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A Stitch of Absence

| breathed in the fresh smell of salt and fish as | walked along the coast of the small seaside
town I've lived in my whole life, Coral Harbor. Most days after school, I'd head straight for the shoreline,
my pockets filled with interesting shells and sea glass by the time I'd go home for dinner. Lately, though,
the routine had started to feel a bit flat, like | was searching for something more than just another pretty

trinket. Today was the last day of school anyway, but | was still hoping to continue in the summer.

This afternoon was an exceptionally hot one, making my mood not the best as | crouched before
some newly washed-up seashells. | picked a few before a really unusual one caught my eye. It was a
deep cobalt blue color with a hint of teal, and the size of a fist. | inched closer and picked it up. It wasn’t

as heavy as | expected. It looked pretty smooth, but it felt kind of like a wet cloth.

| turned it over in my hand, inspecting its strange texture. Then, the blue deepened, shifting
subtly to a more vibrant color. A warmth spread from the shell into my palm. Suddenly, the shell began
to unfurl. My jaw dropped. It wasn't a shell after all. | saw a creature | had never seen before. It had two
little arms and legs, a missing eye and the sweetest, tiny smile. Although its body was bordered with
white....stitches? Even its facial features looked nearly like thread, making it almost look like a doll...or
maybe a very carefully crafted puppet? The strange creature looked around, examining its surroundings,

and shook off the water like a dog would, spraying tiny droplets of ocean onto my hand.

Despite its weird features, | said, “Oh, hello! Aren’t you the cutest little thing?”

| swear | heard it giggle and say “l don’t know!” in a small, squeaky voice.

| let out a small laugh of pure surprise. “Oh, you can talk.”

“Well yeah | can talk. | mean, why wouldn’t | be able to talk?” It replied.
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| had to giggle again. | realized the creature wasn’t very easy to understand because it had a
quiet, squeaky voice and it talked fast while jumbling words together a lot. Although it’s ever-lasting

smile made it impossible not to smile back. This exceptionally hot afternoon just got a whole lot better.

“So, what's your name?” | asked the creature.

“My name? It’s-” The creature said something that | didn't catch. Combat something | think.

“Can you say that again?”

The creature said it again, but | still couldn’t seem to catch it. Cobalt Dusk maybe?

| decided to just say, “That’s a really nice name. Can | call you Cobo for short?”

“I mean, | think you can. | like that name. Cobo. | mean, why not? That’s really cool, isn’t it?” It
said a few other things that | missed, its excitement making its speech even faster. This was probably the
most amazing thing that’s ever happened to me, easily topping finding a perfect piece of crimson sea

glass.

“So, Cobo, where did you come from?” | asked.

“Come from? That’s a really good question. | don’t have the answer to that. Suddenly, | open my
eyes and I'm here. | don’t know anything else. That’s okay with me, though! This place looks awesome!”

He said, his tiny arms waving emphatically at the coastline. Well, | think that’s what he said.

| couldn’t help but smile sadly. Poor Cobo’s so positive, | didn’t want to make him upset, but he

must have come from somewhere. So | asked, “You don’t have a family?”

“Hmmmm...another good question. You’re really good at asking good questions, aren’t you? |
mean, | don’t remember having a family.” Cobo replied, his single eye looking up at me with an innocent

curiosity that tugged at my heart.
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We chatted for a bit longer, but | got so caught up in talking with this unusual creature that |

didn’t realize the sun was already starting to dip past the horizon, painting a stunning ombre in the sky.

“Oh, no!” | exclaimed. “I’'m so late! Mom and Dad must be so worried! Okay, umm...what do | do

with you?” | asked Cobo rhetorically, biting my thumb nail. “Do you want to come with me?”

“Sure!” Cobo exclaimed, bouncing slightly on its tiny feet. “I mean, why not? It’ll be fun, right?”

“Okay, do you mind if you stay in my pocket until | get home?” | asked. | didn’t know how my
parents would react when they saw him, and | definitely didn’t want to be in more trouble than | already

would be for being late. This would have to be a secret. For now.

“Okay!” Cobo said, as happy as ever.

| carefully slipped Cobo into my pocket, and a few moments later, | heard a muffled voice pipe

up, “It’s amazing in here!”

What? | thought. It took me a moment to get it. Oh, must be the seashells and seaglass stuffed

in there.

When | reached the house, | unlocked the door and walked in and | was greeted by Mom with a

“Did you mention you were going to be an hour late?”

“I’'m really sorry, Mom. | lost track of time. It won’t happen again,” | promised.

“Okay, Arie. Dinner’s on the table,” Mom said.

| quickly took a few bites of the delicious spaghetti bolognese before rushing up stairs and

bolting into my room.

| noticed Cobo was very calm, and when | took him out of my pocket | saw that it was because

he was fidgeting with a small piece of sea glass.
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"You found this in my pocket?" | asked, holding out my hand for the smooth, green shard.

Cobo looked up, his single eye blinking. "Yes! It's very shiny. Is it a memory?"

I laughed. "No, silly. It's just a piece of glass that the ocean tumbled smooth. But you know

what, Cobo? | have a feeling we’re going to have the best summer together.”

And we did. Cobo became my very best friend. He was full of endless, joyful questions about
everything from the taste of ice cream to the way the sky changed colors. He found wonder in the
smallest things, and through his innocent curiosity, Coral Harbor felt new and exciting to me again. We
spent our days exploring hidden coves, building sandcastles, and sharing secrets under the shade of the

old lighthouse.

It was another exceptionally hot afternoon, though, when Cobo and | were in our favourite spot,
finding unique seashells and seaglass to add to our ever-growing collection, when | realized Cobo was

unusually quiet.

“Is everything okay, Cobo?” | asked him.

He looked up at me, his smile wavering for the first time. He started speaking, but his voice was

even faster and more jumbled than usual.

“Slow down, Cobo. | can’t understand you.” | told him.

He shook his head, his tiny arms flailing as if trying to hold onto something invisible. The blue of

his body began to dim and panic tightened in my chest.

"Cobo, what's happening?" My voice trembled.

He said something else but I still couldn’t understand. His form flickered, becoming even more

transparent, like a ripple in the air.
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"No! Cobo, don't go!" | reached out, my hand passing right through him. He gave me one last,

sad, stitched smile, and then, in a shimmer of cobalt blue light, he was gone.

| sat there for a long time, a gaping hole in my heart, hoping that he would somehow come back.
| just couldn’t let go. | searched for him every day for weeks, walking along the shoreline, hoping | would
find another strange, cobalt shell. It never happened. | guessed that was it. He was gone. It was like he
had never been there in the first place, with nothing left of him except the lingering echoes of his

jumbled, joyful voice in my memory.

3 MONTHS LATER

| was finishing some of my homework when a strange envelope arrived in the mail. It was thick,
made out of heavy paper that faintly smelled like salt. There was no return address, and my name was
written in shaky, uneven handwriting. | slowly opened it. Inside, tucked amongst a few pieces of
perfectly smooth, cobalt blue seaglass, was a single, folded letter. The words were difficult to read,

made by tiny stitches in what looked like dark blue thread.

The letter read:

Arie,

The currents have shifted. | am...elsewhere. They called. Said the threads were tightening. | remember

the light. And your laughter. Hope the shore still offers its secrets.

The blue remembers.

Cobo.



