
F I C T I O N

HOUSEWARMING

by Kevin Wilson

Mackie’s son needed help with the deer. “It’s in our pond,” Jackson said to his fa-
ther, “and we’ve got a housewarming party tomorrow afternoon and this damn 
deer is in our pond. It’s dead, by the way. I don’t remember if I told you that.”

“I assumed that,” Mackie said. “Th is is the fi rst I’ve heard of a housewarming.”
“It’s just some people from work,” his son said without pausing, “It’s no one you 

would want to be around.”
“How did it die?” he asked.
“Well, it drowned, I guess.  It’s fl oating in our pond. I don’t know what else to tell you.”
“You want me to come up there?” Mackie asked.
“Why do you think I’m calling?” his son replied, and both of them hung up the 

phone without saying another word.
Mackie had driven the route from his own 

house to Jackson’s cabin over a dozen times in 
the last month. Since Jackson and his wife, Cin-
dy, had bought the house in November, Mackie 
had been coming by to help renovate, make it 
livable.

Two weeks after closing, his son called 
during his break at the factory, and told him, “Cindy says we should put new tile in the 
kitchen before we move in, since we’re doing all these other projects at the same time.” 
Mackie showed up at the empty cabin, Cindy was staying with her sister until the repairs 
were fi nished, and found the boxes of tile waiting in the kitchen, the old linoleum pulled 
up and curled in the corner of the room. He started mixing mortar, snapped on his 
kneepads, and got started. Th e house smelled of new paint and wood chips, and Mackie 
wished he’d brought a mask for his face. When his son got off  of work, his truck winding 
down the long driveway, headlights fl ickering through the trees, Mackie was cutting tile 
with a wet saw he’d brought from his own house. With each cut, the water shot into his 
face like sparks, his eyebrows dripping wet. “We’re making good progress,” Jackson said, 
peering inside the house at the kitchen fl oor.   

“We are,” Mackie replied, drying the reformed tile with a towel, touching the new 
shape along the smooth edges.

Mackie’s knees ached from the constant kneeling, fi tting the tile into place. His son 
was standing over him, his pockets fi lled with foam dividers to place between the tiles.
It was good to work together, Mackie feeling his son’s eyes on his hands, learning how 
to make things work. Another piece had to be cut and he did not want to stand again, 
to walk to the front porch and lean against the saw. “Jackson,” he said, “hand me a tile.”  
Jackson walked gingerly to the box and brought one back. Mackie took out his red pencil 
and marked off  the section, handing the tile back to his son. “Make that cut,” he said.  
Jackson went outside and Mackie listened to the whine of the saw as it started, the sound 

Jackson was throwing rocks at the 
deer, which was fl oating about ten 
or fi fteen feet from the shore, its 
swollen belly rising above the sur-
face of the water, a small island.  
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of metal touching ceramic, and then he heard his son shouting, “Goddamn it all.” Mackie 
shot up, immediately blaming himself for not doing it to begin with. He was already hop-
ing for the best of the worst, just a fi nger, not his thumb.

“Motherfucking, son of a bitch,” his son was screaming, down on one knee, facing 
away from Mackie. Th e wet saw was turned over, the dull gray water pooling around it. 
When Mackie knelt by his son, Jackson stood up and pushed past his father, back into 
the house. Mackie looked around for a digit, blood, but he didn’t see anything. He ran 
back to the house and found Jackson in the bathroom, water running, examining his 
face. “A goddamned piece of tile popped up and hit me in the face.” Mackie looked at his 
son’s refection in the mirror; a small cut was bubbling blood just under his right eye. “I 
could’ve been blinded,” Jackson said, staring angrily at Mackie. “Don’t we have any son 
of a bitching goggles?” Mackie shook his head. Jackson turned off  the water, took out his 
handkerchief and pressed it against the cut. “Well I’m driving to the Wal-Mart to get some 
then.” His son was out of the house, into his truck, and pulling out of the driveway, while 
Mackie stood on the porch, lifting the wet saw upright. He worked until midnight, wait-
ing for Jackson to return, and fi nally gave up. He rolled out his sleeping bag and slept in 
his clothes, waiting for morning, listening to the house settle around him.

Th e next day, Jackson showed up with a bandage covering the wound, a pair of goggles 
resting on top of his head. “Got to be safe,” he said. “We can’t get hurt anymore.” Mackie 
nodded and they worked into the evening, fi nishing the job.

When he got to the house, Cindy was waiting on the porch. “He’s waiting for you,” 
she said. “It’s awful, that deer. You can see it from the house, just fl oating in the water.  Its 
eyes are open.” She hugged him and then pointed towards the trail, which lead down to 
the pond. “Don’t let him get too angry,” she said. “He takes everything so personally. Th is 
isn’t his fault, of course.” Mackie nodded. “I know,” he said.

Jackson was throwing rocks at the deer, which was fl oating about ten or fi fteen feet 
from the shore, its swollen belly rising above the surface of the water, a small island. 
Mackie stood and watched his son for a few seconds without making his presence known. 
His son had surprisingly good aim, the rocks cutting through the cold air and thumping 
against the belly of the deer. “Fucking deer,” his son said to no one. Mackie wondered 
if Jackson was trying to sink the deer, trying to get it fully underwater and hidden. He 
stepped out from the trees and waved to his son. Jackson nodded, then threw another 
rock. “Th is isn’t going to be pleasant,” Jackson said. “I know,” Mackie responded.

Jackson had come back to Tennessee last year, to stay, Mackie hoped. After high 
school, Jackson had left to work as a mechanic in Hunstville, and then moved around the 
southeast for the next eight years, never staying long in any one place, Mackie’s letters to 
him bouncing back with no known forwarding address. He would wait until Jackson’s 
next phone call, locating his son for the time being. Sometimes he would get calls from 
prison, Jackson asking his father to post bail and Mackie would be in the car, driving for 
hours to Louisville or Mobile or Daytona Beach to retrieve his son. Th is particular time, 
Jackson had shot out the tires of his neighbor’s car. “He’d cut me off  a few days before,” 
Jackson had told his father on the drive back from the police station. “Cut me off  and 
nearly made me slam into him. I yelled at him and the son of a bitch smiled. Smiled.” 
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Mackie could feel his son’s anger vibrate within the car, as if the event was happening all 
over again. “Well,” Mackie said, “he probably don’t remember that.” Jackson smiled, his 
face white from an oncoming car’s headlights. “I know that,” he said. “Th at’s why I shot 
his tires. To remind him.”

“We need a boat,” Jackson said. Mackie agreed with him, but they didn’t have a boat. 
He walked toward the edge of the woods and dragged a fairly long branch back to the 
shore, something to work with, a tool. He sat down on the ground, which was wet from 
the melting frost, and took off  his shoes and socks, rolling up his pant legs. Jackson was 
still staring out at the deer, as if waiting for it to show signs of life, to swim to the shore 
and jump into the woods. “Okay,” said Mackie, but Jackson still didn’t move. “Okay,” 
he said again, “here’s what we’ll do.” Jackson turned and saw Mackie, barefooted. “Good 
lord, dad, it’s thirty degrees out here.”  

“We have to get in there, Jackson. We have to wade out there and get that deer. Th en 
we’ll take it somewhere else. Hell, we’ll just toss it on the side of the road if it comes to 
that, but we need to get it out of your pond. Th at’s why you called me.”

Jackson looked at Mackie’s feet again, then back at the deer. “Maybe we should call 
animal services or something,” he off ered. “It might be diseased. We should get an expert 
out here.”

“Son, they’re not going to come on a weekend. Th is housewarming you’re having for 
your friends? It’s tomorrow. If you don’t want them to see this deer in your pond, we’re 
going to just get in the water and fi sh it out. Now take your shoes off , so they don’t get 
wet.”

Jackson kicked at the ground.  “Let me hear the rest of the plan fi rst.”
“It’s pretty simple. We’ll wade into the pond, and I’ll take this stick and move away 

from you. Th en I’ll direct the deer towards the shore and you get a hold of it and then you 
drag it in. Th en we’ll both pull it onto land and get rid of it.”

“Maybe I should be the one with the stick,” Jackson said.
“Son,” Mackie said quickly, a fl ash of irritation striking his voice, “just take off  your 

shoes and let’s go get the damn deer.”

Jackson had last been in Raleigh, painting houses or working at a guitar store. Mackie 
had received a postcard. Got a job and a girl, it read, and my probation for the dog thing is 
done. A few weeks later, his son called. Mackie had been slightly shocked to hear his son’s 
voice, “Hey, Dad,” without the usual mechanized voice intoning the particular jail where 
he’d been locked up which usually opened any phone call he received from Jackson. “You 
okay, son?” Mackie asked. “Better than okay,” Jackson answered. “Much better than that.” 
Mackie was glad to hear it, but he still would not allow himself to believe it was true.

“Amy’s pregnant,” Jackson said.
“Who?” Mackie asked, worried again.
“Amy.  Th e girl I told you about in the postcard,” Jackson said, his voice rising. “She’s 

pregnant. We’re going to have a baby.”
“Did you marry her? Are you already married?”
“You don’t have to be married to have a baby,” Jackson answered, the connection 

fading and then coming back.
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“I know that,” Mackie said, feeling stupid for having asked, complicating things. “I 
just wanted to know if I’d missed anything. Congratulations.”

“If it’s a girl, we’re going to name it Carla, after mom.”
“Th at’s a nice name,” Mackie said, remembering his wife. His son was just a boy 

when she died, and it made him happy to hear that he still thought of her. “What about 
a boy?”

“Jackson Junior,” Jackson said, “Jackson Junior for sure.”
Mackie asked to speak to Jackson’s girlfriend, but she was taking a nap. “I’ll wake 

her,” Jackson said, and before Mackie could stop him, the phone was set down and there 
was silence, humming. Less than a minute later, a voice, barely a whisper, a sore throat, 
answered. “Jackson said you wanted to speak with me?”

“I just wanted to say hello and to tell you congratulations.”
“Th ank you,” the woman said, her voice still quiet. When she didn’t off er anything, 

Mackie continued, “And I want you to call me if you need anything. If you need anything 
at all, you give me a call, okay?”

“I’ll do that,” she said, and then hung up.

It wasn’t working. Th e branch he’d found, substantial enough to steer the animal to-
wards Jackson, was too heavy and Mackie couldn’t control it, the water up to his armpits, 
the shock of the cold taking away every other breath. Jackson was shivering, waist deep 
in the water. “I’m gonna have to get out of the water soon,” he shouted, and Mackie un-
derstood that he hadn’t planned this well. He felt the situation falling out of his control, 
into a place where Jackson’s anger would surface and take over. Mackie tossed the stick 
into the water and began swimming towards the deer, kicking his legs under the water, 
his clothes weighing him down. “I’m going to push it towards you,” he shouted to his son 
over the sound of the water splashing around him. “Wade out a little further and grab it.” 
He fi nally reached the deer and touched its fur, which was unexpectedly colder than the 
water. It was heavy, but he’d anticipated the weight of this dead animal. Th e bad things 
he’d carried in his life had always been just as heavy as he’d expected, always measuring up 
to his worst expectations.

“Keep swimming,” his son instructed. “Just swim a little further to me and we’ll be 
done. C’mon, Dad.”  

Jackson’s girlfriend called Mackie three weeks later, at two in the morning. When 
Mackie answered, he immediately said, “Jackson?” anticipating another phone call from 
jail, another thing to fi x. “It’s Amy,” the soft voice replied. “Jackson’s girlfriend?” she of-
fered helpfully. “What’s wrong?” Mackie asked. “I lost it,” she said, crying. “I lost the 
baby.”

“Oh god,” Mackie said. “I’m sorry, honey.”
“And Jackson,” she continued, “he thinks I did it on purpose. He says I did some-

thing wrong. He keeps hitting me.”
Mackie sat up in bed, felt his neck stiff en and jerk to the left, a tic he’d had since child-

hood, as if the danger was just over his left shoulder. “He hit you?” he asked, to be certain.
“He hits me,” she answered.
“Put him on the phone.”
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“He won’t talk to you. He doesn’t want to talk to anybody.”
“Amy, you need to go to a motel, or go to a friends house. We’ll fi gure this out, but 

you cannot have him hitting you. Th at’s got to stop.”
“I don’t want to call the police, but I might have to.”
“Amy, call them if you need to. Let me think and I’ll call you back.”
“I don’t want him here anymore,” she said. “I don’t love him now.”
Mackie hung up the phone and was already out of bed, putting on his clothes, grab-

bing his keys off  the dresser. Before he knew it, he was in the car, on the interstate, going 
to see his son.

“I’ve got it,” his son announced, the weight of the dead animal shifting from father 
to son. He watched Jackson tug the deer by its legs towards the shore, a tiny wake trailing 
behind it. He watched the white tail of the deer and then saw a jerk in the movement, a 
hesitation and then there was a splash. Jackson was under the water, fl ailing, the deer spin-
ning just slightly, and Mackie waded through the water to reach his son.  

Jackson was thrashing around in the water, his feet and arms surfacing and then sub-
merging, splashing water everywhere. When he realized how shallow it was, he stood up 
again, soaking wet, the leg of the deer in his hand. “Th e fucking leg fell off ,” he screamed.  
“You told me to just drag it in,” he said, staring at Mackie, “but it’s decayed.” 

“Let’s get it to the shore,” Mackie said. “Th en we can get angry at each other.” Jackson 
stared at his father a little longer and then turned and threw the detached leg onto the 
shore.  

“I’m grabbing the antlers this time,” Jackson said. “Pull his damn head off .” Mackie 
pushed the hind end of the deer towards the shore. “Let’s just get it out of here,” he whis-
pered.

Eight hours and he was in North Carolina, staring at his son’s house, the car idling 
on the street in front. He saw his son look through a window and then quickly close 
the blinds. A few seconds later, Amy looked out the window, shaking her head. Mackie 
thought about what he would say to his son, how he could fi x the situation. He felt fool-
ish for driving this far without having a plan, some way to help. His son was now coming 
down the steps of the porch, pointing at him. Mackie still couldn’t think of anything to 
say. He got out of the car.

“Go home, Dad,” Jackson said. “I’m sorry Amy called you and that you had to drive 
all this way, but go home.”

“Could I talk to Amy?” he asked. He could see her in the window, but her hand was 
shading her eyes.

“Go home, Dad. Please go home.”
“Did you hit her, Jackson?”
“She lost the baby, Dad.”
“Did you hit her?”
“Please go home.”
Mackie punched his son in the mouth and then placed his intertwined fi ngers behind 

his son’s head, pushing Jackson’s face into his own knee. Jackson fell to the street, and 
Mackie was already pulling him into the car, placing his body across the back seat. His 
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son was unconscious, his mouth bleeding, and Mackie slammed the door and walked up 
to the house. He knocked on the door and Amy opened it.

“I need some rope,” Mackie said.
“He really did hit me,” Amy said. Her throat showed pale purple fi ngerprints where 

he had grabbed her, and there was a deep cut above one eye. She looked so young, barely 
out of her teens, and Mackie felt sick all over again.

“I know,” Mackie fi nally said. “I’m going to take him back to Tennessee. Is that okay 
with you? He won’t come back here and bother you.”

She thought about this and then nodded. “I’ll get you some rope,” she said.
He drove ten miles above the speed limit, his son tied up in the back seat, groggy, 

shouting obscenities. He stopped only for gas, pissing in a bottle, letting his son wet him-
self rather than untie him. His son kept struggling against the ropes, lying on his stomach, 
his ankles tied to his bound wrists, but Mackie had fashioned the knots well, the added 
pressure only cinching the knots tighter. “Well, I’m gonna shit in my pants, you asshole,” 
his son yelled from the back seat. “I’m your son and you’re going to let me shit in my 
pants.” He let his son shit in his pants.

After fi ve hours, his son fell asleep and Mackie had the rest of the drive to think 
about what he’d done. He thought about it for fi ve minutes and then focused on the road, 
counting billboards, watching for highway patrol cars. He knew when they reached Ten-
nessee, he couldn’t keep his son there. He couldn’t keep fi ghting his son, knocking him 
out and hoping he’d awaken a better person. He’d do what he could, help him fi nd a job, 
get him an apartment. He’d fi x his son and then hope it stuck.

Back home, in the garage, when he dragged his son out of the car, reeking of sweat 
and piss and shit, Mackie told him about his plan. “You stay here and we fi nd something 
for you to do and you get yourself straight.” His son fell into a corner of the garage. “I 
don’t do drugs,” he said. It’s not like that.”  Mackie shook his head. “I know that. I wish it 
were that easy. You’re a good boy, Jackson; you just get too angry. You need to understand 
that things happen and they’re usually bad, and you just fi gure out how to deal with it 
without beating somebody up or killing their dog or setting their tree on fi re. Do you 
understand?” 

Jackson slid a fi nger into his mouth and spit blood. “One of my teeth is loose.”  
“Will you try?” Mackie asked his son. Jackson nodded and went inside to take a 

shower while Mackie climbed back into the car, pressed his face against the steering wheel, 
and kept himself from crying.

“Fucking deer,” Jackson kept saying. “Fucking dead, three-legged, no account deer.”  
Th ey were on dry land now, both cold, getting colder in the wind. Th ey had stripped out 
of their wet clothes, father and son now in their wet boxer shorts, shivering, their hair 
dripping cold water down their bodies. Neither had thought to bring a change of clothes. 
“Th is,” Jackson said, “is getting worse.”

Th e deer, sans leg, was still beautiful. It was an eight-point buck, the cold having pre-
served the skin except for a small wound at it’s chest and the exit wound near its right back 
leg. A hunter must have shot it and chased it into the pond, then decided it wasn’t worth 
the eff ort, or perhaps never even found it. Either way, it was here now, dead, glassy-eyed, 
lying in the grass between Mackie and Jackson.  
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“We should bury it,” Jackson said. “Cindy said to bury it.” It was a nice idea, but 
the ground was too cold for that. Th e county dump was closed until Monday. “Well, we 
can’t leave it here,” Jackson shouted, “Fucking deer.” Mackie thought if they could get a 
tarp under the deer, they could drag it to Jackson’s truck and dump it on the side of the 
highway. “Someone from the city will come get it,” Mackie told his son. Jackson seemed 
reluctant to agree. “Fucking deer.” He fi nally nodded and Mackie went to fi nd a tarp, 
to wrap up this deer, and to get through the day, freezing cold, soaked to the bone, but 
otherwise undamaged.

Two months after he brought Jackson back home, his son now servicing and set-
ting up video poker machines at strip clubs and gas stations, the phone rang again in the 
middle of the night. It was Amy, her voice as soft as the fi rst time he’d talked to her.  

“Is he okay?” she asked.  
“Are you okay?” he asked her. “I want to know that fi rst, because if you aren’t, I’ll go 

make him worse.”  
She started to cry. “I’m okay, I think,” she said. “I’m better without him here.”
He told her that Jackson was trying harder to be a good person.
“I had hoped that he would turn out to be a good person,” she said, “but I couldn’t 

stay with him long enough to fi nd out.”  
Mackie couldn’t think of a response that would help anything and so he stayed silent.
“I wanted to thank you,” she said, still whispering, as if concerned that Jackson might 

be listening to them. “You helped me and I wanted to thank you for that.”
Before he could answer, she hung up the phone. He kept the receiver against his ear, 

listening to the dial tone, waiting for her to come back on the line.

Mackie was in the shed, nearly naked, looking for a tarp, when Cindy nudged the 
door open. “Th is must not be going well,” she said, avoiding eye contact with Mackie.  

“Do you have a tarp?” Mackie asked. 
“We have extra clothes,” Cindy said. “You don’t have to use a tarp for that.”
“No, I need a tarp to wrap up the deer. Extra clothes would be nice though.”
“You can’t bury the deer?”
“No.” He felt unable to explain any further and she didn’t push the issue. He found 

himself liking Cindy more and more.
After he located an orange tarp, wrapped up like a sleeping bag, Cindy waved him 

into the house, and he stepped into the warmth, a fi re going. She handed him some 
clothes for both himself and Jackson and he put on an ill-fi tting shirt, pants that were 
too tight and left unzipped, and squeezed his feet into shoes two sizes too small for him.  
“How is he doing?” she asked him. “He’s doing fi ne. We just got a little wet trying to get 
the deer.”  

“Anything could set him off , I’ve learned,” she said. “Th e smallest thing; you never 
know.”

“He’s fi ne,” he said. “I’ll bring him the clothes and he’ll be fi ne.”


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At his son’s wedding, waiting off  to the side of the altar, groom and best man, Mack-
ie rehearsed his toast in his head. Jackson put his hand on Mackie’s shoulder and said, 
“Th ank you for all this.  You made this happen.” Mackie shrugged. “I didn’t do much,” he 
said. “You knocked me out, tied me up, brought me back here, and helped me get a job. 
You did a lot.” Mackie told him that he didn’t want any thanks, that he was just happy 
he’d cleaned himself up, had found a nice woman, was settling down.  

“You saved me from that woman,” Jackson said.
“You mean Amy?” Mackie asked.
“Yeah, she was a bad infl uence. She made me think things would always be happy, 

nothing but good times, but that’s not reality. She really had me off  the rails, and you came 
and got me away from all that, and I want to thank you.”

“I don’t want any thanks for that.”
Jackson pulled the fl ask out of Mackie’s coat pocket, his gift to his father for being 

the best man. He took a swig of whiskey. “I fi lled it before I gave it to you,” Jackson told 
his father. “So that’s two gifts I gave you.”

When Mackie got back to the pond, Jackson was beating the deer with his raised 
boot, shouting curses, now totally naked, his strikes stripping wet chunks of fur from the 
animal’s body. Mackie dropped the tarp and the clothes and charged after his son. “Stop,” 
he shouted. “Jackson, that don’t help a goddamned thing.  Just stop.” 

Jackson pushed his father and kept hitting the deer with the boot. “A perfect day 
before this fucking deer showed up,” he screamed. Water was dribbling from the deer’s 
mouth, its eyes wide open.  

“Calm down, Jackson,” Mackie shouted again, pulling his son away from the deer. 
Yanking his arm free, Jackson whirled around and punched Mackie, catching his right 
cheekbone, which caused Mackie to wince and release his son. Jackson ran away from 
Mackie and the deer, through the woods, making sounds that seemed like sobbing.

Mackie lay out the tarp and rolled the deer onto it, the water still deep in the deer’s 
body. He knew better than to wait for his son to return. He pulled the corners of the tarp 
together and dragged the deer as best as he could through the woods, stopping every few 
minutes when his hands got too sore. He thought to leave the deer on his son’s front lawn, 
but realized it would be cruel to the deer, the further abuse Jackson would infl ict upon it. 
Mackie knew he would just have to take responsibility for this dead thing, until he could 
fi nd a way to put it to rest.

He could see Cindy through the window of the house. She was frowning, continu-
ally looking over her shoulder at what Mackie imagined was Jackson, hiding until he 
was gone. He lifted the deer into the back seat of his car, shoving it into the spaces that 
it would go, trying to make it fi t. Th e passenger seat was now folded forward to accom-
modate the head and neck of the animal, the mouth of the deer now peeking out from the 
tarp. Th ere was still frost on the deer’s whiskers. He waved to Cindy, who did not wave 
back, and drove down the mountain, the air conditioner on to keep the deer from thawing 
out too much, to keep the smell of decay away from his senses.

Back home, in the garage, Mackie tried to think of what to do about the deer. Th e 
options were just as limited as they were at Jackson’s house. He did not want to bury this 
deer, the hours upon hours of breaking through the frozen earth, no matter how much 
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better he thought it would make him feel. It wouldn’t change anything. He would dig a 
hole and fi ll it back, and everything would be the same.

His teeth were chattering. His nose wouldn’t stop running. He checked the rear-view 
mirror and noticed the skin under his right eye was starting to swell from where Jackson 
had punched him. He opened the tarp and stared at the deer’s dead eyes. He rubbed the 
condensation from its snout. He knew he had to get out of the car, to get the deer out of 
the car, but he couldn’t do it, not just yet. He sat in his garage, the deer beside him, and 
tried to catch his breath. He waited for the muscles of his heart to send blood throughout 
his body, to make him warm again.

MICHAEL WALLS

Hard Rain

       You won’t have a name when you ride
       the big airplane.  All they will call you
       will be deportee. 
                            —Woody Guthrie

Friday morning. Downward looking men 
with brown skin, orange vests and baseball caps
descend on McGill Place Condominiums – 
mowing, weeding, blowing leaves. Each time 
I pass them, hear the music of their talk,
I wish again that I could understand, that I 
could know their stories, the routes they took
from dirt roads in Chiapas or Mazatenango 
to here, where they’re to keep the lawn green, 
the fl owers blooming outside my building.  
Did they wade the river? Did they cross 
the desert at a place where laws make criminals 
of people who leave them water? Today, 
we stand together beneath a stairway, pouring 
rain only inches from our faces. I wait 
for a break to make a run to my car. Th ey 
get a break from the heat. Only one, thin 
as the leaf blower cocked on his hip, returns 
a timid smile. Mucho aqua. Si, mucho agua.



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /CMYK
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments true
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /CreateJDFFile false
  /Description <<

    /BGR <>
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065876863900275284e8e9ad88d2891cf76845370524d53705237300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef69069752865bc9ad854c18cea76845370524d5370523786557406300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>
    /CZE <>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /ETI <>
    /FRA <>
    /GRE <>

    /HRV (Za stvaranje Adobe PDF dokumenata najpogodnijih za visokokvalitetni ispis prije tiskanja koristite ove postavke.  Stvoreni PDF dokumenti mogu se otvoriti Acrobat i Adobe Reader 5.0 i kasnijim verzijama.)
    /HUN <>
    /ITA <>
    /JPN <FEFF9ad854c18cea306a30d730ea30d730ec30b951fa529b7528002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020658766f8306e4f5c6210306b4f7f75283057307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103055308c305f0020005000440046002030d530a130a430eb306f3001004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d3067958b304f30533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a306b306f30d530a930f330c8306e57cb30818fbc307f304c5fc59808306730593002>
    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020ace0d488c9c80020c2dcd5d80020c778c1c4c5d00020ac00c7a50020c801d569d55c002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /LTH <>
    /LVI <>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken die zijn geoptimaliseerd voor prepress-afdrukken van hoge kwaliteit. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /POL <>
    /PTB <>
    /RUM <>
    /RUS <>
    /SKY <>
    /SLV <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /TUR <>
    /UKR <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents best suited for high-quality prepress printing.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure false
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles false
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


