true, but they are. It’s beautiful out here, Michael, don’t
you think so?”

The boy began sobbing. It was as if her words had
unlocked a doorway to all his shame and terror. He shook,
rocking himself and moaning. She rubbed her hand up and
down his back to comfort him, and it comforted her, too.

Naomi cried with him. She put her arm around his
shoulders and rocked with him. The wailing that came
from his small body felt stronger than the ocean wind.
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