy set in
(which was around that week we all got sick) I began really
thinking about Greenland. I realized that some core part of me
trusted the realself who said, “Don’t trust your own instincts that
tell you Greenland is worthless. It is beautiful and important and
for some reason you will forget this. But trust me. I am you.”
That’s what I essentially told myself, as reported over the border
by my friends. And during the end of that first week of real
highschool, I started to believe that. My emotional core was like
“screw it. What the hell is so great about this Greenland place?”
but I was able to be logical about it, and trust that these
emotions were, in fact, false impulses, and that some other power
was planting them in me. I was able to step back and say, “Is there
really any reason for me to buy into this idea that I was just
lying when I said Greenland meant something? Why shouldn’t I
believe it? It makes sense that I would be feeling this way,
because I told myself I would.”

By thinking hard this way, I ended up
seriously convincing myself to go back to Greenland despite the
nagging feeling that it wasn’t worth it. I don’t know why this
mental epiphany hadn’t happened before. The psychoanalist in me
wants to believe that the experience of the accident somehow
changed me, and made me more ready to trust my friends, or to
desire freedom, or believe in the supernatural, or some shit like
that. I’m not sure I buy that, though.

I think I just hadn’t thought about
Greenland before. For some reason, I thought about it a lot in
those next few days, and I seriously convinced myself that I should
go back, despite what this detached part of my mind kept telling
me.

Detached. That’s a good word for it. Because
once I told myself, “Greenland is important. Something else is
making it seem lame in your mind” it was so easy to look upon my
own feelings as some other person’s feelings, and to ignore them. I
felt about them the way my realself feels about my otherself.
Perhaps they are a part of me, but they don’t really count. They
actually belong to the pasta person or something.

Once I freed my mind or whatever, I started
looking at the others with a sort of pity. They were still trapped
in the imposed apathy, and they were still held prisoner to these
false emotions about Greenland. I told them about what I’d felt,
beginning with, “Hey, you guys, I just got enlightened.”

That’s sort of an inside joke, because both
Dan and Robin have a tendency to say that sort of thing all the
time. They’re always like, “I figured out the meaning of life” or
whatever, and what it usually means is they had some thought
process that led to them promising to be a better person and look
on people or life a different way or something. Then, within two
days, they’re back to being normal, selfish, silly children, and
then they’re ready to become enlightened again when the pasta
person sees they did not fully internalize his vision.

So I explained my Greenland revelation, and
the others where dismissive because they were deeply engaged in
talking about the word “turdiform” which, according to the
dictionary, means “having the shape of a thrush.” I think that’s
sort of funny, but I still felt sort of bad for them, all unknowing
and whatnot. But I let it drop, figuring they’d eventually come to
the same conclusion I did. I was usually the last to catch on to
things, and I was sure my unique wisdom wasn’t going to last
long.

I was right. That afternoon, Dan called me
to say that he and Kit had both come to the same conclusion I did,
that Greenland was important, and our dissmissiveness was the
result of some “higher power.” According to Dan, he and Kit were
doing homework in a free period totally silently, when they both,
at the same instant, said, “I’ve been thinking about
Greenland.”

Coming from Dan, I’m sure this is an
exaggeration, but the result was that Kit and Dan had also managed
to detach themselves from whatever was writing Greenland off as
nothing in their brains.

Now the only one left was Robin. I didn’t
know what to expect from her. Would she have this same revelation
as the rest of us? I really didn’t know. I guess I don’t know her
as well as I thought.

But that turned out to be a moot point. On
Saturday, as soon as we got together at Kit’s house, we immediately
decided to go to Greenland. Robin was, of course, rather
ambivalent, but it was impossible for her not to come, because the
other three of us were so enthusiastic.

We got to Greenland, and it seemed like this
foreign place that I had only fuzzy memories of. I hadn’t been in
so long, and so much had happened since then. I assume it was the
same feeling grown-ups get when they visit childhood homes. It’s
almost like nostalgia. I can’t believe I was already feeling
nostalgic about Greenland.

When we entered, our theory that Greenland
was important was totally and thoroughly proved. I almost burst out
crying. I don’t know why Greenland brings out the love between the
four of us so well, but it does. I’m not sure if it’s the shared
memories or what, but when we’re here, we feel a love that is so
deep and profound it amazes me sometimes.

Kit insisted at once that I start writing
this story. That was this morning. I wrote all afternoon, forcing
the others to go back to the house and get pens for me. Luckily,
I’m ambidextrous, so I switched hands every hour to avoid cramps.
It’s now twilight. The others have barely said a word to me all
day. I think they know what a cathartic relief it is for me to get
this story on paper. I’m so lucky to have them. I really am. And I
never realized that more fully than today.

 


I really think that’s the
most beautiful story I’ve ever heard. Sometimes it takes fear to
make you realize how important things are. It is impossible to love
anyone as fully as when they are on a hospital bed. I really think
that’s a fact.

 


I, too, would like to
express my appreciation of John’s story, as well as his
pitch-perfect analysis of me. Right on, buddy.

 


I guess it’s my turn,
then. John, I don’t know what to say. I still can’t believe that
you actually wrote half of this beautiful shit, but I guess you
did. I’m real flattered, I guess. I never knew that all this stuff
I do is so profound. Thanks, though. I really do love you a
lot.

 


Thanks, guys, but it’s
your story as much as mine. And Dan - it’s funny, because all that
stuff I wrote about you, when I was writing it, I didn’t think at
all about you reading it. It just sort of came out. It’s really
weird, how when we write in the history, we for get it’s the
history, and we write like it’s just writing for ourselves. Like, I
never wrote about you being an attention whore with the intention
of you reading it! I’m glad you’re not offended, though. Lots of
people would be, and that would end up being awkward.

 


As Kit just read the last
entry, she pointed out that it’s OK that we just let our feelings
go, because we’re best friends, and we deserve to hear everything
we really truly think. I’m writing that because I think it’s
beautiful, and I would like to add that if Greenland is
representative of friendship, the history is representative of
trust and honesty, on which all friendship is based. So let’s have
a little more thought-spillage and friend-insulting on this paper!
It’ll only bring us closer together!

 


Dan is a jerk.

 


It’s three weeks and many
many pages later. I’m glad to be back in charge of the history. I
feel like this was my domain and John usurped it for quite some
time, which is slightly unfair. Oh, well. It was his story after
all. I should stop being such a control freak. We’re all having
second thoughts about Greenland. I mean the whole idea of it in
general. I feel like our collective minds are a pendulum. First we
didn’t even know or understand Greenland, then we were obsessed.
Then our minds forced us into apathy, then we had a revival after
John’s accident. Now, though, I find myself, along with the others
swinging back towards the apathy side of things.

I mean, what exactly is here that’s so
goddamn worthwhile? This history is all I can think of here that’s
worth anything. We’re freshmen now. We don’t need to be playing in
the woods. I have made some new friends. I know, it’s Kit Sharp,
the fat nerd, but I really have met some people I get along with
really well, and I’m worrying that I’ve isolated myself by only
being friends with these three other people for my whole life.
Maybe I could have had other friends long ago, but I just never
tried. For some reason, this idea makes me intensely sad.

There’s a reason we haven’t been here in
three weeks. We have other things to do. Dan’s got a lead in a
play! John’s joined fucking student council. Robin has made a huge
number of new friends, even more than I have. It’s not like these
things take up our whole lives or anything, but there’s a certain
symbolism. Now more than ever, we have different lives, and we
don’t need to spend every moment of them together.

Dan and John got in a big fight yesterday.
They still haven’t really made up yet. I’m here alone right now,
writing by myself.

We have responsibility. For the first time,
we have to work for our A’s. Well, I mean John and I do. Robin’s
always had to work, and Dan has already decided he’ll settle for
B’s this year. What this means, though, is that he’ll use this as
an excuse to not work, but then get A’s anyway, because teachers
love him, and he’s actually a genius and it’ll piss the rest of us
off. Especially Robin.

What am I talking about? I’m rambling about
Dan’s mad bullshit skills when I should be writing about the fact
that this place is dying. Until today, I hadn’t read Dan’s comment
about Neverland and everything. God, that hits me deep. That is
just what’s happening.

We’ve spent so much time analyzing this
“mysterious force” that pushes us away from Greenland, and how we
fought to overcome it. We never stopped to think about the equally
powerful force that made us fight it, the force that brought us
back to Greenland time and time again. When there was nothing to do
here. We no longer play backgammon. I haven’t done a Harpo scene in
almost a year now.

And yet, even so recently, this power made
us want to come here. Maybe that’s the unnatural power, and our
apathy was genuine, not the other way around. The more I think
about that, the more that makes sense. And who am I to argue with
nature? I’m going home. I need to do French homework. I am too old
to be playing in the woods, especially by myself. Goodbye.

 


My God, I’ve never cried like this before. I
just got finished weeping by myself, weeping to the oak tree. I
made my resolution three days ago, I think. In my mind, I decided
that Greenland was dead. That “goodbye” was really meant to be
final, the final departure of the four of us from Greenland. I
intended to set the history in the ground and let it be found by
the children of the future. I even saw myself qualified to do this,
as the historian and as the last remaining member of our
metaphysical tribe. I don’t know why I used the word “metaphysical”
there, but it seemed right. I figured I was the last one who was
faithful, so I let myself say our simple farewell. “She always
thought death h would come with a bang, but when it came, it came
with a whisper.” I don’t remember where that quote’s from, but I
read it somewhere, and it won’t leave my head now.

But I made that resolution to myself, here,
in Greenland. And I made it to myself when I was alone. I had
nobody to tell it to my otherself. I walked away, and forgot that I
had walked away for good. So I came back here today because I was
bored. And when I crossed the wire, I knew I was right. I knew this
place was dead to John, dead to Robin, dead to Dan. And therefore,
it was dead to me as well. Because, as Dan wrote so long ago, “Who
am I without my four?”

And so I cried to the oak where our four
selves were carved, and I wrote this as my face was drying. And now
I won’t remember this again, because I have nobody here with me to
tell me that I’ve died.

I didn’t even cry this hard when John was
catatonic. I guess this place means quite a bit to me, or
something.

I guess I’ll just leave now. What else can I
do? And I’m sure I’ll be back again and cry even harder when I
do.

God, what will I do today? My friends are
all doing things. God, I can’t function without them. I don’t want
to grow up. I don’t want to be too old to have a secret hideaway in
the woods. I just want Robin to be here, laughing, and for her to
pick up a stick and say, “Arr, I am the fearsome pirate, Red-faced
Robin the brave! I challenge you to a duel!” And then I’d say
“avast!” and we’d fence with sticks until we fell down
laughing.

She’s at the mall right now.

I don’t want to grow up. I don’t want to
leave this place even now. Writing in this history is hanging on to
us, hanging onto what we used to be. It is hanging on to. . . God I
can’t even write it’s too cliché.

 


My god, it’s the third time. I can’t even
write.

 


Back again. For a while, it seemed as though
the last word of the history would be “Goodbye.” Then it was
“cliché,” which I think is the most fitting. Now it’s “write.” but
I want it to be something else. I didn’t even cry this time. I
don’t try to stop myself coming to Greenland during these cold lazy
afternoons. I guess I’m just clinging to this thing, and I think I
selfishly love the idea of being the last faithful member of a
long-gone tribe. I’ll end this entry now. In case this is the last
time, I’ll end with love.

 


Back again. This time I’m ending with
friendship.

 


Light.

 


Memory.

 


Forgotten.

 


Death.

 


Love.

 


Hi, Kitty. I’m so sorry. I love you so much.
Come find me right now.

 


I cried harder than ever
today. I came trudging through the dripping woods, and I see the
book yet again, and it all comes back to me, but I’m all out of
tears. That was a few days ago. When I opened the book to look at
my pathetic list of last words, I see this beautiful note from the
beautiful Daniel Jarvis, and I didn’t know what to
think.

It’s not just Greenland. We’d all been
drifting apart. Seeing Dan’s handwriting was a shock, because I
hadn’t seen it in so long. And realizing that that was a shock was
an even bigger one.

I was so excited. I ran to find Dan, but as
soon as I crossed the border, I forgot what I was doing, of course.
It was so stupid. I went home. I came back the next day, too, and
again, wanted so badly to go find Dan, but couldn’t, because you
can’t work with Greenland by yourself. To do anything effective
there, you need someone else. Symbolic, is it not?

But the next day, which was today, I came to
Greenland, and there they all were, waiting for me with these huge
smiles on their faces. I saw tears in Dan’s eyes, too.

“Kit,” he said, “I love you so much.” And he
walked up to me and gave me this huge hug that I haven’t gotten in
forever. I mean, we had seen each other every day all year, but it
hadn’t been the same. We had other friends, so we were sometimes
five or six or seven. We had things to do with our lives, so we
were often two or three. And as I stood there, sobbing onto Dan’s
sweater, I realized I couldn’t remember the last time we were four.
Nothing had been the same since the beginning of the school year,
and it was fucking March. But here, while I heard the muffled
sniffs of Robin and even John, I felt that we were back to normal.
And even if this four-ness didn’t last, it was here for now. It was
here. I had this thing back, this thing that was so important to
me. I wondered if the others had missed it as much as I had.

Then Dan told me the story.

He had been chilling by himself, when he was
bored and, like me, decided to go to Greenland. When he was there,
he read the history, and found my rather pathetic and useless
attempts at closure. He wrote his note then, not realizing that
neither of us could retain it, as we had both come here by
ourselves. But he had come back one other time, and this time it
was with John. The fact that he and John had come together saved
us, I think. They had both read the book, Dan cried a bit, and they
realized that, since they were together, they could finally talk
with their otherselves. And they read my pitiful words over the
line, and they told themselves how it was true that something in us
had drifted apart, and they told their otherselves that if they
loved me, and loved Robin, and loved each other, (John added “love
themselves,” but Dan found this corny) they wouldn’t let Greenland
die.

And so they told Robin, and
she was slightly weirded out, because she’d almost totally forgot
about Greenland, but she was half-dragged along, and they
called my mother while I
was at school, and told her to suggest that I take a walk in the
woods this afternoon. They said they had a surprise for me. I think
my mom was probably very happy, because she had also noticed my
loneliness, and she, too, had wondered and worried about what
happened to my foursome that once was the strongest force of love
around.

So they came to Greenland, ran there as soon
as they got home, even though it’s closest to my house, but they
got there before I did, and started hanging out, waiting for me to
come. And when I came, I was the happiest I’ve ever been in my
life. And that includes the time I got my dog. I’m serious.

 


I don’t really know what
we should do. Kit’s point about our harping on this force that
pushed us away, while ignoring the force that forced us here, was
very interesting. I mean, why are we here anyway? What is it about
this place that makes us so damn sentimental? I mean, we exist
without Greenland, right? Why does it matter so fucking much? We
might even be better off without it. But if you had seen Kit’s face
when she saw us all here together, if you had known how happy she
was simply that we cared about Greenland, you’d never want to
leave. Because I think, to Kitty, the fact that we still cared
about Greenland meant, somehow, that we still cared about her. I
don’t really understand it. It’s like . . . a wedding ring. I can
imagine some lady saving her wedding ring in a fire before anything
else, even if it was made out of cheap metal. It’s because it
stands for something. I think Greenland is our four-way wedding
ring, this place that stands for our friendship and how much we
mean to each other. And Kit is right. There has been so much less
of us this year for each other. I don’t love my friends any less, I
don’t mean to not be there, but it’s hard. I have things to do. I
no longer feel like I am one corner of a quadrilateral. I feel that
I am a person, Dan Jarvis. That’s more healthy, right? I mean, I’m
sure it’s not a good sign to feel like you are absolutely nothing
without three very specific other people, right? I’m sure it’s far
more psychologically sound to be your own human being. I think
Robin and John would agree with me here. But I don’t think Kit
would. I think she’s still attached to this place. I think she’s
still just a corner of a quadrilateral, but she’s alone, because
the rest of us have wandered off to our lives. God, I can’t imagine
what that must feel like. To be incomplete all the time. That poor
girl. We need to stay here. We need to keep Greenland in our
hearts. I sat out here with John for hours in the freezing snow
because this place was that important to our friendship. I can come
here every weekend to give my best friend her sanity.
Right?

 


For the past few weeks,
Dan and I have come back here a lot. Sometimes the others join us,
but not always. I feel like we are the new core of the group. It
used to be the other way around, like Robin and John were the
perfect friends, and we were loving satellites. But they forsook
this place before we did, so I like to think that we are more
loyal. It’s true that there’s not much to do. We talk a lot, tell
stories, and laugh and joke the same way we do on the telephone.
It’s even less effective, though, because any inside jokes we may
develop will not be able to be referenced in school or
anything.

For a similar reason, we can’t do our
homework either. And in the year of work, with our very first
finals a little more than a month off, we have a lot of stuff we
feel it is necessary to do. It means that the one place I want to
be is the only place I can’t be productive, which is ironic, only
not. It’s just sort of irritating.

God, if my soul needs to get attached to a
place, why does it need to be a magical land in the woods where you
can’t actually do any work?

 


Kitty is very frustrated
by the non-productivity of Greenland, but I think it’s good for
her. I mean, honestly, that little genius works her ass off for no
apparent reason, because if she slacked off a little, she’d be just
as successful and quite a bit happier. People think work and A+’s
have a direct correlation, and that’s a dirty lie. It is very very
possible to get perfectly acceptable grades and do nothing. People
just need to have faith in themselves and give it a try. Frankly,
that’s the thing that frustrates me the most about my friends:
their work ethic. They stress unnecessarily. Here is a prototype of
a phone conversation every fucking day:

Me: Hey, I’m bored, wanna come hang out with
me?

Friend: No, I have homework.

Me: Screw homework. Come hang out, and then
churn out something shitty on the bus.

Friend: No, it’s a paper.

Me: Well, fill up a couple of pages with
adjectives and then come bowling with me.

Friend: Sorry. I need to work. See you in
school tomorrow.

Then I spend the day doing something fun
with my siblings or something, and guess who ends up getting the
better grade? That was a rhetorical question, but now I realize the
answer isn’t clear. The answer is neither of us. We get almost the
exact same grades, and if you say that it’s because I’m smarter,
that is a dirty lie. Kit and John and Robin are fucking geniuses,
unlike anyone I’ve ever known before, but they just need to loosen
up a little and let go. I think such a huge part of success is
happiness. It’s like that statistic about how Japanese workers’
productivity goes significantly up when they get more time off. So
I think Greenland is good for Kit. I think that having a few hours
every weekend, and even occasionally on the weekdays, might help
her understand the value of friendship, and its relationship to the
value of work. And, again, that sentence wasn’t very successful at
being self-evident, so I’ll point out the implication, which is
that friendship is more important than work. I just wish my friends
would see that. God knows I’d have a far more enjoyable life and be
lonely a lot less of the time.

 


I need to love Dan more. I
feel that both Robin and John are too caught up in their lives or
something, and they’ve forgotten what’s important. Maybe that’s
just selfish, to assume that I, in essence, am more important than
whatever else they’ve got going for them, but even if it is
selfish, Dan seems to agree.

He is still with me. He has other friends
that he will break plans with just to come to Greenland with me and
talk about politics for no apparent reason. Maybe that’s rude to
his other friends, but it makes me feel so important and loved.

And yes, I complain all the time about how
Dan always acts like he’s part of some superior race of being, and
he can be very selfish sometimes, but I am being selfish right now
in how much I am reveling in his attention. I really do love him.
And the fact is, I know he loves me. He tells me every day how much
he loves me, he even calls me beautiful. I am fat. This is not a
judgment call, this is a fact. I am fat, and Dan calls me beautiful
more than my own mother. I know he’s lying out his ass, but it
makes me feel so happy anyway.

That’s what Dan is, though. His goal in life
is to make other people feel good. Often, he goes about doing this
by insulting people, a practice I don’t fully understand, but more
often he makes a point of letting people know, far too often, how
much he loves them. And call me crazy, but for some unknown reason,
he seems to do this to me more than to John or Robin. I’m still not
quite sure why. Part of my wants to take this as an insult, that he
sees me as this poor little fat nerd-girl who needs reassurance of
her own worth every fifteen and a half seconds. But another part of
me wants to take this as a compliment, the selfish part of me, the
part of me that always reminds me of Dan when I look in the mirror.
For, indeed, though he and I are as different on the outside as you
can imagine, I see a little bit of common ground between us. I’m
not quite sure what it is, though.

I mean, maybe it has to do with John and
Robin. See, they are so close to each other, closer than Dan or I
will ever be to either of them (a fact that seems to bother him
more than it does me) and so it seems only natural that Dan and I
would develop a similar bond of unbreakable friendship. Only, until
now, we never really have. When I thought “best friend,” Robin came
to mind long before Dan did.

But now, I’m thinking about it. For real.
And I think that Dan has been the more loyal friend. Of course,
I’ve known Robin for as long as I can remember, and she and I share
a history that would take several novels to fill, but she and John
sometimes shut me out. They don’t mean to, really, but it does give
me this little pang when I’m driving in the car with my mom, and I
see the two of them sitting on the bench outside the deli, and
realizing that they never called me to ask me to join them. I
suppose that’s only natural. I mean, not everyone can be your best
friend.

Except Dan, though. I mean, maybe he is just
nicest to me because he, too, feels on the outside of the
Robin-John circle of love, but I also think that it doesn’t matter,
because, when I put aside all my prejudices and annoyances, I see
that he really does brighten my day more often than anyone else. He
has this really weird sense of humor. Everything he says cracks me
up every time he says it. No one else, though. It’s like he reads
my mind and always says that one thing that will have Kit Sharp
rolling on the floor in convulsions and everyone else looking
bewildered. I don’t know if he does it on purpose, or if the two of
us just find very similarly stupid things phenomenally amusing.

Whatever the reason, though, I think I
smiled a whole lot less before I met Dan. I honestly believe that
if I stay friends with him for a couple more years, I will have
these horribly prominent laugh wrinkles by the time I’m old and
ugly. And yet Dan will still call me beautiful.

So that’s my multi-page rant about how,
under the surface, I really love and appreciate Daniel Jarvis. I
know you’ll read this, because you never let a word of the history
go unread. It’s part of who you are. So know that, though I will
never say these things out loud, you really are my best friend, and
my annoyance might even be a little bit of jealousy.

Love,

Kit Sharp

 


I don’t know what to say, Kitty. I love you
more than life. How could you ever doubt I would abandon any one of
the people who made me who I am. Of course I’m here with you. What
is more important than friendship? Of course I’m here. Of course I
always will be.

Love,

Dan Jarvis

 


My God, you guys, I never
knew we did this. Here we are, the two of us, having just finished
the big history project, and we decide, “Hey, let’s go to
Greenland.” And here we find this world of notes and love that has
gone on without us. For a second, I felt almost jealous, that the
two of you had this close, secret, thing, but then I kept reading
and realized that you thought that about me and John. And I feel
really bad now. I really didn’t mean to cut you out, ever. I really
love you guys, but I really do have other things to do with my
time.

I just wish our friendship weren’t so
dependent on this place. I wish we could be friends, and we could
love each other in school, you know? So I wouldn’t have to
sacrifice my schoolwork just to spend time with you guys. I don’t
understand why our friendship doesn’t seem as strong anywhere but
here. It sucks. I hate it. And I’m so sorry if John and I ever made
you feel like outsiders. We really never meant to.

 


See what I mean about how
writing in the history, without realizing who’s gonna read it,
actually opens you up in ways you never thought you’d be able to? I
mean, I can’t imagine Kit ever saying that she felt on the outside
of John and Robin and that that bothered her. She’d feel it. God
knows she’d feel it, but she’d never say it, even to me, because
she’d be too worried that they’d get angry and hate her or
something. But then, when she tells them accidentally, what do they
do but apologize and tell her they love her! And they were here
yesterday with us, too! Yes, believe it or not, Robin White made
room in her life for us, and pushed aside her darling schoolwork to
do so. So you know what comes of being honest, Kitty? Loyalty. I’m
thrilled that you finally figured that out. Also, I’m so glad
Robin’s here. Of course, I was here with Kit, because I love her,
but I love Robin and John, too. And we were a little incomplete,
you know? I think I’m only really fully me when I have these three
other amazing people right here with me. They bring out the best
parts of who I am.

 


It’s interesting, though,
Robin’s comment about how we can’t be friends as functionally
anywhere else. It’s weird because it’s true. (I’m here by myself
today.)

I mean, think about it. Friends drift apart.
It is so rare for your best friend at age three to be your best
friend at age fourteen, and have remained your best friend all the
years in between. Of course Robin and I aren’t everything to each
other any more. (Although she still sort of is. I really miss her
more than I let on. And John, too) But there was something about us
four Marx Brothers that seemed higher than that. It seemed more
powerful. When I was with them, I honestly believed that we would
be together forever, and when we grew up, we’d live in an apartment
in the city, the four of us, inseparable. And it was the happiest
feeling in the world.

But of course, all things must come to an
end, right? Where is that quote from, anyway? I don’t even know. I
mean, I’m clinging, right? I’m just clinging because I have no
other friends, and I can’t move on from the Marx brothers the way
John and Robin can, only they don’t need to because they still have
each other. And even Dan has other friends as well, and he doesn’t
need Greenland (and the love implied therein) down to the very
marrow of his bones, does he? I’m the only one who cries sometimes.
And I’m the last historian of a dying race.

I had an ant farm once, and it was a
miserable failure. I did something wrong, and the ants all died.
After two weeks, all that was left was a few, poor, straggling
ants, carrying all the rest of the corpses and laying them on this
huge burial pile. It was horrifying and macabre, and my eight-year
old mind didn’t understand any of it. Looking back, the devotion of
those last few ants is rather admirable. Instead of eating the
little chemical food crystals to feed themselves, they tried to
give their brothers a proper burial, the ant equivalent of laying
coins on the eyes. Of course, ants have no souls, no love, and so
their pitiful attempt at dignity was purely instinct.

In my opinion, though, that makes it even
more beautiful.

But what am I doing? Why am
I so melodramatic? I still have my friends. We sit together at the
lunch table, and yes, we’re joined occasionally by others, either
friends or fellow losers with nowhere to sit, but we still sit
together. It’s our table.

It’s weird how much of highschool social
dynamics and status hinges on lunch tables. Sitting somewhere
determines so much about you, like

No. I don’t feel like going off on some
tangent right now. What I’m trying to say, is that we still sit
together. (well, the three of us do. Robin would if she weren’t in
middle school lunch, though) And that really means something.
Teachers still mix me and Robin up, don’t they? (drives her crazy,
but I secretly sort of revel in it, like I’ve gotten some great
compliment.) It’s not like we’ve totally drifted apart, and now I
find it awkward to be around them. That’s not true at all. I still
call John for homework assignments, and Robin was hanging out at my
house last week.

It’s more that there isn’t any profundity.
Last year, there was this tangible miracle in the power of us. We
were utterly incomplete without each other. We belonged nowhere
else. We were this perfectly united band of brothers.

“Brothers” is one of those concepts I really
like. I think the bond of brotherhood implies this spirit of
protection and devotion, and I use it to describe girls and stuff.
Like this one time,

No tangents. What I meant was, last year,
Dan and John and Robin were my brothers, my dearest loves, my souls
and my songs and my wings, and now they’re just my friends. We are
friends like any other groups of chattering kids in the halls, just
people who have some stuff in common and enjoy each others company.
We’ve lost that surreal power of unwavering devotion and love, the
sort of love that movie soundtracks are made of.

That’s what I miss. I can still laugh at
Dan’s jokes, I can still play spit for hours with Robin, I can even
feel so strongly about this love we have that I know in my heart
that nothing will ever drag me away from these people. But they
don’t feel that way about me anymore. And so it’s not a complete
circuit.

I don’t have crushes on people. I don’t know
why, I just never have. But having talked to friends who have, I
can assume that it feels something like this. To feel something
strong and know that it only goes one way.

I don’t know why I’ve never had crushes.
Maybe I direct all that energy towards my friends, and that’s why I
feel so strongly towards my friends and brothers. I mean, that
stuff is more important than crushes anyway, right?

I think I’ve hit on something, though. My
friends are too busy having crushes on people to love Greenland
and, I say this selfishly, love me. Maybe if I had a crush on
someone, I would be able to relate to my friends, and maybe I
wouldn’t be so sad all the time. What a strange solution. But I
doubt it would work. I just don’t think I have that in me, and
besides, I don’t know who the hell it would be.

Just as well, I guess. I’m ugly anyway.

 


Oh god, poor Kitty. I’ve
never written a lot by myself before. It’s so depressing, I can’t
even believe it. She’s right, there’s a sort of love lost when
you’re here alone, isn’t there? I just wish Robin and John could
see how much she needs them. Hell, I need them too. I’ll be selfish
for a little. I miss them. I miss the four of us. I miss that
feeling Kit spoke of, the feeling that this was an eternal bond of
brothers that would last until the ends of the ages. With strength
that would laugh a siege to scorn. (Macbeth quote, by the way) I
came here because we need to write about a special place in nature
for an English essay, and I’m writing about Arthenfeld, because its
pretty, and I can fill up a lot of space with mindless anecdotes
and actually do very little observing. But I figured I’d come by
Arthenfeld once just before the essay, and bullshit two weeks of
“nature journals,” but of course I stopped by Greenland and here I
am. I know Kitty needs me. I know I need her. And we need Robin and
John. Maybe they need us, too, but I don’t think they know that. Or
maybe not. I mean, maybe they’re happy just with each other or
something. Maybe it’s giving myself too much credit to say they
need me. And it is weird how I’m speaking this way when the fact is
that we still see each other all the time, and we wait for each
other by our lockers, and I even skip class to come to middle
school lunch with Robin more often than I’d like to admit, but yet
I still feel somethings missing. I do miss Greenland. I really do.
And Kitty, you’re not ugly. You’re beautiful. You just need faith
to see it.

 


My god, my god, my god. I
never knew. I know I said that three weeks ago, but this. This is
so much more than I can ever even begin to see.

Here we are together, the two of us, having
just spent some good times watching a giant snake movie marathon
without you two, and we’re taking a walk here because we’re bored
(a reoccurring theme. I think the pendulum is drifting back towards
magnetic attraction and inexplicable urges to be here), and
suddenly we come across weeks of tears, a bitter chronology of our
own abandonment.

Dan is right - it is better that we write
these things, assuming that nobody will ever read them. I don’t
think my lovely and yes, beautiful, Kit Sharp would ever dream of
telling her sorrow and grievances to my face. But she tells them to
the history, and the sadness and the guilt is even greater, because
I had no idea.

And that’s a good thing, because I deserve to
feel like shit now.

 


I don’t know what to say, you guys. I feel
pretty bad, too. I really wish you’d said something to us sooner.
And you’re right that our little perfect quadrilateral lost
something, but I didn’t even notice until you said it. There is
something less profound in our friendship now, though we are as
close as ever.

You are wrong, though, in assuming that
Robin and I have that with each other. Robin is my best friend in
the world, and I love her so much, but there isn’t that magic that
we had when we were Marx Brothers. I think that is dependent on
four, and I can’t imagine that miracle with only two. I miss it,
too. Though I didn’t even notice that I missed it.

The beginning of this disunion correlates
with my accident. I’m trying to find a connection, but failing.

 


Babes, is it so hard to
figure out? We’re growing up, man. Every day you hear about these
little inseparable groups of children, but when do you hear about
that sort of thing among adults? Kids can do things, things you
stop being able to do when you leave that Marx-brother realm of
kiddom. Now we just need to try and figure out whether or not to
try to stop it. I love this place, man, and I love you, to the
point where I use your combined birthdays as computer passwords,
but is that enough to try and stop time from passing? I’m not sure.
After all, Peter Pan is a tragedy.

 


I, Kit Sharp, have sort of
lost my place as official historian. Way back when, it was my job
to write stuff, and now I feel like everyone but me is writing
stuff.

I would like to say that Dan’s comment
outraged all of us to the point where we swore not to let Greenland
go. This summer will be so full of Greenland it’ll make your head
explode. We all want to prove Dan wrong, which is pretty much all
we ever want to do. I wonder. . .. I think he said that on purpose,
because he knew our reaction, but I think if John and Robin knew
that, they wouldn’t be so adamant about keeping this friendship
alive. And right now, I feel a choking in my chest, a literal,
physical one that actually involves neural transmitters, at how
happy I am.

Let this summer be the summer of us, and I
hope to God we can survive the winter.

 


I know Kit should be
writing, but I’m feeling a little freaked out now. See, I’m naive.
I’m scared of shit. I’m scared of growing up, if you haven’t
noticed, which is part of why I was so keen to yell at Dan for what
he said about it being inevitable or whatever. I’ve always been . .
. I dunno, I guess I just thought all this teenage stuff didn’t
apply to me. I really just thought that was the kind of stuff that
only happens to someone else. But we’re all someone else to someone
else, you know? I think I read something like that in Calvin and
Hobbes. I always liked Calvin and Hobbes. It managed to be really
hilarious, but it also had a whole lot to say
philosophically.

Well, I’m stalling now. I’d better say what
I really want to say. Dan had pot. I know, how stupid does that
sound? I mean, he’s my Daniel Jarvis. He wouldn’t do that! But he
did. He’s like, “Guys, it’s the last day of school! Let’s go to
Greenland to celebrate!” So of course, we did, I mean I really
wanted to, especially after all that stuff, about wanting to prove
I was still me, you know? And when we got here, he reaches into his
pocket and bring and brings out this bag of pot. I mean, I didn’t
even recognize what it was! That’s the sort of place I’m at. I was
like, what is that stuff?

Robin had never even seen it before either,
nor, of course had Kit, but Robin guessed what it was.

“Danny, is that
pot?”

I don’t think I’d ever
heard her call him “Danny” before. I don’t know what that meant,
but I really don’t feel like analyzing it. I need to concentrate on
the fact that Daniel Jarvis was holding an illegal substance in his
hand, with that charming grin that usually comes only when he wants
to skip gym. I mean, skipping gym is benign, right? For the smart
kids and all? We don’t need to go to gym class. But smart kids
don’t do drugs. I
don’t know what he was thinking, what he was trying to do to us. I
felt this sense of odd betrayal flooding over me, along with a sad,
pitiful despair, that just washed over me and left me speechless,
already resigned to . . . something. I don’t know what, but I knew
that there was something going on, and I was determined not to stop
it.

Kitty laughed. How weird is that? Dan
destroys our childhood in a plastic bag, and Kit Sharp cracks up.
You really don’t know what a big deal it was for Dan to be holding
this stuff, so I guess she was in shock or something. Who the fuck
is this ubiquitous “you” we all keep writing to in this damn
history? Nobody will ever read this. I guess it’ll just be for
future generations. I mean, that was the original point, right? But
the point is, Kit is the perfect kid. I’m not trying to be cute or
anything, she’s the perfect kid. I would have expected her to cry
or scream or tell Dan she’ll never love him again. But she laughs.
The human mind is a bizarre thing. Either that, or I don’t know Kit
as well as I thought.

He pulls paper from a pocket, plops himself
down on the pine needles and starts rolling a joint with trembling
fingers. I’m crying inside, but I don’t say anything. Daniel Jarvis
is a force. He isn’t even a person, he’s just a raw hunk of power
with limbs. I’ve never really tried to stand up to him. I’m sort of
scared of him, to be honest. I also think I really respect him. I
don’t know him that well, I feel like he’s definitely not as close
to me as Robin, or even Kit, but I know enough to not underestimate
him. I think the reason I didn’t raise my voice in protest was
because I honestly thought he was too strong to be affected or
something. That he’d throw away pot because he was too good for it.
Dan is not the kind of boy that I can imagine ever succumbing to
the power of something material. Plus, I’m sure he loved the shock
value.

So I wasn’t afraid while he rolled that shit
into that unevenly ripped strip of paper. I didn’t know if he was
doing it with the hands of an expert, or a scared newbie. He
pretended to be nonchalant about it, and the fact was, I’d never
seen anyone roll a joint before, so how was I to know? My god, this
story is taking longer to tell than I thought. And he brought out a
book of matches. They were from some Italian restaurant in
Wisconsin, which is where his family used to live. That made me
feel better. He grabbed a matchbook from his dad. He wasn’t deep
enough into this to have his own lighter yet.

He took a hit, (God, I never thought I’d
write those words) and then passed it to Kit. (I thought I’d write
those even less.) Nobody had spoken. I was thinking about Wisconsin
and all this other shit, and I think we were all fascinated, to a
certain degree. I mean, this really was a whole new world. There
was a certain level of curiosity there, and I think it covered
anything else anyone felt.

Kit held the paper in her fingers, held it
so tight her fingertips were pale. “What do I do?” Dan laughed, a
nervous laugh that implied that he, too was sort of unsure. again,
I felt a little better.

“What do you mean? You put in your mouth and
breathe, loser. Do you need breathing lessons? I know an expert in
Sandusky.”

I was feeling less and less uncomfortable by
the minute. That was such a Dan thing to say. He was Dan. He was
just Dan with some smoke in his lungs.

But seeing Kit Sharp take that horrible
thing and put it to her mouth made me shiver. That’s like the mouth
of perfect class answers and “yes, mom.” That’s Kit Sharp’s mouth,
and I couldn’t deal with seeing that disgusting bit of rolled paper
sticking out of it. She coughed, and I almost cried. But still, for
some reason, I just sat here on the silent outskirts. I wanted to
scream at Kit, “Why did you do that, you stupid bitch? Who do you
think you are?” My mind randomly adjusted, realizing that Dan (or
even Kit, perhaps) would have said “Whom do you think you are?”
Thinking about my friends using grammar to the point of absurdity
as they had fucking dope hanging out of their mouths was the most
confusing thought I’d had yet. It was funny, terrifying,
reassuring, and disgusting all at the same time. But still I just
sat.

I realized I had been staring at the leaves
and needles at my feet. When I looked up, my beloved Robin was
holding it. It was shorter now, and I could smell it from here. It
smelled like burnt leaves, of course, but it was also thick with a
cloying sweetness, and I realized I’d smelled that scent in a
surfer shop once and liked it, not realizing it was pot. The
thought made me shudder.

But far worse was seeing it in-between my
Robin’s rhinestone rings. She was holding it like you’d hold a
cigarette, because she didn’t know how else to do it. I saw Dan
stifling his laughter and I hated him. Yeah, Kit was the perfect
kid, but Robin was my best friend, and seeing her holding it made
me want to scream. But I wasn’t proud enough to scream. I cried. I
burst into tears, I literally burst into tears, with a suddenness I
never knew was physically possible. The others stared at me like I
was crazy, which made me even more upset. I mean, wasn’t it obvious
why I was crying? Was it that hard to figure out?

“Johnny, what’s wrong?”

Dan ran over to me and tried to give me a
hug, which was so Dan-like, just like the professional breather
comment, but he reeked of that goddam smell. I couldn’t articulate
any of this. It was just so obvious. I felt like if I tried to talk
to them, it’d be like trying to talk to morons. Or children or
something. At that point, I felt so much older than all of them,
even though I’m the one who’s scared of growing up. I hate
irony.

“I just can’t deal with this, you guys.”

I ran out of Greenland. I just ran out of
that place. By the time I was in Arthenfeld, there were tears on my
cheeks. I sort of ran with a strange momentum over the border. By
the time I stopped to think, I had no idea what was going on. My
instinct was to go back and join my friends, which I turned around
to do, but then I noticed the tears on my cheeks. Now, it’s pretty
obvious I’m not stupid, so I figured they’d done something to piss
me off. I don’t run out on people without good reason. I’m not like
that. So I assumed I’d gotten into a fight with my friends, though
I couldn’t for the life of me figure out what it would be about.
But I thought about it logically, and figured that if I’d run out
on them, I shouldn’t go right back. I figured (I know, I’ve used
that word a lot, but it’s all that fits.) that I would give them
time to talk about it, then go back when I was calmer.

I sat in the woods for a few minutes, (it
felt like fifteen, but was probably more like three) racking my
brains. After a while, I realized I must have been alone in
whatever the fight was, because otherwise Robin or someone would
have run out with me. I then realized they were probably all
talking about me. This was so interesting, I decided to run back to
Greenland to eavesdrop. I stood outside the border, shaking with
anticipation, ready to hear whatever they were saying about me,
eagerly hoping they had no idea I was there. I was disappointed to
hear that they were discussing what to do for Dan’s birthday, even
though it was still a month and a half. I felt sort of insulted.
Was the fight, whatever it was, that unimportant? At this point,
curiosity got the better of me, and I stepped into Greenland.

The smell had been noticeable outside
Greenland, but once I remembered what it was, it assailed me and
became unignorable.

“There you are,” said Robin. “What’s wrong
man?”

They all looked so . . . normal. They looked
happy and silly and kid-y, and I started to think maybe I was just
being paranoid.

“Nothing. I just got a little freaked out.
I’m sorry.”

“You sure you’re OK?” That was Dan.

“Yeah. I’m fine. Sorry. I just . . . I
dunno.”

“No, I totally understand, dude. I’m sorry,
too. I got a little scared when I got this stuff from Mary and
Arthur. But it’s not that bad. I mean, statistically, it’s so much
less dangerous than alcohol, and that’s legal, right?”

One of the things I hate
about Dan is the way he makes you agree with him. I mean, it’s a
great personality facet when he’s trying to convince a teacher to
let us skip, but I sometimes feel like he controls us. Only I never
notice it until after he’s done his thing. At the time, all that goes through my
mind is, “Hey, Dan’s right!” Then afterwards, I always realize that
he totally forced me into doing whatever. Only it never feels like
force. He’s just really good at subtle persuasion. God, would I
hate to be his dad.

Instead, though, I’m just his friend, and
the fact that alcohol was legal and more dangerous than pot seemed
momentarily very convincing.

“But, aren’t drugs addictive?” I asked like
I didn’t know the answer.

“No. Scientific studies
show that there is no physical dependency on pot, and cigarettes
are about a million times more addictive. And they’re legal, too. Plus, Johnny,
look where we are! How can we get addicted to anything in a place
that doesn’t matter!”

That clinched it for me. I noticed that
Robin and Kit were sitting there sort of uncomfortably while Dan
did his sales pitch and I did the responsible act. I assumed they
were angry at me for interfering, but now I wonder if they were
realizing that what they did was wrong.

It’s only now, retelling this story, that I
think I may have been right all along. No, I was definitely right
all along. I never touched that pot, but Dan, Robin and, yes, Kit
passed another two joints around, laughing about how nothing here
would matter. I sat and giggled uncomfortably, telling myself that
they were right, that you can’t get addicted to something in
Greenland. This was normal. We’re teenagers, we smoke pot. If Kit
Sharp is doing it, it can’t be that bad, right? What a moron. It’s
like I’m the posterboy for the wrong way to respond to these
things. But then again, those stupid D.A.R.E. things are always so
damn extreme it makes you distrust them automatically. I mean, Dan
Jarvis would never do something that would actually endanger his
life, right?

Well, that was rhetorical.
He does get
carried away with himself sometimes. A lot.

Anyway, I sat there, and they had a good
time with their heads in the clouds. The funny thing was, though,
that they didn’t act any differently from normal. If they had, I
probably would have said something. At least, I hope I would have.
But they were my same old friends, and I didn’t want to be the good
one. That’s Kit’s job, you know? It’s like Dan’s the ringleader,
Kit is the voice of reason, and Robin and I follow whichever one of
them seems more reasonable about whatever it is we’re thinking of
doing. And then, when Kit leaves, Dan makes fun of her. I don’t
want that to be me. I

God, what am I doing? My friends are doing
drugs and I’m sitting here making excuses for them. When the group
dissipated, I hung around. It’s nearing seven ‘o’ clock now. I’ve
written almost as much as I did about my accident, and all it was
was

No, what it was was a big deal, and I’m the
only one with the guts to stop it. Or at least write about it. I
hung back to tell this story, and in telling it, I realized that I
should stop this before it becomes a bigger deal. I don’t think
Dan’s senior friends have any business giving drugs to him. I mean,
Robin is in eighth grade. I know that sounds like I’m her mother,
but I’m not going to deny that I do feel a sort of responsibility
for her if something blows up and we get in trouble. I won’t let
this happen again. I promise you. I need to get home.

 


And yet again, the lack of
tact in the history saves us. I feel bad that I made John that
uncomfortable. (But I still think he was overreacting.) The funny
thing is, though, he somehow changed his mind. I know, right? I
mean he was pretty adamant about all that “Friends don’t let
friends get high” stuff, but today, I had a little more pot from
Mary and Arthur, and he joined us. I don’t really know what changed
his mind, and I don’t really want to probe that territory. I don’t
feel like pushing it, you know? I mean, if he’s gonna grow up and
realize that a little harmless pot isn’t the end of the world, more
power to him, right? We’re nerds in Greenland. We’re
fine.

 


Q: Why are a lawyer and a slinky
similar?

A: It’s fun to watch them fall down
stairs!

 


My god, where does the
time go? It’s already the Fourth of July! Well, it’s actually the
third. We’re all going places for the fourth. John’s going to his
boat club and taking Robin, I’m going to some picnic my dad is
dragging me along to (and I’ll probably spend the entire time
herding siblings) and Kit is . . . doing something. I forget. Well,
anyway, just had to comment on how fucking fast this summer is
going, and how it’s pissing me off.

 


Oh, I hate this. We’ve all
been totally forgetting about this book! It’s like . . . I dunno.
We’ve been pretty caught up in stuff. I gotta be honest . . . this
isn’t the time.

 


OK, I’m back. I need to do a big block of
writing. One of those mental purges, you know? I hadn’t read what
John had written. I dunno, it just never crossed my mind, I guess.
Well, since he wrote that, he’s stopped being so anal or whatever,
but the thing is, he was right. I mean, I never looked at it the
way he looked at it. I was too caught up in Dan’s enthusiasm or
whatever. I think maybe what we’re doing is wrong. And it’s not
just pot anymore it’s

God, I don’t want to talk about this. This
isn’t me! What’s going on? I’m . . . I dunno what I am, but it’s
not this. This isn’t OK. This needs to stop. We started this book
as kids playing backgammon in the woods, about two years ago. We
haven’t written in it in like, a month, because we’re too busy with
DRUGS!!!! That’s not OK. Greenland somehow feels too . . . sacred
or something. And Dan, don’t give me any bull about marijuana being
used spiritually. You know what I mean. This has got to stop. And
I’m gonna do it.

 


Jesus, I thought we went
through this already. We’re not doing anything wrong! What’s the
worst case scenario, we start a forest fire? Wait a minute, that
would really suck. Jesus, what if we started a forest fire? Holy
fuck.

 


I, Kit Sharp, am currently
exersizing my right as historian and writer. We have come to the
unanimous decision that the drugs must stop. Greenland is going
cold turkey. This is unequivocal.

 


OK, I need to give the real story here, by
myself. For the first time, as I’m beginning to write, I’m pretty
aware of the fact that the others will read this. But, in high
history tradition, I will try to suspend my disbelief and write my
honest feelings. Yeah, guys, forgive me for what I’m gonna say,
because I’m gonna be a bitch.

` I am fucking awesome. Yep, I’m not gonna
lie. I kick ass. I not only stood up to Daniel Jarvis, I yelled at
him. I bitched him out like there’s no fucking tomorrow. And now
I’m cursing like a sailor. Yes, I’m fucking awesome. After I wrote
my last bit about how I’m gonna stop all this shit from going on,
Dan wrote his bit. That day there was a little . . . I’m too
embarrassed to even write the word, but imagine it. It’s pretty
bad. And I remembered what I’d written that morning, about how I
was going to stop all this. But I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. I
don’t know why. I just didn’t feel like it was my place. For some
reason, my mind kept going back to the fact that Dan was
unanimously elected president of Greenland. I know, stupid, right?
I guess I just hadn’t yet gotten in touch with my fucking
awesomeness.

Until now, Dan had been getting all this
stuff from some friends of his. I don’t even know who they are, to
tell you the truth, but I’ve always been too embarrassed to admit
that little ignorance of mine. There, I just totally forgot that
Dan will be reading this. (“No Erasures in the History” was voted
unanimously after the time Dan and I wrote about John and Robin.)
Anyway, he got this stuff somehow, I don’t know how he paid for it,
and don’t really want to know. And we never told our otherselves
about it. I know, weird, right? We just never did. We told Dan
after the first day, so he would remember to bring stuff every
time, but the other three of us didn’t know we were fucking
addicts. Every time we crossed the border, we were reminded, “Oh
yeah. I do drugs.” It’s a really weird feeling when you’re Mrs.
Straight-A coming from a babysitting job to go play with your
little friends in the woods, let me tell you.

And “addict” isn’t the wrong word. Even
today, we were all feeling a little jittery. I know, that’s
disgusting, but I’m just telling the truth. Plus, here’s a
weirdness of Greenland: I think the addiction did carry over. I
mean, I don’t understand the physicality or science behind
addiction at all, but the whole time we were doing that stuff in
Greenland, we’d all feel this irresistible urge to go there. I
mean, maybe this was just the backswing of that pendulum movement
of Greenland obsession we’ve noticed, but I think it was addiction.
I think our bodies wanted to go to Greenland for the drugs. Isn’t
that weird? Maybe I’m just being paranoid.

Anyway, back to how I’m fucking awesome. I
can’t even say this next part. It is just too gross. I don’t even
believe in god, but I really feel like saying a prayer for
forgiveness before I go into this story.

Dan said he could get heroin. Yeah, that’s
what I said. I can’t believe it either, but I’m telling it how it
is. I saw John look a little uncomfortable, and I, too, thought,
“That’s going a little too far.” After Dan made this announcement,
he said, “Hey, Kitty, cross over the border for a sec.”

He told my otherself about
the drugs, and I was shocked, but I knew he’d have no reason to
lie, and I saw what Robin and John were doing, so I sort of
accepted it. Then he . . . he told me to get needles from my dad.
He told me to steal them so we could shoot up heroin the next time
we were in fucking Greenland. I was outraged. I mean, I don’t want
to steal a syringe from my diabetic father so my honor roll friends
and I can get high in the woods. The idea that he had not only
asked me to do this, but pretty obviously planned it out made me so furious.
That was the worst of it, that he asked me in this nonchalant
manner that seemed to mean that he assumed I would do it. He took
it for granted I would do whatever he said. I was so furious, and
in that moment I thought about how often Dan uses me, just because
I respect him or some shit like that, but that was over. I hated
him so much in that second I just turned and bolted. I ran the
other way. I ran through the woods by myself, thinking about Dan,
what he had told me, what unspeakable things he assumed I would do
for him, and I was seething.

All that night, I thought about Dan. And I
decided to be evil and scheming. I’d never done any of that girly
cat-fight stuff before, but I swore to myself that I would fight
this one to the death. I think it was the idea that he could use my
dad. That’s just unacceptable.

The next day, I called him
to “apologize.” I told him I was sorry, I just found it hard to
accept what I’d done, but I was still his friend and I’d bring the
stuff to Greenland that afternoon. I was so enraged by the way he
responded, like he’d been expecting
it. I had this mental image of him falling asleep
peacefully in his stupid room, knowing that I would eventually do
whatever he wanted. I was so furious, but I kept a calm voice and
we made plans to go to Greenland. He said he’d call Robin if I
called John. I wondered what I’d say to John, but luckily, I got an
answering machine, so all I had to say was “Hey, plans are on. See
you at two.” I’ve always wondered if our parents think a lot about
where it is we go all the time. Do they even notice? It’s
strange.

When we got to Greenland, we crossed the
border, and Dan took out this little bag of powder. I swear, I was
an unnatural shade of red. I’d never felt this angry before, and I
say that without exaggeration. He brought it out with this horrible
little malicious grin, and said, “OK, Kitty, did you do your
part?”

I blew up. “Don’t call me
Kitty, you stupid fuck! Look at what you’re doing. You’re doing
drugs, for god’s sake, and you’ve forced us to do it too, and
coerced poor John here into doing something he’s obviously still
uncomfortable with, and you’ve made us all into fucking junkies.
Then you use us to get what you want, involving my
father because you just
want to buy stuff from seniors to help your pathetic
image.”

I said a lot of other stuff, too, and I’m
sure I wasn’t actually that articulate, and I couldn’t even look
him in the eye as I yelled. For most of it, I stared at this tree.
Then I yelled at him about how he always used us, and how he always
thought he was the boss of everyone, and why was he so fucking
special, and who says we all listen to him anyway. I think I even
said that I was smarter than he was, he just had a tendency to love
riding his high horse. It was amazing. I never thought I’d even
admit those sort of thoughts, much less yell at Dan, to his
face.

My god, I can’t believe my idea of fucking
awesome means yelling at my friend. I’m kind of a bitch. But I
really felt . . . brave. Brave is a word I’ve never used to
describe myself before, but I was brave. I risked a lot, I guess,
by doing what I did. But I’m not sorry, because what happened next
is the most amazing part of the story. It is even more angering,
but also so sweet.

I tore my eyes away from that tree trunk at
looked at Dan’s face for the first time since starting my tirade.
And he was smiling. He was trying to conceal this grin, and I had
no idea what was making him so happy. His best friend had just
bitched out at him like I don’t think anyone has before, and he
looked so pleased.

“Kitty, you are amazing.” And he hugged
me.

I was so weirded out. I
looked at John and Robin, and they were so goddamn confused. I
always knew Dan was kind of a freak, but this was just so
random!

“What the fuck, you weirdo!”

“Kitty, you just yelled at
me, and insulted me, and you were totally right. I am so sorry. I
feel like shit now, as you probably expected. I mean, you just told
me what a shithead I am. But you were . . . you were right. And
you’ve never insulted me before. I mean, that is kinda weird. I’m a
total jerk a lot of the time. And you always took it in stride and
were loyal to me, and all that shit, and that made me really happy
and flattered. But the fact that you were just so . . . blazingly,
beautifully honest with me, that made me even happier. I mean, Kit, you just
proved to me that you have balls. And I love that. It’s like, I
always told you what was wrong with you, and that was just so
goddamn one-way, and the fact that you just told me what a fucker I
am meant that . . . I dunno what it means but it was good. And I’m
so, so, sorry about everything. I really am.”

My anger still hadn’t worn
off. So there was this part of me that felt like, Dan still
couldn’t lose. To quake in fear before my wrath (like anyone would
cower at my little pudgy five-two stature) would mean I’d won, that
he wasn’t in control, that he wasn’t the bigger guy. He was just
saving face, the jerk. And now it looked like I’d blown my cap and
he stayed so goddamn cool, and . . . I dunno. I guess I’d
just hoped he’d cry or some shit like that.

Instead he just said, “Kit, you are fucking
awesome.”

I think it was that he
called me Kit, but whatever it was, I forgave him instantly. Yes,
he was being far more cool and calm than I’d hoped, but that
was Dan, take it
or leave it. In the end, his way of taking abuse with a smile is
what makes me love him so much. And he was right. He has this way
of convincing people he’s right, and it was never clearer than that
second. It’s true, I thought, I am
fucking awesome.

He smiled at me, and I smiled at him, and
when he held up his little bag of powder, it was almost surreal,
because I’d already sort of forgotten what all this crap was about.
I think I laughed.

He kicked a hole in the dirt with his foot,
and poured out the heroin, then mixed the dirt around until all the
stuff was buried.

“That’s it.”

Then he turned to Robin and John, who were
standing there, looking awkward. If our lives were a cartoon,
they’d have had their jaws dropped open to the floor. It’s funny,
because in the real world, when people are in a state of shock,
it’s not like they open their mouths more than normal. I wonder
where that idea comes from.

Anyway, Dan made his “official
pronouncement,” and I wrote it in the history, and it didn’t really
mention me. I didn’t notice, though, because Dan has this way about
him of seeming so official, even with his acne and his windpants. I
swear, he will be in a position of power someday, and I think that
might even be a good thing for the world.

But afterwards, I realized that I didn’t get
any credit for being the bravest I’ve ever been. It’s like, blah
blah blah, Dan Jarvis says this and that, and I felt like, “Yeah,
he did. Because Kit did something she’d never thought she could do.
And she’s fucking awesome.” So I stayed behind, to write this
story.

I only wish my otherself knew how cool I am.
(It feels great to be un-self conscious without being self
conscious about it for once. I guess I’m just letting myself, but
it feels nice.) Too bad there’s no one to tell me.

Wait, I could stick the history, open, at
the border, then cross and read it. Ha! That’s genius! Actually, I
think this sort of revolutionizes Greenland communication. It’s
times like these I realize how fucking amazing it is that we’ve
found this magical place. I mean, we really found a magical land in
the woods. How weird is that? After I read it, I can cross back
into Greenland to put the book back in the box. But by then, my
otherself would know for good.

You know, one of us
could take the history
home. It would just be a blank book, until we got to Greenland
every day or so. But I can just imagine one of Dan’s siblings
scribbling all over the pages unintentionally, and blah blah blah.
I can also imagine some weird looks about us always bringing a
notebook with us when we go out, and never actually, like, writing
in it. I guess it’s better here.

I feel great. For once, I am proud of
myself. And Dan’s great, too, which makes it all even better.

 


God, that last sentence was prophetic. I
feel like we’re drama magnets. Well, actually, that’s a dirty lie,
because we’ve gone months without anything interesting happening to
us before, but it’s just this right on the heels of the other thing
(which really did die, by the way, thank god) . . .

OK, this is going to be one of those
stories. I’ve packed a lunch, and I’m gonna stay here till it is
written. None of the “brief summations” I’ve been giving to people
like Susan. This is the full story, for probably the only time. And
god, I’m gonna have to tell the annotated version a million times
when we get back to school. School. How weird will that be?

We were sitting around druglessly, talking
about things, and suddenly there was this silence. Then Dan took
this deep breath, and I noticed how red and intense Dan’s face
looked.

“Robin, I need to talk to you.”

He said this so fast, like he was racing
through lines for a play or something. Then he stared at the
ground. I don’t know why I noticed it, but Dan never stares at the
ground. He always looks at people when he talks to them, and the
fact that he wasn’t struck me for some reason.

“What?” said Robin as she casually picked at
the bark on a stick.

Wow, that was like a
sentence from a bad novel, wasn’t it? Anyway, Dan started to say a
word, then stopped to think. This was even weirder. And then, all
of a sudden, I knew what this was about. I looked at John, but he
didn’t seem to notice anything was amiss. I mean, maybe I was
wrong, but . . . it just seemed so obvious. I don’t remember how he
phrased it exactly, and he couldn’t get the words out because he
kept apologizing,
but in after quite some time he finally succeeded in telling Robin
White he had a crush on her.

Now John looked shocked,
which is so typical of a boy. I mean, Dan has always been a lot
more huggy with Robin, and always
made all these sex jokes about her, more than
about anyone else. I don’t mean that in a sketchy way or anything,
it’s just how he was, and we were all used to it. But it was always
a lot more so with Robin. I noticed it, and just figured it was
because John was a boy and I was fat. But when I heard him speak to
Robin almost self-conciously (which is a huge fucking deal for Dan)
I knew. And I wasn’t that surprised. I mean, I guess I’d known it
all along, but never really articulated it. Back when we were
little, Dan said he had a crush on her, but apparently John had no
idea that was still true. Anyway, he looked shocked, and so did
Robin, which is surprising. I’d have thought she had more intuition
for that. But I think she’s a little too modest to ever think that
someone had a crush on her.

She looked totally flustered and taken
aback. I think it would have been totally great if she’d kept her
cool and made some great comeback and slammed his face in the dirt.
It would give him the burn he didn’t get from my bashing. But
instead, she just said, “Dan, I’m sorry.”

Dan was like, “What?” and
looked seriously surprised. He looked shocked by the fact that
Robin didn’t like him back or something. God, I hated him. Then he
started arguing with her. First, he cited all these times when she’d
acting like she liked
him. He had obviously become convinced her cute flirting meant
something.

“Dan, I do that to everybody.”

“What about John?”

“I don’t need to act flirty around John.
He’s my best friend. I do it to everybody, because it’s part of who
I am. I’m sorry if you thought I meant something different.”

This made him so angry. I
think it was the use of the phrase “best friend” applied to someone
else or something. But he started arguing, telling her she should
like him, and how much he liked her and how perfect they would be
together, and his face was read and his voice was shaking and I
took it for anger, but later I thought it could have been tears. I
don’t really want to know, to be honest. It was so repulsive. I
mean, Dan has always had an arrogant streak, but this was worse
than anything I’d ever seen before. I mean, when someone tells you
they don’t like you, that’s that. Yelling at them won’t help your
case. Even I know
that, and I have the sexual experience of a ping-pong
ball.

So basically, I was fuming at Dan in the
background, and he was pressuring Robin, and it all seemed rather
familiar. By this point, I think he was keeping it up over pride. I
mean, what did he expect? That he’d get all angry and call her a
bitch and then she’d be like, “Oh, sorry, I forgot. I do like you
after all?” It’d be like Jodie Foster calling up that Hinkley guy
and saying, “Oh, you shot the President? Let’s make out.”

It had been a bad week between me and Dan,
and this only made it worse. I found myself wanting to cry, and I
wasn’t sure why. I assumed I just felt bad for poor Robin.

Eventually she just yelled “NO” at him and
he shut down mid-sentence. It was funny, because when he’d first
started he seemed so apologetic and embarrassed. I think he
remembered that too, because he suddenly looked ashamed. Robin
looked close to tears too. I might be just imagining it, but I
think I saw John start to grab her hand, then change his mind. I’m
glad he didn’t, because seeing that would have pushed Dan over the
edge. I don’t know what edge I’m talking about, and I do dislike
him a lot, but even I would have felt so sorry for him if John had
reached over and taken Robin’s hand. Robin looked shocked at what
she’d done, and Dan didn’t smile like he had when I’d yelled at
him. I’d gone off on an endless rant about how much Dan sucked, and
he’d smiled and told me I kick ass. Robin yells one word and Dan
looks . . . torn apart and pitiful and shocked. That’s what I hated
most. The shock. Wasn’t it obvious Robin didn’t like him? I thought
of how much Dan had obviously been deluding himself, and I almost
laughed at his stupidity. Finally, John snapped, too.

“I can’t deal with this right now. I’m
leaving.”

And he just got up and
walked away. I saw this impulse flit through Robin’s body as she
made to follow him, but she stayed put. I think she, like John,
realized that was the last thing Dan needed right now. Funny, how
in the midst of all this, we still didn’t want to hurt him
too badly. What am I
talking about, “we?” I can’t imagine it now, but I’m pretty sure
that at that moment I would have ripped out his heart if I had a
rusty cutlass. And what’s funny is that I didn’t know why. I just
knew I was seething. After all, what he did wasn’t
that bad. But something
about it just filled me with emotion.

I don’t remember how long we sat in silence.
I don’t mean that like, “we sat for a minute but it felt like an
hour,” I really just don’t remember. I don’t even remember if we
sat in silence at all. But lo and behold, Dan started feeling
bad.

“I . . . I’m sorry. I should just go.”

And he also got up to
leave. I thought about following him, I don’t know why, but then I
realized Robin would be left alone. When I thought how awkward that
situation would be, I really did
start to follow Dan. It’s funny, because it’s
like a dramatic exit, only they were spaced so badly that we all
almost left together, in effect. Robin followed us, because she was
left alone and sort of had no choice, and we were friends again.
Our otherselves had no idea, so we lived for a whole day with no
idea what had gone on. When I think of Robin being so nice to Dan
that whole time, it makes me sick. Especially when I realize he was
probably still convinced she was in love with him. See, that was
what made his plan almost brilliant. He didn’t ruin his friendship
with Robin by telling her he liked her. With most friends, that’s
what happens, but he used Greenland as this goddamn safety net and
. . .

Well, the next day, anyway, we all went back
and remembered. Then it was clear how actually upset Robin was by
this whole thing. She looked close to tears this time.

“I . . . I can’t believe I was so fucking
nice to you. I can’t believe I was your friend all day
yesterday.”

And then she burst out
crying. Here’s where Dan looked almost happy. He went over to her, gave her
a hug and looked like he was trying to comfort her. It was gross. It’s like
he wanted to take advantage of her crying so he could be Mr. Big
Strong Man, but what she was upset by was Dan himself. But for some
reason, she did sort of take the hug. She did fall on him as he
muttered something into her ear that sounded like “I’m so sorry.”
She didn’t respond, and instead just cried a little harder, but she
didn’t pull away from him. I have no clue why.

Then he kissed her.

Or at least he tried. I like the drama of
that line, to be honest. He leaned in, and again I thought about
fucking Hinkley, because honestly, how stupid can a guy be? I guess
love makes you a moron, right? Isn’t there a proverb like that or
something? But she just pushed him away and calmly said, “Danny,
I’m gay.”

I had to stifle laughter
because it was brilliant. I mean, Robin is so fucking hilarious
sometimes. Then I realized, with a strange dawning comprehension,
that she was serious. At that thought, it was even harder to keep
myself from cracking up. But it was also objectively fascinating.
For one, I never would have suspected it. Nobody would have. Robin
was . . . I dunno, she’s such a girl that it’s hard to imagine her
being a lesbian or whatever. What a weird word. Lesbian. You don’t
expect it to apply to rhinestone Robin, with her pink wallpaper.
Lesbians don’t read Seventeen magazine, right?

I thought all this as I stood there, and I
thought, well I guess that was just prejudice. I guess those are
stereotypes, and you should be embarrassed to assume things like
that about people. But it was still kind of surprising. I don’t
have much . . . awareness of gay people. There’s this girl Jessie,
who I think is a junior at our school, who always wears these
rainbow pins and has short hair and always gives these speeches
about how she’s a lesbian and she’s proud of it for like, essay
contests and stuff. I’m actually kind of scared of her. She’s sort
of fascinating, but she’s the furthest thing from my Robin I could
imagine. And I know these two guys, Arnie and Jack, who are my
parents friends, and they’re gay, but they’re like, grown men in
Baltimore. And that’s about the extent of my knowledge. I haven’t
even read any books or seen any movies with real gay people. And
Robin.

Well, I guess I’d like to talk to her about
it seriously, because I really care about her and all, but we’ve
been preoccupied over the past few days.

Oh, and one other thing I thought I might
throw out there: I flirted with the idea that I might be a lesbian,
because I never had crushes on boys the way Robin did. Or, the way
Robin pretended to. It’s weird, because that whole time she
pretended to like Peter, that guy whom she played the clarinet
with, when she actually liked this girl Dolores, who also played
the clarinet, the whole time.

What’s funny is that I’m not upset she never
told me. I guess I just assume that if I were in her place, I
wouldn’t tell anyone. Not that I think our friends are prejudiced
or anything, it’s just weird. So I’m not angry she didn’t tell me
before, but I’m OK with it, I guess.

John looked kind of surprised, but not
really. I guess he knew, and his surprise was at her telling us so
bluntly. Again, I haven’t actually talked to either of them since
The Big Event.

Dan’s reaction was the
weirdest. He looked relieved. He honestly had this “thank God” type
of expression on his face which I wasn’t quite understanding. Maybe
it was because he guessed that she was gay and was glad to be
right, but I honestly thought he had been convinced she
liked him. Later
that day when I realized his relief was at the fact that it wasn’t
his fault she didn’t like him, I smiled. That’s just classic Dan,
to accept failure only by realizing he’s not to blame.

At the time though, he only stares at her,
and this smile creeps on to his face, and he says, “My God, that’s
so weird!” And she smiled too and said, “yeah, I know, isn’t it?”
And it was over. It can’t have been more than fifteen minutes, but
it was one of the most important fifteen minutes of my life.

Dan sat down and started being so friendly
to Robin again, as if nothing had happened, and I think she liked
that idea, too. So the two of them chatted animatedly (bad adverb,
I know) while John and I looked on in a strange detached wonder.
She told him about Dolores, and he goes, “Oh, yeah, I know her.
She’s wicked cool.” It was as if nothing had happened between them.
In fact, they seemed even closer, like they’d shared something
profound. I guess they had, but it was strange to see the way they
smiled at each other. But that’s another one of the things I envy
and respect so much about Dan. He can’t stay sad for long.

Well, I guess that’s sort
of a lie. He’s good at being sad. It’s angry that he can’t maintain. It was
almost dark; of course Dan chose pretty much the last minute to
tell Robin. The fact that he was scared to do that made me smile.
We went home, telling our otherselves over the line in the funniest
terms. We made it all sound like a big joke. We didn’t want Dan and
Robin to have a tainted memory of a fight all the time. That was
John’s idea. Frankly, I don’t think it was necessary.

That night, I started thinking, and for some
reason I felt so emotionally drained, even though I hadn’t done
anything. And there was this emotion. It was almost choking. I
couldn’t tell if it was good or bad or what. It was happy but it
was painful. I know, just by my perfect antithesis, I’m sure you,
oh reader of this history, are quite sure of what it is. I thought
I’d be able to hide this truth as long as possible in the
narrative, but I’ve pretty much given it away by trying to describe
what I felt. And of course I sealed it with that last sentence. But
I’m really stupid, so all that night I still had no idea why my
stomach hurt.

It was two days before I figured it out. We
didn’t go to Greenland, because Dan was in New York, as he so often
is, and he’s usually the organizer of the Greenland escapades. And
Robin decided to do all her summer reading in a three-day
binge.

When Dan got back, he called me and said we
should go to Greenland. I called Robin and John, but Robin was
reading and John needed to clean his basement. Given the later
circumstances, I figured he was in on everything, but of course, he
didn’t know, and I talked to his parents and he really was cleaning
his basement.

Dan and I got to Greenland, and he was just
making some lesbian joke about Robin (they were already both OK
with doing this. I think that’s amazing) when we crossed over. I
swear, he stopped mid-laugh.

“My God.”

And he looked sadder than I’ve ever seen him
look in my life. That’s when I started to suspect it. But I blocked
it from my mind.

“I . . . I forgot. Of course. It’s
Greenland. But . . . that thing was Robin. That was harsh,
man.”

I felt a wave of sympathy, and I realized
that he probably wanted to talk about it, and I really wanted to
listen. I really wanted to.

“Do you want to talk about it?”

Probably the lamest line ever.

But instead of talking he started to cry. He
picked up this stick and bashed it against this tree until it
broke, then kept bashing it until it was just a stub, and he was
crying so hard, and I started to cry too, but I didn’t know why. I
didn’t hit things, though. That whole idea of using violence to
deal with your emotions is so mystifying and foreign to me. Must be
a guy thing.

When Dan finished bashing the tree, he
looked like he was about to collapse and sob, and then he noticed
that I was starting to cry. It wasn’t like, heaving sobs or
screaming. There wasn’t any noise at all. But I was tearing up
really fast and he noticed. His own crying seemed to die down a
little when he saw that.

“Kitty, what’s wrong?”

“I feel for my friends. Is that so hard
to understand?”

He almost started laughing, and that made
his body shake so much, what with the simultaneous crying and all,
that it made my diaphragm hurt just to watch him. But he was
smiling, and I felt that wash of emotion, and I hated myself, but
was really starting to piece it all together.

“Kitty, I love you. You always make me feel
better.”

He plopped down at the base of the tree, and
sat there with his hands in the dirt. For the second time, he was
talking without making eye contact, and again, it struck me as odd.
He wiped his eyes, and his hands were dirty, and he left these
smudges all over his face. I sort of laughed, but it was silent. I
felt sick.

“I really think I loved her, you know. It
feels kind of powerful to say the word love. I loved Robin.”

It’s funny, because I was glad he said
“loved.” I felt so bad for Robin, to be put in that position. But I
felt even worse for Dan. The sooner he realized he and Robin
weren’t gonna work out, the better.

I thought all this, but I burst out crying
again. It was so silly. But the word “love” is powerful. Yeah, I
know, it’s a cliché, but clichés are clichés for a reason.

“Kitty, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you
cry. Come here.”

And that was the strangest decision of my
life. Because not only is it utterly contrary to other things I’ve
ever done, but I also don’t remember making it. All my thoughts
seem easy to access in the realms of memory, but this one seems
like it never happened. My decision was this: I put myself at Dan’s
mercy.

He probably meant that I should sit next to
him, so we could talk, but I sat right on him, my butt on the dirt
between his legs, and I put my head on his chest and cried. And it
should have been the other way round. Why was I crying? I didn’t
quite know. I still don’t know. But it felt good. And it felt good
for Dan not to be, even though that’s entirely
counter-intuitive.

I don’t know why I did something that
foreword, but he didn’t mind. If he were expecting it, like he’d
expected Robin to hug him, I would be angry, but he did seem
surprised and I forgave him. That’s what I remember the most in
that weird five minutes. This utter forgiveness for everything.
Starting from the time before we were friends and I overheard him
making fun of me in the hallway to a boy named Edward who lives in
California now. I forgave him for that, and the drugs, and Robin,
and every mean thing he’s ever said to me, and every time he made
me feel like shit, I just forgave him. Because he put his arms
around me, and hugged me and let me cry. And he kissed the top of
my head and I melted as I sobbed, and my eyes were open and I was
just staring at this stain on his shirt. It was this big ugly
thing, and I think it was tomato sauce, and knowing Dan it was
probably from a month ago. And I stared at that sauce and thought
and sobbed and for once in his life Dan didn’t say anything.

And that was the moment I realized that all
my life I’d been scared. I know “all my life” isn’t that long, but
it’s a long time when you’ve been living in a state of fear. I’d
been scared of failure, scared of success, scared of adults and
moving and change and people and pretty much everything. I think
mostly I was scared of myself, and the idea that I wasn’t good
enough. And I realized this then, staring at that spaghetti sauce,
because I wasn’t anymore. It’s like how you only understand things
by antithesis; you only know what it’s like to be well because
you’ve been sick before. I stopped being scared, because I might
not be good enough to be at all the parties, but I was good enough
for Dan. And I knew, somewhere inside me, that as long as I had a
friend who loved me unconditionally, that I would be safe. That was
the word that I kept coming back to. I felt safe. And I decided I
would tell Dan how safe I was. But I was too self-conscious,
because I was still crying. I told myself I’d tell him as soon as I
stopped sobbing. And then for a while I waited. I waited for my
body to catch up with my mind and stop being sad. And when it did,
I made the second weirdest decision of my life. (Weird for the
exact same reasons as the first one)

“I love you, Dan.”

I felt him smile through my hair.

“I love you too, Kit.”

The only other time he’d called me Kit was
after the drug thing. I guess he knew, subconsciously, that my
declaration of love was comparable to my outburst of the week
before. I hadn’t expected him to pick up on it, but he understands
that sort of nuance better than I do, and besides, it was too late,
my vocal cords had already started sending vibrations through my
throat.

“No, I mean I love you love you.”

“I know.”

And of all the things that should have
angered me about Daniel Jarvis, that one should have been the
worst. It summed up everything about him that I hate, but I
couldn’t. I loved him. And all I felt was awe. He knew before I
did.

I continued to stare at the spaghetti
sauce.

“How long have you known?”

“How long have you known?”

We sat there in silence, thinking for a
while. It wasn’t awkward at all. It should have been but it wasn’t.
Dan really is my best friend, and I don’t think anything in the
world could make him uncomfortable around me. And if he wasn’t
uncomfortable, why should I be? You have no idea how much of a
breakthrough that was, but trust me. My lack of awkwardness was a
big deal. Dan is amazing in many, many, ways.

“I guess I’ve known for a long time. But I
wasn’t sure until you yelled at me over the drug thing. Which I am
so, so sorry about, by the way.”

I believed him.

“I figured it out just now.”

There was more silence, and I started to
feel scared again. It was like there was some hiatus, some
enlightenment, some swift moment of safety, but it’s unrealistic to
think one second like that can really change a person for good. I
was sinking back into normal Kit-mode, and fast. Finally, I was
feeling this . . . suspense, I guess you’d call it. Or maybe
tension. I needed to break the silence.

“Well, now what?”

“Are you serious about this?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Look me in the eye and say it.”

I should have known what
was coming, but I still was too humble to suspect it. I looked up
at him, (the cramping in my neck reminded me what a physically
awkward position I’d been in) and when I saw how happy he looked, I
smiled. I didn’t mean to smile, but I did, and right then he tried
to kiss me. He kissed my teeth. How fucking stupid is that? He
kissed my teeth, and I don’t really remember how I felt. I can
imagine myself being terrified, or awkward, or happy, or just so
very amused by the stupidity of it all that I’d just feel like
laughing. But I honestly don’t remember how I felt. I was so . . .
removed. I think what I thought (though I’m not sure) was, “Oh, that’s cute.
He kissed her.” I don’t think I realized, in some odd way, that it
was me. I. Whatever. But before I had time to think whatever it
was, if I did at all, which I don’t know, I stopped smiling, and he
kissed me for real.

What’s funny, is that my first thought was
kind of stupid. This one I do remember. Right after that real kiss,
the first one in my life, I suddenly had a dream that came back to
me. I remembered this dream I had a month ago. It felt the way
crossing into Greenland does, like, “This was so important! How
could I have forgotten this!” I had dreamed that Dan had kissed me.
Only in my dream, we were on this bench, in some city that probably
doesn’t exist, and I think he later became James Bond or something,
because it was a dream, and dreams usually mean nothing. But I had
dreamed it, and I had dreamed it right, because it felt just like
it had in my dream.

Then, all at once, I realized how weird this
all was. What the hell? Did Dan just kiss me? Me, Kit Sharp? What
the hell? Yesterday he was explaining to me the difference between
negligé and laundere, because he knew and I didn’t, and I was
making fun of him. And now he was kissing me. What the hell?

Don’t get me wrong, it
wasn’t a long kiss. It wasn’t like, serious make-out (thank god.)
It was very self-conscious, or at least self-conscious by any Dan
standard. He just kind of . . . kissed me. God, this all feels so
weird to write. Then he got all flustered and weird, like he had
about the Robin thing, and he started apologizing. What is up with
that? I mean, honestly, why is he sorry?

“No, it’s okay,” I said. “I’m just sort of
confused. What happened to Robin?”

There was another long silence. There had
been a lot of those, but for some reason it wasn’t awkward, just
silent. It was nice that Dan didn’t need to fill the gap with inane
chatter the way he often does. He honestly seemed to be thinking
before he said things, which he should do on a more regular
basis.

“I don’t know.” He said. “Maybe I liked you
all along, and just thought it was Robin. Or maybe it’s because you
were so nice about the Robin thing when you had no right to be. I
just don’t know.”

“Why did I have no right to be nice to
you?”

“I don’t know, it just wasn’t fair.”

“What wasn’t fair?”

“That I liked her and not you.”

“Danny,” (it felt nice to
call him that, for once.) “it isn’t about fair. You just liked Robin. That’s
not your fault.”

“Yes, but I should have liked you.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know, I just should have.”

Dan was being very weird. He kept not
knowing. Blunt statements and questions had worked rather well thus
far, so I decided to ask what was on my mind, pure and simple.

“Dan, why did you just kiss me?”

“I don’t know,” I swear, I could have
punched him. “I just felt like it.”

My momentary rush of kindness and sympathy
for him was waning fast. I was starting to be bothered by him
again. But I sat there and stared at the spaghetti sauce for a
while more. I felt like it was definitely his turn.

“I don’t know, Kitty. Maybe I love you.”

The kindness and sympathy was back.

“In some ways, I wish I’d never told you
that before, because than I could say it now and it would mean
something. I think I love you.”

“It does mean something Dan. I swear.”

“Well, then, can I kiss you again?”

“OK.”

This time I was prepared for it, so I could
tell myself to remember what it felt like. It was . . . great, in
an unsurprising way. It felt the way you’ld expect a kiss to feel
like. Nothing different at all. But that’s not to say it wasn’t
nice. It was nice in they way I wanted it to be.

“Now what?”

Then he laughed. Leave it to Dan to find
something funny in the most serious sorts of situations.

“Wouldn’t it be funny if we just went home,
and didn’t tell our otherselves, just to watch our own reactions
when we come back to Greenland?”

Now, this seemed remarkably like playing a
prank on oneself, which seems counterintuitive and stupid, but
there was a bizarre appeal to the idea. Something about the idea of
me, walking around, not realizing I was in love, and then suddenly
remembering “Holy shit! I’ve been kissed!” did strike me as sort of
funny. I started laughing too.

“OK, let’s do that.”

So I stood up, and Dan stood up. And we
walked out of Greenland, and as we stepped over the line, Dan gave
me this look, that was like, “We are so cool and smart.” which is
of course true.

Look, it’s getting dark, but the story’s not
done. I’ll finish it tomorrow. Or Dan can finish it. Yeah, I think
I’ll let him have his say. After all, it’s half his story.

 


Yeah, here I am. It feel
rather strange to see all this stuff about me in Kit’s writing. It
also feels pretty natural, though, like I was meant to see it in
her beautiful chicken-scratch. We didn’t end up telling our
otherselves, and we were right, it was hilarious. We came back the
next day, and it was all four of us. I crossed the border first,
and I was like, “Oh yeah! I love Kit!” I started laughing, and they
all go “What?” And John and Robin cross over too, expecting to
remember something, but they don’t and then Kit crosses over and
this smile lights up her face, and I swear, it was like the most
beautiful thing I’d ever seen. She looks at me, just fucking
glowing and looking all
nervous and Kit-like, like she doesn’t know what to do as usual,
and I just grabbed her in this big ugly man-hug and picked her up
and we laughed so fucking hard, and John and Robin are like, “What
the hell is so fucking funny?” and I decide that I want to announce
this in the most entertaining way possible, so I just blurt out
with, “Kit has a boyfriend!” They stare at me like, “ha ha, no
seriously what?” But when I don’t say anything else (why am I
writing in present tense? I like it, though) they slowly realize
that I’m serious, and Robin’s like, “What a week of drama it’s
been! Who is it?” I look at Kit. I want her to be the one to say
it. That girl needs to talk more. But of course she doesn’t talk.
She just turns red, (this is not a cliché or figurative language.
This girl really does have a tendency to turn red) and points to me
rather sheepishly. It takes a while to dawn on them. Of course,
Robin gets it first. Girls are better at figuring this stuff out,
usually. She’s like, “Wait, you two?” and all of a sudden all of us
just crack up. I don’t even need to say like, “yep” or anything,
because it’s actually pretty obvious when you step back and think
about it. I mean, you just look at the way we are, it’s to be
expected, right? Well anyway, it was a pretty good week or so. Kit
made it seem like there was a whole lot more to tell, but that’s
kinda it. Kit does like writing, though. I’m sure if she were
writing this she’d make it last like, eight pages. What to say,
what to say, what to say . . . I feel like I gave a really
half-assed contribution to this thing. This thing is big, though. I
guess I’ll just say that. The fact that we sort of took forever to
figure it out made it so much more obvious when we finally did. I
really think “finding it out” was what happened. Because now,
looking back on stuff, it’s so obvious to me that I have pretty
much been in love with Kit like, forever. I guess I just didn’t
really identify what that was or something. I was pretty sure she
liked me, though. At least I flirted with the idea, and then that
time she blew up at me and told me how much I sucked, I was
positive. It’s weird that what makes me sure she loved me was when
she said she hated me. But if you were there, you’d understand. Or
maybe not. She didn’t. Anyway, I sort of feel like I knew how she
felt before she did. Which is normal when you’re talking about
someone like Kit, I guess. She’s so detached from everything it’s
easy to imagine her being so detached from herself that she
wouldn’t even register her own thoughts. You know, I really feel
like what I should do now is say something really beautiful and
sentimental. I’m actually pretty good at that, believe it or not.
But that stuff just feels too weird to write. I’ve said a bunch of stuff to
Kit over the past two days. Really sappy stuff, too, but I’m an
utter sucker for that sort of thing. And not fake corny either. I
really mean every word of it. It’s been all of what, three or four
days? (OK, four exactly) But I feel like
all of a sudden, this is more serious than I had ever imagined.
More serious than Robin. I never thought something like this would
happen to me. Well, I guess I did, but I never thought it would be
Kit. Never gave it serious
thought, anyway. But it’s like, Bam! and I really
think I love her. How weird is that? I’m not at all embarrassed to
say the word love. She said it to me. The fact that Kit Sharp said
she loved a boy is so fucking mind-boggling, and the fact that it
was me just makes me so happy I feel like weeping. I wish I had
more to say. Kitty-baby, I know you’ll read this within five
minutes, but I love you. I hope you aren’t tired of hearing it
already, because I’m not tired of saying it.

 


Oh, Dan, you make me so happy I just ca

 


Ok, sorry. My turn. Let’s
let me write a little, cause I haven’t in a while. Dudes, how
fucking amazing is life! I feel like Kit and I just took this great
leap together, you know? Like, I “came out” (I hate that phrase, it
sounds so lame, but it’s true) and Kit basically came out, too.
Because going from being asexual to being in love with someone as
awesome as Dan is like her own form of coming out I think. Only I
think what Kit did took a lot more courage than what I did. I just
want to propose a toast to our friendship. May we take this risks
forever, and may we always take them together!

 


Dude, that’s cute. I salute ya.

 


I feel like I should say something, but I
don’t have anything to say. Hooray for us!

 


Today was my first day of
high school. Man, is that some weird stuff! I mean, yeah, I was in
the same building as you guys, but the highschool hallways are
fucking hilarious! Every other word is “penis” over here! My god,
men, how do you survive? I feel like every five seconds all I want
to do is crack up, but I’m worried some big, scary guy is gonna
punch me in the face, and so I just have this inner commentary,
like this running monologue, that’s mocking every single person I
pass. God, some of these juniors and seniors are like supporting
characters on sitcoms! They’re such stereotypes and characatures.
It’s like I can’t even believe they’re real sometimes. I have this
urge to film all of them. Just walk through the halls with a secret
microphone planted on my body, and then get home and watch it with
all of you and do our own little Mystery Science Theater
3000.

I love how I’ve had one day
of highschool, and my overwhelming impression is that I want to
mock it. I seriously am excited
about making fun of all these people in this mad
mad world of high school. I think I’ll have a good time. How come
you guys never told me how hilarious everyone is?

 


OK, I gotta say I’m having
a slightly different impression of high school this year. Dan is
reading over my shoulder, so don’t think he doesn’t know all this.
I don’t know how to deal with us. Like, do Dan and I hold hands in
the hallways? See, making out in the hallways is gross. I’d never
do that. It’s like, “Look at us. We’re together and you're not.
Let’s exchange saliva to make it really obvious that we’re “in
love.””

I basically want to kill those people, so
there won’t be any of that. (Dan just made a joke I don’t feel like
recording in this history.)

But what about just being
cute? Like, lots of couples hold hands in the hallways. Especially
that Parkins kid and his girlfriend. They are always just kind of
hugging and stuff, and I was never bothered by it the way I was am
by those kids who look like they’re devouring each other’s faces. I
mean, Parkins and his girlfriend (I don’t know her name) always
just look so happy together, that it’s just adorable. I think you and I look a
little bit like that when we’re with the four of us, you
know?

But what if we’re like that in school? Dan’s
a far shot from popular, but I am a binder-spilling stereotype, and
it just seems like . . . it’s not right for me to have a boyfriend.
Strange as that sounds, I think I’m just not that kind of person
and

 


OK, let’s analyze what you
just said. I’m sorry I took the book by force, but you were
starting to get annoying, and you obviously weren’t listening to
me. You’re not the kind of person who has a boyfriend? What am I, a
fish? And that’s just for starters. Second of all, if I were
embarrassed about you, I wouldn’t be your best friend. I already
spend all my time in school hanging out with you. If I cared that
was a supposed social liability, I’m sure you’d see a lot less of
me. That was poorly phrased, but you know what I mean. And Kit, in
case you’ve forgotten, I love you. Now I agree that sucking face in
the hall is gross, and I’m aware you’re not even a huge fan of
face-suckage in general. Which is fine with me. But I am not
embarrassed by you. Ever. And I don’t think I ever will be. When I
make fun of what a loser you are, it’s probably just a defense
mechanism, because I’m jealous of you or something. Because I know
you’re a better person than I am. I love psychoanalysis like that,
don’t you? Anyway, don’t be scared of anything. Don’t be scared
about what people will think, because if you did, I’m sure you’d
dress differently. Joke! Really, though. I love you. And I don’t
care who knows it.

 


OK, I’m not usually the one doing this, but
this time I want to give it a try.

You know how the others always write these
things as if they’ll remain secret, but then we all read them, and
the problems are always solved? Like, when people write things
about me, I’m never offended, even when it’s criticism, like when
Kit and Dan said that John and I were exclusive. So I guess I’ll
come right out and say it: I feel awkward.

I feel awkward, because
when the four of us are in Greenland, it becomes the Kit and Dan
show. They always seem so goddamn happy, and they’re crawling all over
each other, and it’s sort of cute, but it’s also kind of
alienating. They have this thing, this new, beautiful thing, and
I’m not a part of it. And it makes me sort of sad. I think it’s
fabulous how much they love each other, but I can’t say it doesn’t
make me feel a little left out. I just keep thinking about Dolores,
and thinking maybe if I told her about Greenland, she’d come here
with us, and maybe we could be like that. . .

You know, I came really close to telling her
the other day. I feel really bad about it, but it’s true. I had
just passed Dan and Kit in the halls, and they didn’t even notice
me because they were so wrapped up in each other. And so I didn’t
say hi to them, but Dolores called me over to her locker. She’s
like, “Hi Robin!” And I thought, this girl greets me when my
supposed best friends don’t. No wonder I love her. And she had this
black skirt, and she looked so beautiful, and I just thought about
how much I love her, and how she has no idea, and I felt this surge
of jealousy. Why do Kit and Dan get this thing? And I realized it’s
because they’re straight. No matter how much I suspected (as I
sometimes do) that Dolores might feel the same way, I could never
tell her, because the . . . the chances are so goddamn slim. And I
just wished, for a fleeting second that I liked boys, that I could
honestly hold out hope for reciprocation. And then I realized that
Dan and Kit were just as unlikely as any gay couple, what with
Kit’s renunciation of romance, and that if they were both girls it
probably would have happened just the same way. It was Greenland
that brought them together, not luck or sexual orientation. And in
that second, I was just sure that if I brought Greenland to
Dolores, it would change her the way it changed all of us, that she
would fall in love with it and maybe fall in love with me by the
transitive property. (That’s one of Kit’s favorite things: the
abstract use of the transitive property. It’s really catching.)

Anyway, I opened my mouth to invite Dolores
over, and then I would take her to Greenland, but as soon as the
words were out I felt so . . . wrong. I felt sick and dirty and
awful, so she came over and we listened to The Who and I pretended
to have a crush on Peter when we talked about our lives. I can’t
believe how close I came, and there’s still a part of me that
wishes I’d done it.

There are other things, too, that make me sad
about Kit and Dan. First of all, I keep flirting with Dan and I
don’t know why. It doesn’t even make sense. I mean, when he liked
me, I got mad at him. But I don’t like that he did feel this thing
for me (which nobody ever has before) and then he stopped. So I’m
flirting with him all the time, but he doesn’t seem to notice. Nor
does Kit. I guess that’s a good thing, and I know I should stop,
but I can’t help it. Part of me wishes he dumped Kit and started
liking me again. That would make me feel so powerful. God, that’s
an awful thing to say. Oh shit, I’d forgotten y’all are gonna read
this. I see what you mean about that sort of thing.

Anyway, now you all know how I’m flirting
with Dan, but at least the fact that I wrote it will probably make
me stop. See? The silver lining.

While I'm on this bent, I guess I’ll say that
not only does a part of me want Dan to like me (though I still
don’t know why that is. I mean, I don’t like him. I think. No, I
know. I’m sure I don’t like him, and that’s what makes it so
weird.) not only that, but a part of me wants John, too. Like the
way Kit and Dan are . . . if John and I were that way we’d be even.
But I’m absolutely positive I don’t feel that way about John
either. I just wish I did. Because I feel like I’m on the outside.
But then I guess so is he.

That’s a strange reversal, you know? It feels
like so, so recently that those two were writing those very words
about us. I guess that’s OK, then. I guess we’re even and I guess
that’s OK. I’m sorry for all this.

 


It’s OK, Robin. I still
love you. More than ever, in fact. And don’t think I’m too stupid
to notice you flirting with me. I’m not that dense. I just thought
you were being you. (Note: Robin responded to this with, “I guess I
was.”)

 


So here I am, writing
awkwardly, being told it’s my turn to give my input on my best
friends’ newfound romantic relationship, and I got nothing to say.
Um, good for you? I wish it were that easy for me . . .

Guys, I can’t think on command. Fuck
this.

 


Ladies and Gentlemen, Mr.
John America. (He just told me to shut up, which is ironic, because
I’m writing which is silent. Now Kit told me “thank you, master of
the obvious” which is funny because I’m just writing and all these
people are reading it over my shoulder and having conversations
with what I’m writing, and then what they say gets put in the
writing and it’s all very self-referetnial. Now Kit just
said

 


Ladies and Gentlemen, the
History of Greenland, a.k.a. the most boring thing ever
written.

 


Dudes. I’m
bored.

It’s been a long time since I’ve seen all of
our handwritings on one page. Symbolic, is it not?

I wish I had something to say . . . I just
feel like writing.

What a to do to die today, at a minute or two
to two. A thing distinctly hard to say and harder still to do

(John just told me our
readers won’t understand, so I'm telling you, o mysterious person of the
future that those are the words to a strange acting exersize I
often hear Daniel Jarvis muttering under his breath whenever
there’s an awkward silence.)

Forget it. I’m going to give the book to Kit
because she’s historian, and is thus required by law to be
interesting. Have fun, sister.

 


Babes, I’m sorry, but if it’s my job to be
interesting, Dan had better have a steady income when we grow up,
because I’m not going to be much of a breadwinner.

 


OK, that last comment, Kit
said out loud yesterday, and I insisted she put it in the book,
because it made me laugh harder than anything ever. I just want to
take a short time to express how amazed I am at Kitty’s
transformation. Over the past little while, since she bitched at me
over the unmentionable event (a lashing-out far more alluded to in
this book then the happenings that spawned it), she has seriously
come out of her goddamn plaid-skirt shell. Basically, she’s acting
more like a normal person. She swears out loud, she uses the
adjective “hot,” she’s not as paranoid about school stuff (after a
year of high school, her reputation is watertight and thicker than
Mt. Rushmore). I mean, if you ignore the world’s worst metaphor
right there, what I mean is that Kit has started using her good
name to do not-so-good things. And I love it! I mean good for her!
We’re fifteen and we’re living! And she jokes with me all the time
about how we’ll grow up and live in an apartment in San Francisco
together. We always talked about that before, but now she says it
with this look in her eyes, and I know that she’s totally serious.
She honestly wants to spend her life with me in a California
apartment. And even though she says it in this flippant, adorable
tone, it makes me the happiest person in the world. God, I love her
so much. When I was trying to justify our relationship to one of my
other friends, I had to like, explain how cool she was. I felt like
a kid in English class: That’s an interesting thesis - Why don’t
you prove it with specific examples? And eventually all the girl
said was, “Well, I guess you’ll be good for her. Let her out of her
shell.” I didn’t really let her out of her shell. I mean, she’s out
of it, but she did it. I was just a catalyst, an excuse. Kit Sharp
doesn’t need me. She thinks she does, but she doesn’t. That’s the
one thing she’ll sometimes whisper to me that a can’t except. I
know she loves me, I know I make her happy, I know she’d give
anything for me. When she says those things, I believe her, and I
say “me too.” But when she says she needs me I feel this strange
doubt. I really think she’s too strong to need people. But I think
she is absolutely positive she does. And if it keeps her with me,
I’ll let her believe it. Oops. I just wrote it in the history.
Fuck. Don’t leave me, Kitty! Stella! Ha ha. No seriously, though. I
came here to write about how cool Kit is, and I think I succeeded
just a little. And wrote significantly more than I intended. But
hey, that’s the way it is with this thing, right?
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