


Erin and Philip Stead in their one-hundred-year-old barn in downtown Ann Arbor.

all areas of her life. She was missing was exactly what Erin needed. (I should
classes, and it was becoming clear thatote here that Erin is not an early riser.)
she would not nish the semester. is
was the most di cult and sad time in
Erin’s life so far.

Wednesday began attending class

THAT JUNE, ERIN and Wednesday

came to Michigan. | was organizing

with Erin. She would relax on the oor an art ;how n .a cohverteq warehouse
space in Detroit. Erin, a friend, and |

rin re drawin ions, and in .
during g.u e drawing sessions, a. d were showing art based on the theme
the evenings she would keep Erin com;

pany in the studio. In between, they'd circus."Wednesday attended the open-

. ._ing. is would be the last work that
be at the park, where Erin was teachlng .
. rin would make for three years. Her
Wednesday how to play fetch. Erin . . .
. .. pictures, elderly circus folk and their
would throw the frisbee, then chase it . . .
S . animal friends, were delicately drawn
and bring it back t@/ednesday. Again. . . .
; . . . in pencil on vellum. | had that work in
And again. And again, looking a bit

. . mind as | sat down three years later to
ridiculous in the process, yes, but noth- y

ing is better for the soul than allowing write A Sick Day for Amos McGee.
yourself to look ridiculous.

Squirrels and fetch were revelations D)GS DO NOT heal quickly, and
for Wednesday. Soon she was waking neither do people. It took a long time
up with the rst light, pawing at Erin's for Wednesday to overcome the bulk
pillow, eager to get out the door. is  of her fears. It took Erin a long time
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to return to drawing. At rst, even the home. “Dont be mad...” | said/ithin
thought of drawing would bring waves weeks Erin was illustrating A Sick Day
of panic. But eventually she found for Amos McGee.
herself working at the kitchen table, a  On January 10, 2011, nearly seven
less intimidating environment than the years since our visit to the pound, | was
drawing deskVednesday would sit at getting ready to tak®ednesday for her
her feet or watch her from the couch. morning walk. en the phone rang. |
She would let Erin know when it was had a feeling. But you cant explain to
time to stop drawing and go for a walka dog waiting at the door that the ring-
It was at this time that my editoe&  ing phone might just be the Caldecott
Porter, heard through a friend that Erincommittee. Sw/ednesday and | left
was also an artist. “But she is very shyfor the park. Erin answered the phone.
and she wont show you anything.”  When | saw Erin running toward us,
Neal wrote me and asked to see | knelt down to le¥Wednesday o the
Erin's work. At that time Erin's “work” leash. | wantédlednesday to be the
consisted of a single drawing. It was ofrst to congratulate ErinVednesday
an elephant and an old man. at day, ran to Erin, wagging her tail as if she
while Erin was out, | scanned the drawwere thinking, “Hooray, my good
ing and sent it to 8&al.Wednesday and friend is here!”
| greeted her at the door when she cameHooray, indeedo

Wednesday, keeping Erin company at her desk.
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