
I should’ve guessed the parcel wasn’t mine when I saw Mum’s handwriting on the front. It was loopy and uneven, like she’d written it while walking. She’s been gone for seven years and some days—I forget the exact number—but getting mail from her felt weird. Like a mistake. Or maybe something magical. I don’t usually get magical things. I do get receipts, and I keep them all in a shoebox labeled “Important-ish.”
The package sat on the counter for a while. Two days, maybe three. I walked past it a bunch of times. I didn’t count properly, but it was a lot. Mum would’ve ripped it open straight away, probably with her fingernails. She never liked scissors. Said they were “too sharp for soft things.”
When I finally opened it (with a butter knife that was kind of sticky), there was a map inside. Not a normal one. It was hand drawn, kind of crumbly, with faded ink and weird little drawings. A rose was stuck in the corner. A real one. It smelled like chocolate and dust.
It was our town, but not really. The school was called “Homework Prison.” The lake was “Splashy Place.” I smiled, sort of. Mum saw things differently.
At the bottom it said:
“For Amelia. This is the real town. The one you see is just pretend. Love, Mum.”
I followed the roads with my finger. I’d walked them lots of times but never noticed the squirrels or the weird way the sunflowers leaned. Mum did.
She always did.
