
I feel like something's missing,

missing right here.

It's empty, and that's OK.

Because there's lots to fill it with.

When I want to.

Hold on now. Would a kitten fit?

A few more dogs?

What about a capybara?

Or a snake the size of a house?

But I can't let it get too full.

It'll smell like Mom's gym bag.

And then I'll forget to wash it like she does.

I can barely keep the outside of my body clean.

But what if I DON'T WANT TO

and I cram it with JUMPS

and SCREAMS and KICKS

and EVERYTHING ALL-AT-ONCE!!!

Maybe I'll just go to sleep.

It might be easier to keep it empty.

Grow up with nothing at all in there.

Put in a few flowers.

Maybe a birdhouse.

Maybe I'll build a waterslide in there.

Attached to a roller coaster

that turns into an airplane ride

to see Uncle Zach.

Could all of Australia fit?

If it was up to me,

I'd fill it with bloopy-ball

and "Farm Ninjas" and yogurt juice.

But sometimes it rains,

or I've run out of screen time,

or I have to eat dinner.

My teacher says to load it up

with words,

or deep breaths,

or nice things you say to yourself.

But that seems like a lot of work.

Grandma says

I need to jam in other people,

squeeze in as many as I can. Fill it to the brim!

But that's easy for her to say.

My Mom says to stuff some outside in there.

Maybe my bike will fit?

Or the playground?

Or a trip down to the creek?

Dad says, "Fill it with fun!

"Make a sparkly unicorn family masterpiece,

or a track that jumps over the pool!"

I suggest ice cream, but he says, "maybe later."

What if I never find anything that fits exactly?

What if it's crumbs and cobwebs and tumbleweeds?

Forever and ever?

I feel like something's missing,
missing right here.
It's empty.
Is that OK?
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