


her cheeks smudged with the day’s grime. From the way they burned, she just knew they had
been singed red by a fresh embarrassed flush. “Ain’t need my name on ‘em for ‘em to be mine.
Don’t touch ‘em again, you hear?”

Willa nodded, but she didn’t mean it. She used those scissors every day in the garden, and a
scolding wouldn’t stop her. Her brown eyes flickered from the table to the small window at the
right of the makeshift front door, looking out into the world beyond their small trailer for two.
She pictured the puppy again, recalling the way it trotted past on paws larger than it knew what
to do with, its curls fanning out in the wind. “I hear,” she whispered, although she hadn’t really.
Her mind was on something else — no, someone else. A furry someone, to be precise. Helicopter
tail. Butterscotch fluff. Canine smile.

Willa smiled as she thought about what it must feel like to pet that furry someone. Perhaps she’d
get to.

Rain or shine, the girl walked that puppy through the trailer park every day. Willa June’s



Willa twirled her Mama’s scissors in her hand and watched the girl come closer, approaching the



Snnnnip.

The puppy was free.

The puppy was free.

“Looks like she belongs to the world now, huh?”

The girl’s mouth hung open as the leash separated from the pup. With flopping ears and clumsy
steps, the puppy bounded towards them. It passed its initial owner and ran in Willa’s direction
instead, hoisting its fluffy, growing body up the steps and towards the hands that waited to pet it.
Willa grinned, opening the door to the trailer and letting the puppy inside.

The girl seemed frozen in place, the sunflower tumbling from her hand. “What the hell did you
do that for?! Give her back! She’s mine! She doesn’t even have your name on her!”

Willa grinned as she stepped toward the door, ready to step inside toward the furry someone,
toward days where maybe, just maybe, she’d be the one watched instead of doing the watching.

“Ain’t need my name on her for her to be mine.”



