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Trespassers 

. Blue was surprised to see a kid at the bus stop. The rest of thecity was still sleeping. Church bells weren't even banging yet. Blue looked up, as if a bus were coming that moment butnoth�g was coming. He stood and stretched, though he felt :elf­consc1ous about his body in front of the kid, who had a kid'sbody. Blue ·used t h o ave one. Eat whatever you want, barelymove, and you 're lean. Blue was nostalgic for his once lean body. He wandered into the street to look for busses. He moved like anold guy. He would only get larger. "Sit down " the kid ·d "Th , . . , sa1 • ey re not lettmg us on with youactmg crazy." 
"Yi ou pay a dollar, and they let you on the bus., ,When Blue sat his shirt 1 hi , c ung to s body drawing attentionto th ti • • ' e e��me curves of his torso. The kid frowned, oblivious tothe poss1b1hty that he too would look th· d . h d h is way an wonder how 1t

fi 
a 

h
appened. They sat on the same side of the bench and waitedor t e bus. Blue introduced himself. "Is that like a nickname?" th kid " , . • e asked.It s on my birth certificate." "I'm The D, but I can't chan e "Wh t' D g my name for another year. 'a s stand for?" "People are always asking that" H d"dn' • e I t say ythin I The D reached 1• t b. . an g e se . n o is shirt and II closed his eyes and gripped the en . pu ed 0_ut a necklace . Hed of it and whispered to himself.
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Blue couldn't hear The D or read his lips, but Blue decided it was
a prayer. He tried to say a prayer. He couldn't remember wanting
one as much as right then, but he couldn't remember the words.
He was stuck on forgive us our trespasses as You forgive those

who trespass against us. When be thought about trespassing, he
thought about walking on someone else's property, which he'd
done . When he was The D's age, Blue tried to swim across his
friend's block, jumping in and out of each backyard pool. Midway
through, one of the residents came out wearing only shorts. He

didn't look interested in forgiving anything. Blue scurried out of
the water and into the bushes, but his friend was slow to surface.
When he bobbed out of the water, he had a pistol pointed at his
head. Blue waited in the bushes until the police left. He hadn't 
trespassed since. But that couldn't be what God meant. That was
just Blue's not getting it.

When The D tucked his necklace back under his shirt, Blue
asked The D what time the bus was supposed to come.

"The last bus dropped me off here," he said. "The driver said
I could take another bus, except I don't know where it's going or
when it's coming."

"Where are you going?"
"Plus, I don't have any money."
Blue didn't push, not while he was piecing together how

he'd wound up where he had, an empty apartment he didn't
recognize with his car nowhere to be found. His phone dead, his
head attempting to collapse itself, his tongue heavy and sickly
sweet. Every muscle agreed he'd betrayed his body. The good
news was he didn't work until the dinner shift. The bad news was
everything else.
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