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F

One

amily	secrets	are	like	terrible	birthday	gifts.	They’re	always	stuff	you	never
wanted	 but	 have	 to	 keep	 anyway	 because	 someone	 you	 love	 gave	 them	 to

you.	Like	 a	 black	 velvet	 painting	 of	 Justin	Timberlake	 or	 a	 jean	 jacket	with	 a
sequined	unicorn	on	 the	back.	You	can	stick	 them	under	your	bed	and	pretend
they’re	 not	 there,	 but	 someday	 you	 know	 someone	 nosy	 will	 find	 them,	 and
laugh	at	you,	and	tell	everyone.
Then	there	are	the	secrets	that	are	so	terrible	that	your	family	hides	them	from

you.	Funny	thing	is,	no	matter	how	well	they	keep	those	secrets,	you	still	know
they’re	 there.	You	can	hear	 them	in	 the	conversations	 that	stop	as	soon	as	you
walk	into	the	room.	You	can	see	them	when	they	won’t	look	you	in	the	eye.	You
can	feel	them,	like	monsters	hiding	under	your	bed,	waiting	for	you	to	find	them.
No	matter	what	kind	of	family	secrets	you	have,	the	one	thing	they	never	do?

Is	go	away.
My	alarm	went	off	 at	 six	 a.m.	on	my	 first	 day	 at	Tanglewood	High	School.

School	 didn’t	 start	 until	 seven-thirty,	 but	 I	 wanted	 an	 extra	 hour	 to	 work	 on
Trick.	I’d	rehearsed	everything	I	planned	to	say	the	night	before	in	the	shower;
like	how	tired	 I	was	of	going	 to	a	new	school	every	year,	all	 the	problems	we
could	 avoid	 if	 he	 homeschooled	me,	 and	how	much	 I	 could	 help	 out	with	 the
horses	and	around	the	house	if	he	didn’t	make	me	go.
If	that	didn’t	work,	I	had	a	Plan	B.	I	was	almost	sixteen,	practically	an	adult,

and	old	enough	to	drop	out	of	school	if	I	wanted.	Trick	couldn’t	stop	me.
It	wasn’t	because	I	hated	school.	I	just	didn’t	see	the	point	in	going	to	another

one	that	I’d	have	to	leave	in	six	months	or	a	year	when	we	packed	up	and	moved
again.	I’d	already	gone	to	fourteen	different	schools	since	first	grade,	and	I	was



sick	of	forever	being	the	new	kid.
It	was	time	for	me	to	take	charge	of	my	life.
I	went	downstairs	and	found	Trick	in	the	kitchen,	fishing	black-edged	waffles

out	of	the	toaster.	He	was	five-ten,	like	me,	but	twice	as	wide	and	fifteen	years
older,	 so	 people	 always	 thought	 he	 was	 my	 uncle	 or	 something.	 Working
outdoors	with	the	horses	tanned	his	skin	pretty	dark,	and	kept	the	muscles	in	his
arms	and	legs	huge.	He	shaved	his	head	and	wore	a	plain	gold	ring	in	his	left	ear,
and	 no	matter	 how	hot	 it	was,	 he	 always	 dressed	 in	 a	 black	T-shirt	 and	 black
jeans,	like	a	priest	on	steroids.	Trick	said	it	was	because	black	hid	stains,	but	all
his	clothes	were	black,	and	he	wasn’t	that	messy.
We	never	talked	about	it,	but	I	think	before	Mom	and	Dad	died	my	brother	had

been	a	biker.
Trick	didn’t	turn	around	or	look	at	me,	but	when	I	opened	my	mouth	he	said,

“Put	the	orange	juice	on	the	table,	Cat,	and	go	wake	up	your	brother.”
He	 sounded	 like	he	was	 talking	 through	 a	mouthful	 of	 gravel,	 and	only	one

thing	 did	 that.	He’d	 been	 up	 all	 night	 again	working	 out	 in	 the	 barn	while	 he
worried	about	stuff.	Trick	hadn’t	done	that	once	since	we’d	moved	here.
I	decided	I	could	argue	about	going	to	school	tomorrow.	“What’s	wrong?”
“Nothing.”
“Come	on.”	It	must	be	pretty	bad,	I	thought.	“No	way	you’re	getting	a	cold.”

Trick	never	got	sick.	Ever.
He	turned	away	so	I	couldn’t	see	his	face.	“I’ll	tell	you	when	Gray’s	up.”
My	brother	Grayson	lived	in	what	had	been	used	as	the	garage	by	the	previous

owners.	 Trick	 had	 converted	 it	 to	 a	 bedroom	because	 the	 farmhouse	 only	 had
two	bedrooms	and	he	said	we	all	needed	our	privacy.	That	was	fine	with	me.	Of
course	 Gray’s	 room	 was	 five	 times	 bigger	 than	 mine,	 plus	 he	 had	 a	 private
entrance.	He	also	didn’t	have	to	climb	the	stairs	a	hundred	times	a	day	to	get	to
his	room	like	I	did;	he	only	had	to	walk	through	the	laundry	room.	But	he	had	no
closet,	 and	 had	 to	 sleep	 with	 the	 water	 heater,	 the	 well	 pump	 and	 the	 noisy
window	shaker	Trick	had	put	in	that	mostly	blew	around	the	hot	air.
Gray	didn’t	care.	If	Trick	would	have	let	him,	he’d	have	slept	out	in	the	woods

or	in	the	barn	with	the	horses.
I	knocked	on	my	brother’s	door	three	times	before	I	tried	to	open	it	and	found



it	 locked.	 I	 couldn’t	 yell—one	 of	Trick’s	 house	 rules	was	 no	 yelling	 at	 all	 no
matter	what—but	as	long	as	I	used	my	fist	I	could	hammer	as	much	as	I	wanted.
So	 I	did.	 “Grim.”	He	hated	 that	more	 than	Grouch,	Gross,	Gripe	and	all	 the

other	nicknames	I’d	given	him,	but	I	pounded	the	door	three	more	times	just	to
be	sure.	“Get	up.”
I	 heard	 a	 low	 groan,	 mattress	 springs	 springing,	 and	 a	 jingle	 of	 keys,	 and

stepped	back.
The	door	opened	a	crack,	and	a	single	blue	eye	buried	in	a	lot	of	messy	blond

hair	glared	down	at	me.	“What?”
“School.	 Trick	 says	 we’re	 going.”	 I	 folded	 my	 arms.	 “He’s	 in	 the	 kitchen

burning	 breakfast	 right	 now.”	 I	 looked	over	my	 shoulder	 before	 I	 lowered	my
voice	and	added,	“He	was	up	all	night	again.”
The	eye	closed.	“Great.”	The	door	thudded	shut	in	my	face.
I	 wasn’t	 offended.	My	 brother	Grayson	made	 brick	walls	 look	 friendly	 and

talkative.
I	 took	my	 favorite	 pair	 of	 jeans	 out	 of	 the	 dryer	 before	 I	 went	 back	 to	 the

kitchen.	 Trick	 had	 piled	 two	 plates	 with	 his	 singed	 waffles	 and	 some	 sliced
peaches.	At	his	place	were	a	cup	of	black	coffee	and	 the	weekly	 issue	of	Lost
Lake	Community	News,	a	free	local	newspaper	he	picked	up	whenever	he	went
into	town	for	supplies.
“How	come	Grim	and	I	have	to	eat	breakfast	and	you	don’t?”	I	asked	as	I	sat

down	and	began	trimming	off	the	burned	parts	of	my	waffles.
“I	 had	 breakfast	 earlier.”	 Trick	 came	 over	 with	 a	 bottle	 of	 syrup	 for	 the

waffles.	He	looked	at	the	jeans	I’d	draped	over	the	back	of	my	chair.	“You’re	not
wearing	those	old	things	to	school.”
“I	can’t	go	in	my	underwear.”	I	sipped	some	juice.	“Think	of	all	the	detentions

I’ll	get.”
Trick	 sat	 down	 and	 opened	 the	 paper.	 “I	 just	 bought	 you	 five	 new	 pairs	 of

jeans.”
That	he	had,	along	with	five	new	T-shirts	and	five	new	flannel	shirts.	Unless

Trick	let	me	wash	them	a	couple	hundred	times,	I	wasn’t	planning	to	wear	them
anytime	soon.
“They	still	have	the	tags	on,”	I	mentioned.	“If	you	let	me	stay	home	this	year,



you	could	return	them	and	get	your	money	back.”
Two	brown	 eyes	 looked	 over	 the	 top	 of	 the	 paper.	 “You’re	 going	 to	 school,

Catlyn.”
I	really	hated	my	name—everyone	thought	you	were	supposed	to	pronounce	it

like	Caitlin	or	Kaitlin,	and	forget	about	spelling	it	right—but	the	only	time	Trick
used	 it	was	when	 he	wanted	me	 to	 know	 that	what	 he	 said,	 he	meant.	 It	was
better	than	him	yelling	or	swearing	at	me,	which	he	never	did.
Sometimes	I	wished	he	would—yell,	of	course,	not	swear.	Trick	never	lost	his

temper,	or	made	a	mistake,	or	did	anything	wrong.	No	way	was	I	ever	going	to
be	half	as	perfect	as	he	was.
A	shadow	fell	over	the	table	as	Gray	came	in,	sat	down	and	began	to	eat.	He

ate	like	he	did	everything,	fast	and	in	total	silence.
When	he	wasn’t	sleeping	Gray	spent	every	minute	he	could	outside,	so	his	tan

matched	 Trick’s,	 and	 the	 sun	 had	 streaked	 his	 blond	 hair	 and	 turned	 his
eyebrows	 and	 eyelashes	 white.	 He	 hated	 getting	 his	 hair	 cut—among	 the	 ten
thousand	things	he	didn’t	like,	strangers	touching	him	ranked	pretty	high	on	the
list—so	 he	 wore	 it	 in	 a	 ponytail	 or	 shoved	 it	 through	 the	 back	 of	 one	 of	 his
baseball	caps.	Gray	had	been	taller	than	me	since	the	fifth	grade,	and	bigger	than
Trick	since	two	Christmases	ago.	I	had	a	fuzzy	memory	of	him	being	skinny	like
me	when	we	were	little,	but	that	hadn’t	lasted.
Since	we’d	become	teens	the	kids	at	school	had	started	teasing	my	brother	and

calling	him	 things	 like	The	Hulk	and	Terminator,	 but	he	didn’t	 care.	The	only
things	that	mattered	to	Gray	were	food,	sleep	and	being	left	alone.
I	 felt	 a	 little	 better	 when	 Grayson	 was	 around.	 He	 might	 have	 been	 a	 big,

moody	grouch,	but	he	never	made	me	feel	like	I	wasn’t	good	enough.
When	Trick	got	up	to	refill	his	coffee,	I	slid	my	plate	over	to	my	brother,	who

forked	 the	 scorched	 waffles	 I	 hadn’t	 eaten	 onto	 the	 pool	 of	 syrup	 left	 on	 his
plate.
I	waited	for	the	big	announcement,	but	Trick	just	stood	gazing	out	the	window

at	 the	 south	 pasture.	 I	 knew	 he	 really	 liked	 this	 place;	 he’d	 been	 in	 a	 decent
mood	all	summer.
Finally	I	couldn’t	wait	another	second.	“So	do	we	need	to	start	packing?”
“No.”



If	 we	 weren’t	 moving,	 then	 it	 had	 to	 be	 about	 money.	 “Are	 we	 broke	 or
something?”
“I’ve	been	saving	up	for	a	couple	years.	We’re	okay.”	He	drank	some	of	his

coffee.	 “It’s	 time	 we	 put	 down	 some	 roots.”	 He	 glanced	 over	 his	 shoulder.
“We’re	staying	here,	Cat.”
Because	of	Trick’s	work,	we’d	never	stayed	anywhere.	For	a	minute	I	didn’t

know	what	to	say.	“Why	here?”
“I	think	it’s	a	good	place	for	us.”
We’d	 lived	 in	 other	 good	 places,	 like	 California	 and	Wyoming.	 Very	 good

places,	in	fact.	So	why	would	he	think	living	in	a	backwoods	country	town	in	the
middle	of	Nowhere,	Florida	was	better?
“What	 about	 your	 job?”	 I	 asked.	 Trick	 had	 worked	 for	 a	 big	 computer

company	that	had	sent	us	all	over	the	country.	They	never	needed	him	to	stay	at
a	branch	office	longer	than	six	months.
“I	resigned	a	couple	of	weeks	ago.”	He	turned	around	to	face	us.	“Working	the

farm	and	breeding	horses	is	going	to	be	my	job	from	now	on.	The	barn’s	almost
ready,	so	I’ll	be	buying	more	stock.”
I	bit	the	inside	of	my	lip.	Wherever	we’d	lived,	we	always	rented	a	little	house

in	the	country,	with	a	barn	and	stalls	and	pasture	for	our	horses,	but	I’d	thought
that	was	 only	 because	Trick	 hated	 the	 city	 and	 didn’t	want	 to	 sell	 the	 horses.
He’d	never	once	mentioned	breeding	them	for	a	living.
“You	check	it	out?”	Gray	asked.
Trick	nodded.	“Nothing	but	corn	fields	and	cattle	ranches.”
They	were	 talking	 around	me	again,	 the	way	 they	did	whenever	 they	meant

something	I	didn’t	know	about	or	understand.	Sometimes	I	had	the	feeling	that
Grim	and	Trick	kept	a	lot	of	stuff	from	me;	probably	because	I	was	a	girl	or	the
youngest.	It	wasn’t	fair	because	Gray	was	only	a	year	older	than	me,	plus	I	hated
being	treated	like	the	baby	of	the	family.
“What	 did	 he	 have	 to	 check	 out?”	 I	 asked	Gray.	When	 he	 didn’t	 answer,	 I

turned	on	Trick.	“Well?”
“Just	the	neighborhood,	Cat,”	my	brother	said	mildly.
I	 shoved	my	 chair	 back	 from	 the	 table,	 but	 before	 I	 could	 stomp	out	 of	 the

kitchen	I	heard	a	faint	mew	from	outside.	I	went	to	the	window	and	saw	a	little



shadow	hiding	behind	the	gardenia	bushes	we’d	planted	around	the	porch.
“If	you	keep	feeding	him,”	Trick	said,	“he’ll	never	go	away.”
“Hear	 that,	 Grim?”	 I	 smirked	 at	 my	 brother.	 “You’re	 going	 to	 live	 with	 us

forever.”
I	grabbed	a	paper	plate	and	the	bag	of	cat	food	I	kept	stashed	in	the	pantry	and

went	outside	onto	 the	back	porch.	As	 soon	as	 I	 closed	 the	door	 the	 little	 stray
crept	out	of	the	bush	and	jumped	up	beside	me.	He	purred	as	he	rubbed	against
my	legs	and	tried	to	get	his	head	under	my	hand.	That	made	me	spill	some	of	the
cat	food,	and	I	bent	down	to	scoop	it	back	onto	the	paper	plate.
“Look	what	you	made	me	do,”	I	scolded,	and	then	laughed	as	he	jumped	onto

my	lap	and	butted	me	in	the	chest.	“Okay,	okay.	I’m	glad	to	see	you,	too.”
He	was	dirty,	smelly	and	thin,	and	his	ears	had	bald	spots	from	rubbing	against

the	wrong	things,	but	he	had	the	sweetest	gold-green	eyes.	A	tiny	fleck	of	white
fur	 on	his	 chin	 always	made	me	 think	of	 a	 soul	 patch.	He	wouldn’t	 touch	 the
food	 until	 I	 went	 inside,	 so	 I	 took	 a	 minute	 to	 give	 him	 a	 gentle	 scratching
around	the	ears	and	under	his	neck.
“Now	 eat	 your	 breakfast,”	 I	 told	 him	 after	 I	 put	 him	 down	 and	 stood.	 He

always	 tried	 to	 follow	me	 inside	 so	 I	 had	 to	 slip	 into	 the	 house	quickly.	Even
when	I	closed	the	door	he	sat	outside	on	the	doormat	as	if	waiting	for	me.
“Don’t	leave	that	cat	food	sitting	out	there	like	you	did	yesterday,”	Trick	told

me.	 “I	 saw	 raccoon	 tracks	 in	 the	yard.	Once	 they	 smell	 it	 they’ll	 start	 coming
here	every	night	to	scrounge.”
“Sorry.”	I	saw	Gray	had	already	gone	back	to	his	room.	“Are	you	taking	me	to

school?”	 Sometimes	 Trick’s	 motorcycle,	 an	 ancient	 Harley	 that	 was	 forever
breaking	 down,	 wouldn’t	 start.	 With	 a	 little	 luck	 I	 might	 get	 to	 stay	 home
anyway,	 and	 then	 I	 could	 find	 out	why	 after	 all	 these	 years	 of	 bouncing	 from
town	to	town	he’d	decided	we	needed	to	settle	in	Lost	Lake.
Trick	 ruined	 that	 idea,	 too.	 “I	 have	 to	 go	 look	 at	 a	 couple	 of	 brood	 mares

today.	Gray	will	take	you.”
That	was	another	thing	that	seemed	so	unfair.	Grim	already	had	a	license	and

had	been	driving	for	almost	a	year.	Trick	wouldn’t	even	 let	me	take	 the	 test	 to
get	my	learner’s	permit.
“When	 am	 I	 going	 to	 be	 allowed	 to	 drive?”	 I	 asked	 for	 the	hundredth	 time.



“When	I’m	thirty?”
For	 once	 Trick	 didn’t	 say	 yes.	 “Bring	 home	 straight	 A’s	 this	 semester,	 and

we’ll	talk	about	it.”
“Seriously?”	I	couldn’t	believe	it.	He	knew	I	always	got	straight	A’s.	“Will	I

have	my	own	car?	Do	I	get	to	pick	it	out?”
“We’ll	 see	 what	 we	 can	 afford.”	 Trick	 glanced	 at	 the	 clock.	 “Go	 and	 get

dressed	now.	You	don’t	want	to	be	late.”
Not	anymore,	I	didn’t.	I	grabbed	my	jeans	and	ran	upstairs.

I	didn’t	have	much	in	the	way	of	nice	clothes.	We	weren’t	poor,	exactly.	Trick
worked	hard	and	always	made	sure	we	had	what	we	needed.	It	had	more	to	do
with	me	being	the	youngest	and	the	only	girl	in	the	family.
Up	 until	 last	 year	 Trick	 had	 bought	 all	 my	 clothes,	 which	 had	 been	 tragic

because	 he	 really	 had	 no	 idea	what	 girls	were	 supposed	 to	wear.	When	 I	was
little	 I	 didn’t	mind	 the	 jeans	 and	 the	T-shirts	 he	 bought,	 but	 by	 fourth	 grade	 I
started	noticing	 that	 the	other	girls	at	my	school	didn’t	dress	 like	me.	 I	wasn’t
crazy	 about	 skirts,	 dresses	 and	 the	 frilly	 lacy	 stuff	 some	 of	 them	wore,	 but	 I
didn’t	like	looking	different,	either.
Things	 changed	when	my	 sixth	 grade	 gym	 teacher	 sent	 home	 a	 note	 asking

Trick	 to	 buy	 me	 some	 bras	 because	 I	 was	 “blooming”	 and	 starting	 to	 show
through	 my	 T-shirts.	 I	 had	 to	 explain	 the	 blooming	 part,	 which	 really
embarrassed	me	and	him	both.	That	night	he	took	me	to	Wal-Mart,	handed	me	a
bunch	of	money	and	left	me	in	the	lingerie	section.	Luckily	there	was	an	older
lady	clerk	working	there,	and	when	I	asked	her	about	the	sizes	she	measured	me
and	helped	me	pick	out	what	I	needed.
“Your	mother	should	have	come	with	you,”	the	clerk	said	as	she	took	me	back

to	the	dressing	room.
“I	don’t	have	a	mom,”	I	told	her.	“I	mean,	she’s	dead.	So’s	my	dad.”
Her	stern	face	softened.	“Oh,	you	poor	thing.	Who’s	taking	care	of	you?”
“My	oldest	brother,	Patrick.”	I	didn’t	like	to	talk	about	our	parents	because	all

people	 really	 wanted	 to	 know	was	 how	 they	 died.	 I	 didn’t	 remember	 the	 car
accident	 and	my	brothers	 never	 talked	 about	 it,	 so	 I	 didn’t	 really	 know	much.
Plus	 strangers	 never	 seemed	 to	 have	 a	 problem	 with	 asking	 a	 kid	 for	 all	 the



gruesome	details.	I	held	up	one	of	the	stretchy	sports	bras	she’d	given	me	to	try
on.	“Does	this	come	in	beige?”
Since	then	Trick	let	me	buy	my	own	clothes,	and	I	had	a	couple	of	dresses	and

skirts,	but	I	was	too	self-conscious	to	wear	them	often.	I	definitely	didn’t	want	to
show	off	how	skinny	my	legs	were	on	the	first	day	of	school,	so	I	put	on	what
Trick	 called	my	 uniform:	 faded	 jeans,	 a	white	T-shirt	 and	 a	 blue	 plaid	 flannel
shirt.	I	didn’t	have	pierced	ears,	and	the	only	jewelry	I	owned	was	an	old	silver
St.	Christopher’s	medal	that	I	wore	on	a	chain	tucked	under	my	shirt,	so	after	I
put	my	sneakers	on	I	just	had	to	do	something	with	my	hair.
Unlike	Grim	I	didn’t	inherit	my	mother’s	fine,	fabulous	blond	mane;	my	dad

had	stuck	me	with	his	 thick,	stick-straight	dark	brown	hair.	 I	wore	 it	parted	on
the	 side	 so	 it	 fell	 over	 my	 left	 eyebrow,	 which	 I	 thought	 looked	 better	 than
parting	it	in	the	middle,	but	that	was	about	all	I	could	do	with	it.	It	wouldn’t	hold
a	curl	or	a	wave	unless	I	slept	in	wet	braids,	and	even	then	the	crimps	would	fall
out	as	soon	as	I	showered.
I	didn’t	mind	my	hair	so	much,	even	if	it	was	ordinary	and	boring.	Back	when

my	chest	started	“blossoming”	I	would	pull	my	hair	over	my	shoulders	to	hide
the	 embarrassing	 little	 bumps.	 The	 one	 time	 Trick	 did	 cut	 my	 hair	 short	 in
elementary	school	people	thought	I	was	a	boy.	It	took	three	whole	years	to	grow
it	back	out,	 and	now	 it	hung	down	 to	my	waist.	 I	wanted	 to	grow	 it	 so	 long	 I
could	sit	on	it.	Trick	didn’t	care	what	I	did	as	long	as	I	kept	it	clean	and	neat.
I	 went	 into	 the	 bathroom	 to	 finish	 getting	 ready.	 I	 wasn’t	 allowed	 to	 wear

makeup	yet,	so	I	couldn’t	do	anything	about	my	face.	The	pimples	I’d	gotten	in
seventh	grade	had	finally	cleared	up,	so	my	skin	 looked	okay.	 I	didn’t	 like	my
straight	dark	eyebrows,	my	long	nose	or	my	pointed	chin,	but	my	ears	weren’t
too	big	and	my	mouth	was	kind	of	pretty.	I	thought	my	eyes,	which	were	big	and
almond-shaped,	 could	 have	 been	my	 best	 feature	 if	 they’d	 been	 sky	 blue	 like
Grim’s.	Instead	mine	were	hazel,	a	dark	olive	green	with	tiny	light	brown	streaks
and	spots	in	them.
I	used	some	SPF	50	lotion	on	my	face—my	skin	always	burned	really	easy—

and	 then	put	on	some	cherry-flavored	 lip	balm	 to	give	my	mouth	a	 little	more
color.	 There	 was	 nothing	 else	 I	 could	 do	 but	 brush	 out	 my	 hair	 and	 decide
between	loose,	braid	or	ponytail.



If	I	wore	it	loose	I’d	have	to	take	a	brush	with	me,	and	I	usually	braided	my
hair	only	when	I	went	riding.	A	braid	would	make	me	feel	like	I	was	nine	years
old	again;	Trick	had	always	kept	my	hair	braided	when	I	was	little	so	he	didn’t
have	to	brush	out	knots,	which	we	both	hated.
Gray’s	face	appeared	in	the	mirror	above	mine.	“Are	you	ready	yet?”
“Give	me	a	minute.”	I	held	the	elastic	band	between	my	teeth	as	I	gathered	up

my	hair,	and	glanced	around	for	my	backpack,	which	I’d	left	by	the	door.	I	could
be	 really	 spacey;	 I	 constantly	 misplaced	 things,	 and	 sometimes	 I	 completely
forgot	about	them.	“You	really	want	to	stay	here?”
“I	guess.”	Gray	picked	up	a	white	elastic	from	the	counter	and	used	it	to	pull

back	his	golden	locks	into	an	untidy	tail.	“Don’t	you?”
“I	 don’t	 know.”	 I	 looped	 the	 band	 around	my	 hair	 twice	 and	 ran	my	 brush

through	the	trailing	ends.	Before	he’d	turned	into	the	Incredible	Brooding	Hulk,
Gray	and	I	used	to	tell	each	other	everything.	I	missed	that	more	than	I	wanted	to
admit.	“It	seems	kind	of	sudden.	We	don’t	know	anybody	here.”
“Trick	says	it’s	okay.”	That	was	good	enough	for	my	brother.	“Come	on,	let’s

go.”



W

Two

hen	 Trick	 first	 told	 us	 back	 in	 May	 that	 we	 would	 be	 moving	 from
Chicago	 to	Lost	Lake,	 I	went	 to	 the	 library	 to	 find	out	more	 about	 the

place.	The	 town	didn’t	appear	on	any	maps	of	Florida,	not	even	 the	one	 in	 the
huge	U.S.	 atlas	 they	kept	on	a	pedestal	 in	 the	 reference	 section.	 It	 also	wasn’t
listed	 on	 Yahoo,	 Google,	 or	 any	 of	 the	 search	 sites	 I	 checked	 on	 the	 library
computer.	Then	I	tried	to	find	it	in	books	written	about	Florida,	but	the	only	time
it	 was	 mentioned	 was	 in	 a	 book	 about	 historic	 buildings,	 and	 only	 then	 in	 a
footnote	 about	 Freemasons.	 Tampa	 was	 supposed	 to	 have	 the	 oldest	Masonic
temple	in	the	state,	but	the	footnote	said	one	might	have	been	built	in	Lost	Lake
twenty	years	before	it.
Might	have	been?	I	thought.	Couldn’t	they	call	and	check?
I	 asked	 the	 reference	 librarian	 if	 she	 knew	 why	 Lost	 Lake	 wasn’t	 listed

anywhere.
“It’s	 probably	 a	 small	 town,”	 she	 said	 as	 she	 pulled	 up	 something	 on	 her

computer	terminal.	“Or	perhaps	they’ve	been	annexed	by	a	larger	community.”
She	 studied	 her	 screen.	 “According	 to	 the	 state’s	 list	 of	 cities	 and	 town,	 Lost
Lake,	Florida	has	a	current	population	of	seven	hundred	thirty-one.	That’s	a	very
small	 town.”	She	smiled	up	at	me.	“Are	you	and	your	 family	planning	 to	visit
there?”
“No,	ma’am.”	Rather	than	explain	I	was	actually	moving	to	this	dinky	place,	I

added,	“Would	there	be	any	magazine	or	newspaper	articles	written	about	it?”
“The	population	report	is	the	only	thing	showing	on	my	system.”	She	tapped

her	 lips	with	one	 finger	as	 she	 thought	 for	a	moment.	 “You	could	write	 to	 the
state	 visitor’s	 bureau	 and	 request	 some	 information	 from	 them.	 They	 usually



provide	free	booklets	with	points	of	interest	and	that	sort	of	thing.”
She	printed	out	an	address	 for	me	and	 I	wrote	 to	 it,	but	all	 that	came	 in	 the

mail	was	a	big	splashy	tourist’s	guide	to	all	the	big	theme	parks	and	attractions
in	Orlando.	It	also	mentioned	some	of	the	cities	in	the	area,	like	Silver	Springs
and	Ocala,	but	nothing	about	my	new	town.
Wherever	Lost	Lake	was,	it	just	wasn’t	that	interesting.
We	packed	up	and	drove	to	Florida	as	soon	as	Gray	and	I	got	out	of	school	for

summer	break.	It	took	a	week	and	a	half	to	make	the	trip	because	we	brought	our
stock	horses,	Sali,	Jupiter	and	Flash,	along	with	us	in	a	rental	trailer.	Sali,	a	big
Tennessee	Walker	Trick	had	bought	 for	me	when	 I	 turned	eleven,	was	used	 to
traveling	and	didn’t	mind	the	long	hours	in	the	trailer	as	long	as	we	made	regular
stops	 to	 water,	 feed	 and	 exercise	 her.	 Jupiter,	 Trick’s	 white	 stallion,	 was	 also
pretty	good	about	moving,	although	he	always	got	cranky	about	being	put	back
into	the	trailer	after	a	rest	stop.
Gray’s	gelding	Flash,	a	golden	palomino	who	was	as	quick	as	his	name,	was

what	Trick	called	our	“problem	child.”
Flash	hated	traveling.	On	moving	day	Gray	had	to	put	his	blinders	on	before

he	led	him	out	of	the	barn,	because	as	soon	as	Flash	saw	the	trailer	he’d	rear	and
run	off.	It	 took	both	my	brothers	to	coax	him	up	the	ramp	and	get	him	loaded,
and	then	once	he	was	inside	he’d	really	start	kicking	up	a	fuss.
We	made	 the	 inside	of	 the	 trailer	as	comfortable	as	we	could	 for	 the	horses,

and	even	put	some	feed	in	their	buckets	to	keep	them	occupied	when	we	started
out,	but	Flash	didn’t	care.	He	would	kick	at	the	sides	of	the	trailer,	butt	his	head
against	 the	windows	 and	 ceiling,	 and	 neigh	 and	 tromp	 around	 so	much	 you’d
have	 thought	 he’d	 gotten	 a	 snootful	 of	 red	 ants.	 Trick	 put	 up	 a	 steel	 grate
partition	between	Flash	and	the	other	horses	to	keep	him	from	injuring	Sali	and
Jupe,	but	Gray	usually	had	to	ride	in	the	trailer	for	the	first	couple	of	hours	we
were	on	the	road	to	keep	Flash	from	tearing	it	apart.
We’d	never	been	to	Florida,	so	I	did	look	through	the	pictures	in	the	guide	the

state	bureau	sent.	In	between	the	advertisements	for	the	theme	parks	there	were
some	nice	panorama	shots	of	white-sand	beaches,	groves	of	 trees	studded	with
huge	 oranges,	 tall,	 exotic	 palm	 trees,	 and	 flocks	 of	 pink	 flamingoes.	 All	 the
families	in	the	pictures	were	in	bathing	suits	or	tank	tops,	shorts	and	flip-flops,



and	looked	like	they	were	having	a	blast,	too.
Too	bad	we	didn’t	move	to	that	part	of	Florida.
I	 started	watching	 the	 scenery	 as	 soon	 as	we	 crossed	 the	 over	 the	Georgia-

Florida	state	line,	but	trees	or	cement	walls	were	all	I	saw	on	either	side	of	the
interstate.	When	Trick	got	off	the	highway	and	started	driving	west,	the	cement
walls	disappeared	but	the	trees	became	clusters	of	ficus,	scrub	pine	and	acres	of
bushy	brush.
For	 the	next	 thirty	miles	all	 I	saw	were	a	couple	of	dirt	 roads,	miles	of	wire

and	post	fencing,	and	thick	blankets	of	kudzu	draped	over	everything.	Where	the
trees	 ended,	 huge	 tracts	 of	 cleared	 land	 stretched	 out	 as	 far	 as	 the	 horizon.	 I
noticed	some	cows	and	goats	grazing	 in	a	 few	places,	but	most	of	 the	 land	sat
empty,	growing	nothing	but	weeds.
“This	can’t	be	Florida,”	I	told	my	brother.	“There	aren’t	any	oranges	or	palm

trees.	Are	you	sure	we’re	not	in	Alabama?”
“Positive.”	Trick	 pointed	 at	my	window.	 “That’s	 an	 orange	grove	 right	 over

there.”
I	looked	at	the	thin-branched,	scraggly	trees,	which	did	not	resemble	the	photo

in	the	guidebook.	Weeds	had	grown	up	so	high	around	the	trunks	that	you	could
hardly	 tell	 that	 they	had	been	planted	 in	 rows.	Some	of	 the	 trees	 looked	dead.
“They	don’t	have	any	oranges	on	them.”
“You	 can’t	 see	 them	 yet,”	 he	 told	me.	 “This	 time	 of	 year,	 they’re	 little	 and

green.”
“Oh.”	We	passed	another	scattering	of	black	cattle.	“Why	are	there	cows?	This

isn’t	Texas.	There	were	supposed	to	be	flamingoes.”
“You	can’t	milk	a	flamingo,”	Gray	said	from	the	back	seat.	“Or	grind	it	 into

bird	burgers.”
“Thank	you	for	that	visual,	Grayson.”	Trick	glanced	at	me.	“Don’t	worry,	Cat.

It’ll	be	better	in	the	lake	country.”
Trick	was	wrong;	it	didn’t	get	better	from	there.	It	just	got	darker	and	wetter.

The	empty	weed	fields	vanished	under	miles	of	thick	brush	surrounding	chains
of	 creeks,	 marshes	 and	 ponds.	 Forests	 of	 huge	 black-trunked	 oaks	 with	 long
twisted	limbs	and	impossibly	tall,	spindly-looking	pines	started	crowding	toward
the	road,	until	they	marched	along	both	sides	of	it.	From	practically	every	branch



hung	long,	pale	gray	bunches	of	Spanish	moss,	like	dirty	cobwebs	or	stretched-
out	dust	bunnies.
Suddenly	I	knew	why	they	called	it	“lake	country.”	No	one	would	come	here

if	they	called	it	“swamp	land.”
When	we	finally	left	the	road	and	drove	through	some	hills	and	rediscovered

civilization,	I	thought	Trick	had	taken	a	wrong	turn.	Barely	two	miles	wide,	the
town	we	drove	 through	was	made	up	almost	entirely	of	 two	story	wood-frame
row	houses	jammed	together	and	painted	pastel	candy	colors.	It	looked	like	the
kind	of	place	fussy	old	ladies	would	love,	with	all	 the	fancy	white	gingerbread
stuff	 hanging	 from	 the	 roofs,	 tiny	 balconies	 surrounded	 by	 dainty	 scrolled
wrought	iron	railings,	and	hand-painted	wooden	window	boxes	filled	with	bright
red	 geraniums	 and	purple	 tulips.	 I	 didn’t	 spot	 a	 single	 fast-food	place,	 clothes
boutique,	or	discount	shoe	store,	though.
I’d	 never	 been	much	 of	 a	mall	 rat,	 but	 even	 I	 could	 see	 this	 town	was	 in	 a

permanent	shopping	coma.
The	houses	that	had	been	converted	into	little	businesses	each	had	a	two-sided

sign	 hanging	 from	 an	 angled	 bracket	 beside	 the	 entrance.	 Someone	 had	 hand-
painted	 them	with	cutesy	names	 like	Maude’s	Porcelain	Emporium,	 Something
Old	 Something	 New,	 and	 Johnson	 Junktiques.	 Old	 stuff	 crowded	 the	 shop
windows	 and	 sat	 out	 beside	 open	 doorways:	 rickety-looking	 spinning	 wheels,
faded	patchwork	quilts,	rusty	dented	tins	and	crackled	china	vases.
If	 it	 looked	 like	 it	 should	have	been	donated	 to	a	 thrift	 store	ages	ago,	some

place	was	selling	it.
Most	 of	 the	 people	walking	 around	 downtown	 had	 silver	 or	white	 hair	 and

wrinkly	faces.	A	couple	were	so	old	they	used	canes	and	walkers	as	they	shuffled
along,	 their	 shoulders	 stooped	and	 their	 eyes	 squinting	against	 the	glare	of	 the
sun.	All	of	 them	had	on	the	usual	grammywear:	 loud	Hawaiian	shirts	or	pastel
polos	 (the	 grampas)	 and	 tees	with	 dogs,	 flowers	 or	 hearts	made	 of	 sequins	 or
rhinestones	 (the	 grammas).	 From	 the	 waist	 down	 everyone	 looked	 the	 same;
knee-length	baggy	shorts,	white	half-calf	socks	and	clunky	sandals.	Some	of	the
ladies	had	on	bright	purple	T-shirts	and	wore	big	red	hats	with	lots	of	frou-frou
stuff	 around	 the	 brim,	 and	 went	 from	 shop	 to	 shop	 in	 small	 groups,	 like
girlfriends	on	a	mission.



Why	 old	 people	 dressed	 like	 that,	 I	 didn’t	 know.	Maybe	 after	 a	 certain	 age
they	got	cataracts.	Or	mirror	phobia.
I	 didn’t	 panic	 until	 Trick	 parked	 the	 truck	 on	 the	 street	 in	 front	 of	 a	 bright

yellow	and	pink	realtor’s	office.	“Why	are	we	stopping	here?”
“This	is	it.”	He	gestured	toward	the	center	of	town,	a	fountain	surrounded	by

purple	azaleas	and	two	red	hat	ladies	with	cameras.	“Lost	Lake.”
“We	 can’t	 live	 here.”	 Not	 in	 the	 Village	 That	 Fun	 Forgot.	 “We’re	 like	 fifty

years	younger	than	everyone	else.”
“This	 is	 the	 business	 district,	 and	 those	 people	 are	 the	 tourists.”	He	 nodded

toward	the	north.	“Our	place	is	 in	the	farming	community	outside	town,	where
most	of	the	locals	live.”
“Oh,	yeah?”	I	wasn’t	convinced.	“Just	how	old	are	these	locals?”
Trick	smiled.	“You’ll	meet	plenty	of	kids	your	age	in	no	time.”
Since	then	we’d	been	pretty	busy	unpacking,	setting	up	the	house	and	taking

care	 of	 the	 horses.	Our	 nearest	 neighbor	was	 seven	miles	 down	 the	 road,	 so	 I
hadn’t	had	a	chance	over	the	summer	to	meet	any	of	the	local	kids.
To	be	honest,	I	hadn’t	really	tried.
I	wanted	to	make	friends,	but	I	didn’t	have	the	personality—okay,	the	nerve—

to	walk	up	to	someone	I	didn’t	know	and	start	talking	to	them.	My	brain	had	its
own	special	on-off	switch.	When	I	was	alone	it	stayed	on,	and	I	could	think	of	a
million	clever	 things	 to	say	 to	a	complete	stranger.	As	soon	as	I	met	one?	The
switch	flipped	off,	and	I	ended	up	standing	there	saying	Uh-huh	and	Okay	and
looking	as	dumb	as	I	sounded.
It	was	just	easier	to	hang	out	with	my	brothers,	who	didn’t	care	what	I	said.
Not	like	anyone	in	Lost	Lake	was	in	a	hurry	to	be	my	new	best	friend,	either.

We	 saw	 people	 when	 Trick	 took	 us	 with	 him	 when	 he	 went	 into	 town	 for
groceries	and	things,	but	hardly	anyone	spoke	to	us.	There	was	only	one	grocery
store,	so	there	were	always	people	shopping	there,	but	while	they	stared	at	us,	no
one	said	hello	or	waved	or	anything.	On	those	trips	I	saw	four	or	five	other	farms
near	our	place,	and	they	had	cars	and	trucks	parked	by	the	houses	and	plenty	of
stock	 in	 the	pastures,	but	not	one	of	 those	neighbors	stopped	by	our	place	 that
whole	summer.
Trick	said	the	people	in	town	were	just	shy,	and	the	farmers	were	probably	too



busy	with	their	animals	or	the	summer	planting	to	come	visiting.	I	believed	him,
mostly.	We’d	lived	in	other	towns	where	we’d	been	treated	like	outsiders	or	the
locals	had	kept	to	themselves.	It	just	seemed	a	little	odd	that	no	one	came	near
our	place.
Now	 driving	 through	 downtown	 with	 Gray	 on	 the	 way	 to	 our	 first	 day	 at

school,	 I	 saw	 a	 couple	 of	 kids	 walking	 toward	 Tanglewood	 High.	 Their
backpacks	were	new,	but	their	jeans	looked	as	old	and	faded	as	mine.	The	boys
had	uniformly	short,	neat	haircuts,	which	made	me	glance	at	my	brother’s	gilded
mane	before	I	checked	out	the	girls.	Long	loose	curls,	poufy	crowns	and	uneven,
slanted	 bangs	 seemed	 to	 be	 in	 fashion;	 so	 did	 tiny	 barrettes,	 polka-dot	 head
bands	and	what	looked	like	black	velvet	bows.
Not	one	girl	wore	a	ponytail,	though.	All	my	doubts	came	rushing	back	to	me

and	sat	like	a	boulder	on	my	chest.	“What	if	we	don’t	like	it	here?”
Gray	didn’t	say	anything,	but	then,	he	hated	everything.
Since	 we	 were	 playing	 Silent	 Jeopardy,	 I	 rephrased	 the	 question	 into	 an

answer.	“Okay,	we’ve	already	lived	here	two	months	and	we	haven’t	met	anyone
else.	Now	what	if	we	don’t	fit	in	at	school	and	everyone	avoids	us	like	they	have
all	 summer	 and	we	 end	 up	…”	 I	 didn’t	 know	what	 to	 call	what	we’d	 been	 at
every	other	school	we’d	gone	to.
“Lepers?”
“No.”	 Surely	 it	 hadn’t	 been	 that	 bad.	 “I	 don’t	 know.	 Outsiders.	 Loners.

Friendless.”
He	made	a	turn	into	a	parking	lot	filled	with	small	pickups,	compact	cars	and	a

couple	 of	 old,	 primer-patched	 heaps,	 and	 passed	 a	 group	 of	 kids	 hanging	 out
behind	 a	mud-encrusted	 Jeep	 and	 a	 gleaming	metallic	 gold	 Impala.	Of	 course
they	all	turned	to	watch	us	park.
I	hunched	down	a	little	and	inspected	at	 the	dashboard.	I	hated	the	first	 time

kids	noticed	us;	they	always	stared.
Gray	put	 the	 truck	 in	park,	 shut	 off	 the	 engine,	 and	 sat	 there	 as	 if	 he	didn’t

want	to	get	out,	either.	Then	he	said,	“Trick’s	tired	of	moving	around,	and	I	think
breeding	horses	has	always	been	his	dream.	He	wants	this	to	work.”
I	glanced	to	one	side	and	saw	the	kids	had	walked	from	the	parking	lot	across

the	 street	 and	 into	 the	 school’s	main	building.	Sometimes,	 like	now,	 I	 felt	 bad



that	our	older	brother	had	been	stuck	with	raising	us.	He	should	have	been	off
living	his	own	life	instead	of	playing	Dad	to	two	teenagers.
Grayson	never	said	much,	but	when	he	did	make	it	usually	made	more	sense

than	I	could	with	an	hour	of	arguing.
“All	 right.”	After	all	Trick	had	done	for	us,	 I	could	deal	with	 this.	How	bad

could	it	be?	“At	least	this	will	be	the	last	time	that	we’re	the	new	kids.”
My	brother	handed	me	my	backpack.	“Until	college.”
“Shut	up.”	I	slung	one	strap	over	my	shoulder	and	climbed	out.

The	 first	 bell	 rang	 as	Gray	 and	 I	walked	 across	 the	 street	 to	 the	 big	 double
doors	leading	into	the	main	building.	Tanglewood	looked	like	every	other	school
we’d	been	to:	green	lawn	strips	bordering	cement	walkways,	closed	white	blinds
lining	all	of	the	tall,	narrow	stacked	windows,	fake	rose	brick	mortared	over	gray
stucco,	steel	doors	painted	a	boring	brown.	As	I	reached	out	for	the	handle,	both
doors	 flung	open	and	 I	had	 to	 jump	back	 to	keep	 from	getting	smacked	 in	 the
face.
A	short,	red-faced	boy	ran	between	me	and	Gray,	and	when	I	turned	my	head	I

saw	 the	 backside	 of	 his	 jeans	 were	 dark	 and	 dripping,	 as	 if	 he’d	 peed	 in	 his
pants.	He	darted	around	the	corner	of	the	building	so	fast	he	was	gone	before	I
could	blink.
“Maybe	they	haven’t	opened	the	restrooms	yet,”	I	said	to	Gray.
He	stared	after	the	boy.	“Maybe	they	have.”
Inside	 we	 walked	 into	 the	 expected	 first-day	 chaos:	 kids	 going	 in	 a	 dozen

different	directions	and	 teachers	zigzagging	around	 trying	 (and	 failing)	 to	herd
them	along.	The	air	smelled	of	old	floor	wax,	pencil	lead,	disinfectant	and	new
sneakers.	No	locker	doors	banged—they	wouldn’t	be	assigned	until	next	week—
but	plenty	of	doors,	desktops,	and	books	did.	And	all	around	us,	swamping	us,
was	the	noise.	Voices	pressed	in	on	my	ears	in	a	wall-to-wall	jabber	of	talking,
laughter,	yells,	whispers	and	echoes.
Gray	 bumped	my	 shoulder	 to	 get	my	 attention.	 “Office	 is	 down	 there.”	 He

nodded	toward	the	end	of	the	front	hall.
My	brother	walked	in	front	of	me,	not	to	be	obnoxious	but	to	clear	a	path.	The

usual	thing	happened;	everyone	took	one	look	and	got	out	of	his	way.	I	noticed	a



couple	of	girls	turning	around	and	stopping	to	stare	after	Gray,	which	was	not	the
usual	thing.
It	had	to	be	the	long	hair.	The	boys	I	saw	in	the	halls	had	the	same	clean-cut

style	I’d	noticed	on	the	kids	walking	to	school.
A	 shriek	 and	 the	 sound	 of	 flushing	 water	 made	 me	 stop	 at	 the	 corner	 of

another	hall.	 I	 couldn’t	 see	much	over	 the	 crowd	of	kids	blocking	 it	 off,	 but	 I
heard	guys	laughing	and	some	wet,	slapping	sounds	before	the	crowd	parted	and
a	boy	came	running	at	me.	I	stepped	back	against	the	wall	and	as	he	passed	me	I
saw	the	seat	of	his	pants	were	soaking	wet,	just	like	the	other	kid	who	had	run
out	of	the	school.
“Where’s	 the	 next	 noob?”	 a	 mellow,	 laughing	 voice	 called	 from	 inside	 a

restroom,	 and	 I	 saw	 a	 couple	 of	 older	 boys	 dressed	 in	 brown	 and	white	 sport
jerseys	 file	 out.	 The	 kids	 backed	 away	 a	 little	 as	 the	 jocks	 went	 around	 and
checked	through	the	crowd	for	someone.
I	didn’t	know	what	a	noob	was,	but	it	was	clear	no	one	wanted	to	be	one.
“Come	on,”	the	same	voice	said,	and	a	boy	the	size	of	a	grown	man	came	out.

His	brown	and	white	varsity	jacket	had	the	number	eight	and	the	name	BOONE
spelled	out	in	block	letters	across	the	shoulders.	“Bell’s	about	to	ring.”
Not	 quite	 as	 tall	 as	my	 brother,	 Boone	 had	 almost	 the	 same	 build	 as	 Gray,

except	he	was	a	 little	 leaner	 in	 the	 chest	 and	arms.	Everything	about	him	said
rich	kid,	from	the	gilded	brown	hair	that	fell	in	precise	razor-cut	layers	over	his
ears	 down	 to	 the	 brand-new	 designer	 sneakers	 he’d	 already	 scuffed.	 Even	 the
dark	sunglasses	he	wore	looked	like	they	cost	a	small	fortune.
He	wasn’t	 especially	 good-looking,	 but	 that	 didn’t	 seem	 to	matter	 to	 all	 the

girls	around	him.	They	stared	at	him	like	he	was	some	rock	star.
“Got	 one	 here,”	 one	 of	 the	 jocks	 yelled.	 He	 dragged	 by	 the	 collar	 a	 small,

white-faced	 boy	 out	 of	 the	 shuffling	 crowd.	 “Know	whatcha	 use	 a	 urinal	 for?
No?	Time	to	learn.”	He	shoved	him	toward	Boone.
“You’re	a	real	runt.”	Boone	circled	the	younger	boy	like	a	shark.	“You	fall	in,

we	might	never	see	you	again.”
Some	of	 the	kids	chuckled,	and	suddenly	 I	could	guess	why	 the	other	boys’

pants	had	been	soaked.	Boone	and	his	friends	were	making	the	freshmen	sit	 in
the	urinals	while	they	flushed	them.



“Aaron	Boone.”
A	couple	of	kids	turned	away	and	hurried	off	as	a	frowning	older	woman	in	a

bright	pink	suit	pushed	her	way	through	to	the	center	of	the	crowd.
“Aaron	Boone,”	the	teacher	repeated,	“what	do	you	think	you’re	doing	here?”
“Morning,	 Mrs.	 Hopkins.”	 Boone	 slung	 his	 arm	 around	 the	 younger	 boy’s

shoulders.	“Me	and	some	of	the	guys	are	just	showing	the	freshmen	a	few	things.
You	know,	like	how	to	use	the	boy’s	room.”	He	looked	down.	“Right,	kid?”
The	pale	boy	made	a	strangled	sound.
“Indeed.”	 Mrs.	 Hopkins	 folded	 her	 arms.	 “Four	 students	 with	 soaking-wet

pants	have	come	into	the	office	in	the	last	half-hour,	asking	for	permission	to	go
home	and	change.”
“That’s	too	bad.”	Boone	bared	his	teeth.	“I	guess	we	missed	them.”
As	the	kids	around	the	teacher	choked	back	their	laughter,	Mrs.	Hopkins’s	face

turned	 almost	 as	 pink	 as	 her	 suit.	 “Bullying	 younger	 children	 is	 cruel	 and
unnecessary	behavior,	Aaron.	You	and	your	friends	could	be	suspended	for	this.”
Boone	 took	a	 step	 toward	 the	 teacher.	“Has	someone	accused	us	of	bullying

them,	ma’am?”	he	asked	in	a	soft	voice.
I	expected	Mrs.	Hopkins	to	take	the	boy	by	the	arm	and	march	him	down	to

the	 principal’s	 office.	 Instead	 she	 seemed	 to	 shrivel	 a	 little,	 hunching	 her
shoulders	and	raising	one	hand	as	if	to	hold	him	off.
She	was	a	teacher.	Why	was	she	scared	of	him?
“No.”	The	bell	 rang,	and	she	cleared	her	 throat	before	she	spoke	 to	 the	kids

watching	them.	“Go	and	report	to	your	homerooms	now.”
Someone	behind	me	snickered,	and	Boone	turned	his	head.	I	didn’t	realize	he

was	staring	at	me	until	he	reached	up	and	took	off	his	shades.	His	eyes	weren’t
blue	 or	 brown	but	 a	 light,	 cold	 green,	 like	 sea	 ice.	Gazing	 into	 them	gave	me
goose	bumps,	especially	when	he	started	walking	toward	me.
“Cat.”	Gray	appeared	next	 to	me.	“What	are	you	…	”	He	stopped	as	he	saw

Boone	 coming	 at	 us.	 He	 stepped	 in	 front	 of	me,	 and	 over	 his	 shoulder	 I	 saw
Boone	stop	in	his	tracks.	Gray	stood	there	until	the	other	boy	retreated.	“Come
on.”	He	gave	me	a	nudge.	“We’re	going	to	be	late.”



E

Three

verything	appears	 to	be	 in	order,”	Miss	Renda	said	as	she	 looked	 through
the	 paperwork	Trick	 had	 filled	 out	when	 he’d	 registered	 us	 at	 the	 school

over	the	summer.	She	handed	me	then	Gray	a	couple	of	papers.	“These	are	your
class	schedules	and	a	map	of	the	campus.	Freshmen	have	first	lunch	period,	and
sophomores	have	second	and	third.”
My	schedule	listed	all	the	classes	I	wanted—English	Comp,	Biology,	Political

Science,	 and	 Calculus—along	 with	 Ceramics	 and	 PhysEd	 as	 electives,	 and
second	period	lunch.	I	handed	it	over	to	Gray,	who	was	trying	to	read	it	from	the
side.	 I	wondered	which	year	Boone	was	 in;	he	had	 looked	old	enough	 to	be	a
senior.
“When	do	the	juniors	and	seniors	have	lunch?”	I	asked.
“Most	of	them	leave	campus	for	lunch,”	she	said,	“or	take	a	dinner	period.”
“I’m	a	junior,”	Gray	pointed	out,	“and	I’m	scheduled	for	third	lunch.”
The	 guidance	 counselor	 frowned.	 “I	 forgot,	 this	 is	 your	 first	 year	 at

Tanglewood.	Half	of	our	juniors	and	all	of	our	seniors	attend	an	evening	session,
the	 first	 classes	 of	which	 begin	 after	 your	 sixth	 period.	A	 few	 of	 our	 special-
needs	upperclassmen	matriculate	by	taking	classes	on	their	home	computers.”
The	school	hadn’t	 looked	that	overcrowded	to	me.	“Why	would	you	need	 to

have	two	sessions	instead	of	one?”
“At	the	moment	we’re	experiencing	a	teacher	shortage.”	Miss	Renda	stacked

some	papers	before	smiling	at	us.	“Do	either	of	you	have	any	other	questions?”
“Yeah.	Can	these	schedules	be	changed?”	Gray	asked.	“My	sister	and	I	don’t

have	any	classes	in	the	same	building,	or	the	same	lunch	period.”
She	shook	her	head.	“We	keep	siblings	separated.	In	general	 it	creates	fewer



problems.”
My	brother	didn’t	 like	 that,	but	 the	news	made	me	pretty	happy.	Gray	was	a

year	 ahead	 of	me,	 but	 from	middle	 school	 on	we’d	 always	 had	 some	 class	 or
lunch	period	 together.	 I	 think	he	planned	 it	 that	way;	 ever	 since	we’d	become
teenagers	he’d	been	acting	as	over-protective	as	Trick.	It	was	nice	to	know	that
for	one	year	I	wouldn’t	have	to	worry	about	him	hovering	around.
Outside	the	office	Gray	checked	his	school	map.	“We’re	not	even	on	the	same

side	of	campus	all	day.”	He	scowled	at	me.	“You’re	glad.”
“No	way,”	I	assured	him.	“I’m	depressed.	Seriously.”	I	pressed	the	back	of	my

hand	 against	 my	 forehead.	 “How	 will	 I	 ever	 make	 it	 through	 the	 lunch	 line
without	you?”
“Brat.”	He	trudged	off.
The	 map	 Miss	 Renda	 had	 given	 me	 of	 the	 five	 buildings	 on	 campus	 also

showed	the	room	numbers	in	each,	which	made	it	simple	to	find	my	first	class,
English	Comp.	As	I	joined	the	queue	filing	into	the	class,	a	girl	barely	five	feet
tall	and	dressed	in	brightly-colored,	mismatched	clothes	tugged	me	out	of	line.
“Hi,”	she	said,	peering	up	at	me.	“Your	name’s	Catherine,	right?”
“Uh,	no.”	I	tried	not	to	stare	at	the	wide	streaks	of	blazing	fuchsia	she’d	dyed

in	her	dark	brown	hair.	“It’s	Catlyn.”
“Ooo,	I	like	that	better.”	The	girl	grinned,	displaying	a	heavy-duty	set	of	metal

braces.	“I’m	Barbara	Riley.	Everybody	calls	me	Barb.”
As	if	to	confirm	this,	a	couple	of	girls	said	“Hey,	Barb”	as	they	passed	us,	and

she	smiled	and	fluttered	her	fingers	at	them.
“I’m	Cat.”	When	I	saw	the	amount	of	eyeliner	she	had	on—a	good	half-inch

plastered	around	both	eyes—and	the	bright,	mismatched	patterns	of	her	layered
top	and	Capri	pants,	I	realized	she	was	a	“scene”	girl,	one	of	the	kids	who	liked
to	dress	like	a	colorblind	Goth.	“Nice	to	meet	you.”	I	turned	to	go	inside,	but	she
caught	my	arm	again.
“Didn’t	Miss	Renda	tell	you?	I’m	going	to	be	your	student	mentor	for	the	first

week.	I	get	 to	show	you	around,	keep	you	out	of	trouble,	and	introduce	you	to
everyone.”
“Better	clear	your	schedule,	new	girl,”	a	skinny	boy	said	as	he	edged	around

us.	“Barb	knows	everyone.	When	 they	need	 the	names	and	numbers	 to	print	a



new	telephone	book,	they	just	call	her.”
Barb	elbowed	him	smartly	before	she	beamed	at	me.	“You’ll	have	to	tell	me

your	life	story,	of	course.”
“Of	course.”	I	followed	Barb	inside,	where	she	led	me	to	a	seat	beside	her	in

the	middle	rows	and	asked	to	look	at	my	schedule.
“We’ve	got	four	classes	together,	that’s	good,”	she	said	as	she	handed	it	back

to	me.	“I	don’t	take	Ceramics	or	PhysEd,	but	I	have	second	lunch,	too,	so	we	can
sit	together.	So	where	are	you	from?”
“We	moved	here	from	Chicago.”	I	went	to	hang	my	backpack	over	my	chair

and	 saw	 Boone	 sitting	 at	 the	 desk	 two	 rows	 behind	mine.	 “Does	 this	 teacher
assign	seats	in	alphabetical	order?”	I	asked	Barb.
She	shook	her	head.	“We	can	sit	wherever	we	want.	Ms.	Newsom	is	on	major

anti-depressants	so	she	doesn’t	care.	It’s	because	Mr.	Newsom	…	”	She	mimed
someone	drinking	out	of	a	bottle.
“How	do	you	know	all	that?”
“I	have	eyes	everywhere.”	Her	braces	glittered.	“Like	when	I	saw	you	earlier

with	that	really	big	blond	guy.	Is	he	your	boyfriend?”
That	 startled	 a	 laugh	 out	 of	 me.	 “No,	 that’s	 my	 brother,	 Grayson.	 He’s	 a

junior.”
“Really?	 You	 two	 don’t	 look	 anything	 alike.”	 She	 darted	 a	 look	 over	 her

shoulder	before	she	whispered,	“Oh,	my,	God.	Do	you	know	that	Aaron	Boone
is	watching	you?”
The	hair	on	the	back	of	my	neck	knew.	“Who?”
“Aaron	Boone,”	she	repeated,	leaning	closer	to	whisper	more.	“Okay,	he’s	the

quarterback	of	our	football	team,	and	the	cutest	guy	in	school,	and	he	hangs	out
with	all	 the	 jocks.	Every	girl	 in	Tanglewood	has	a	dire	crush	on	him,	but	he’s
totally	unavailable.”	She	giggled.	“Did	I	mention	he’s	the	cutest	guy	in	school?”
Mrs.	 Newsom	 called	 for	 everyone	 to	 settle	 down,	 which	 ended	 the

conversation,	 but	 for	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 period	 I	 felt	 uneasy	 and	 had	 a	 hard	 time
focusing	on	the	teacher.	When	the	bell	rang,	I	sat	and	waited	for	Boone	to	leave
before	I	got	up	from	my	seat	and	followed	Barb	out.
In	between	classes	my	new	friend	introduced	me	to	practically	every	other	kid

we	 passed	 in	 the	 hall	 while	 at	 the	 same	 time	 filling	me	 in	 on	 Boone	 and	 his



friends.	They	were	 sophomores	 like	us,	but	 they	were	all	 football	players	who
came	from	wealthy	families.	According	to	Barb,	Boone’s	parents	owned	ten	of
the	largest	cattle	ranches	in	the	state,	and	lived	in	an	enormous	mansion	in	one	of
the	exclusive	gated	communities	outside	town.	Boone’s	parents	were	famous	for
spoiling	their	son	by	doing	outrageous	things	like	giving	him	a	brand-new	sports
car	for	his	sixteenth	birthday.
“He	 got	 held	 back	 one	 grade	 in	 middle	 school	 because	 of	 mono,”	 Barb

explained	later	as	we	walked	into	the	cafeteria.	“That’s	why	he’s	already	sixteen
and	can	drive.	He	should	really	be	a	junior.”
“Why	do	Boone	 and	his	 friends	pick	on	 freshman?”	 I	 asked	her	 later	 as	we

walked	to	the	cafeteria.
“Everybody	bullies	the	noobs	a	little,”	Barb	said.	“I	guess	Boone	and	the	other

jocks	 are	 pretty	 awful,	 but	 it’s	 the	way	 they	 are.	 Did	 you	 bring	 your	 lunch?”
When	 I	 shook	 my	 head	 she	 steered	 me	 around	 the	 tables	 to	 the	 line	 of	 kids
waiting	 for	 trays.	 “Don’t	 ever	 get	 the	 meatloaf,	 the	 chili,	 or	 the	 casserole
surprise.	 Mr.	 Jennings	 made	 us	 use	 lunchroom	 food	 last	 year	 to	 grow	 mold
cultures.	Those	three	turned	green	and	hairy	in	like	only	one	day.”
“I’ll	start	packing	my	lunch	tomorrow,”	I	told	her	as	I	picked	out	a	large	green

salad,	a	bowl	of	fresh	fruit	and	a	bottle	of	cranberry-grape	juice.
“I	wish	 I	could	eat	healthy.”	She	sighed	and	 looked	down	at	her	 tray,	which

she	 had	 loaded	 up	with	 pizza,	 nachos,	 and	 sugar	 cookies.	 “Maybe	when	 they
invent	diet	pepperoni.”
We	 sat	 down	 at	 one	 of	 the	 empty	 tables,	 which	was	 round	 shaped	 and	 had

built-in	seats	attached.	While	we	ate,	some	of	Barb’s	other	friends	stopped	by	to
say	 hi	 to	 her,	 but	 none	 of	 them	 sat	 with	 us.	 Barb	 didn’t	 seem	 to	mind	 being
marooned	 with	 me,	 and	 while	 we	 ate	 she	 pointed	 out	 several	 kids	 from	 our
classes	while	she	 told	me	who	was	dating	who,	who	had	broken	up	with	who,
and	who	was	on	the	rebound.	I	paid	attention	to	the	names	but	not	the	gossip;	it
was	basically	the	same	thing	at	every	school.
“Anyone	sitting	here?”	A	thin,	dark-skinned	boy	in	an	oversize	green	T-shirt

advertising	a	lawn	service	and	worn	black	work	trousers	dropped	his	tray	next	to
mine.	He	had	a	PB&J	sandwich	and	a	small	carton	of	milk.	“Besides	me?”
Barb	sighed.	“Ego.”



“No	one	else	is	going	to	sit	with	her.”	The	boy	tore	open	his	milk	carton	and
chugged	it.
“Cat,	 this	 extremely	 rude	 person	 was	 my	 friend,	 Diego	 Valasca.	 Ego,	 for

obvious	 reasons.”	Barb	 threw	 the	 rolled-up	 paper	 from	her	 straw	 at	 him.	 “It’s
Cat’s	first	day	here.	Be	nice.”
“I	am	being	nice,”	Ego	told	her.	He	peeled	a	slice	of	cheese	off	the	outside	of

his	 sandwich.	 “Why	 do	 they	 stick	 processed	 cheese	 on	 PB&J?	 It’s	 not
nutritional,	it’s	disgusting.”	To	me,	he	said,	“So	what’s	Cat	short	for?”
Now	I	sighed.	“Catlyn.”
“Where	 do	 you	 live?”	When	 I	 told	 him,	 he	 began	 to	 fire	 questions	 at	 me.

“That’s	 a	 big	 farm.	You	don’t	 look	 like	 a	 farmer’s	 daughter.	Are	 your	 parents
farmers?	Do	they	make	you	work	the	fields?	What	crops	are	they	planting?”
I	held	back	a	laugh.	“You	ask	a	lot	of	questions.”
“Oh,	 he’s	 just	 getting	 started.”	 Barb	 rested	 her	 forehead	 against	 her	 hand.

“Why	couldn’t	we	be	scheduled	for	third	lunch?”
“Because	her	brother	has	 it,”	Ego	told	her	before	he	grinned	at	me.	“He’s	 in

my	 Trig	 class.	 Big	 blond	 guy.	 Doesn’t	 look	 like	 you,	 Cat.	 Weird	 name,
Grayson.”	He	checked	 the	big	chunky	watch	on	his	 thin	wrist.	 “Gotta	go.”	He
stuffed	half	the	sandwich	in	his	mouth,	put	the	other	half	in	his	shirt	pocket	and
picked	 up	 his	 empty	 tray.	 Through	 the	 PB&J	 he	 said	 a	 muffled,	 “See	 you
around”	and	took	off.
“Ego’s	harmless,”	Barb	 assured	me.	 “He’s	 really	nice,	 and	 super	 smart,	 too,

but	he	has	issues.”
I	knew	the	lunch	he	had	was	the	one	they	gave	to	kids	who	were	on	the	free

lunch	program.	“Why	is	he	dressed	like	that?”
“He’s	on	a	work	program,	you	know,	you	go	to	a	real	job	half	the	day	and	they

give	you	vo-tech	credit	for	it.”	She	brushed	some	crumbs	from	the	front	of	her
blouse.	“His	parents	were	pickers	who	came	here	to	work	in	the	groves	when	he
was	 little.	 When	 they	 moved	 on	 to	 the	 next	 job,	 they	 left	 him	 behind.”	 She
scrunched	up	her	face.	“Never	came	back	for	him.”
“Wow.”
“Yeah.”	Barb	 sighed.	 “He	 has	 nice	 foster	 parents,	 but	 being	 dumped	 by	 his

real	folks,	well,	it’s	a	lot	to	deal	with.	I	told	him	he	should	talk	to	this	therapist	I



see	sometimes,	but	he	got	very	huffy	about	it.	Oh,	and	I’ll	warn	you	now:	Ego
likes	to	play	practical	jokes.	He	hasn’t	gotten	caught	yet,	but	one	of	these	days	.	.
.”	 she	 trailed	 off	 as	 a	 group	of	 girls	 in	 brown	 and	white	 cheerleader	 uniforms
surrounded	 us.	 One	 of	 them,	 a	 petite	 redhead	with	 big	 blue	 eyes	 and	 a	 sulky
expression,	glared	down	at	Barb.
“This	is	our	table,”	the	cheerleader	told	her.	“Move	it	somewhere	else.”
Barb	instantly	got	to	her	feet	and	grabbed	her	tray.	I	was	tempted	to	stay	where

I	was—there	were	plenty	of	other	open	tables	around	us—but	I	decided	it	wasn’t
worth	 the	 trouble.	 The	 cheerleaders	wouldn’t	 step	 out	 of	 the	way,	 so	 I	 had	 to
elbow	my	way	through	them.	Then	something	caught	my	right	ankle	and	made
me	stumble.	I	managed	to	hang	onto	my	tray,	but	the	half-finished	bottle	of	juice
on	 it	 tipped	 over	 and	 splashed	 all	 over	 the	 redheaded	 girl’s	 immaculate	white
uniform	top.
Time	 seemed	 to	 stop	 for	 a	 second	 as	 we	 all	 froze	 in	 place.	 Then	 the

cheerleader	 shrieked,	and	every	kid	 in	 the	cafeteria	 stopped	 talking	and	 turned
around	to	look	at	us.
“Oh,	no.”	I	grabbed	the	bottle,	but	most	of	it	was	already	spreading	into	a	huge

purple	stain	down	the	front	of	her	uniform.	“It’s	all	over	you.	Here.”	 I	 tried	 to
hand	her	some	of	the	paper	napkins	I	hadn’t	used,	but	she	shoved	my	hand	away.
“I’m	so	sorry—”
“You’ve	ruined	it,	you	idiot.”	She	pushed	me	back.	“Get	away	from	me.”
I	retreated,	blindly	following	Barb	to	the	tray	drop-off.	Everyone	stared	at	me.

When	I	 looked	back	at	 the	cheerleaders	 they	stood	huddled	around	 the	girl	 I’d
doused.
“I	 tripped,”	 I	 told	 Barb	 as	 she	 hurried	 me	 out	 of	 the	 cafeteria.	 “It	 was	 an

accident.”
“I	 know	 it	 was.”	 She	 gave	 me	 a	 sympathetic	 look.	 “It’ll	 be	 okay.	 She’ll

probably	forget	about	it	after	she	calms	down.	In	a	few	months.	Or	years.”
I	understood	why	everyone	had	stared	at	us,	but	the	silence	didn’t	make	sense.

When	something	like	that	happened,	kids	usually	laughed.	“Who	is	she?”
“Tiffany	Beck.	Head	of	 the	cheerleading	squad,	and	 the	most	popular	girl	 in

school.”	 Barb	 tried	 to	 smile.	 “She’s	 the	 reason	 Aaron	 Boone	 is	 totally
unavailable.	They’ve	been	going	steady	since	fifth	grade.”



After	that	I	didn’t	think	my	first	day	at	Tanglewood	could	get	any	worse.	I’d
attracted	the	attention	of	a	bully	and	dumped	juice	all	over	his	girlfriend.	For	the
rest	 of	 the	 day	 every	 kid	 I	 passed	 gawked	 at	me,	 and	 everyone	 in	my	 classes
whispered	around	me.	At	least	Barb	kept	talking	to	me,	but	she	stopped	calling
people	over	to	meet	me	in	the	halls.	I’d	obviously	made	a	major	mistake.
I	 couldn’t	 wait	 to	 get	 out	 of	 school,	 which	 was	 why	 after	 my	 last	 class	 I

practically	ran	to	meet	Gray	at	his	truck.	But	when	I	turned	around	the	corner	of
the	hall,	I	almost	walked	into	Aaron	Boone.
I	looked	up	from	the	brown	and	white	jacket	to	his	face	and	tried	to	go	around

him,	but	he	stepped	in	front	of	me.	“Excuse	me.”
He	didn’t	move.	“What’s	your	name?”
Tiffany	must	 have	 told	 him	what	 had	 happened	 in	 the	 cafeteria.	 I	 went	 the

other	way,	but	he	blocked	me	again.	“I	really	need	to	go.”
His	upper	lip	curled.	“Want	me	to	show	you	where	the	girl’s	room	is?”
I	thought	of	what	he	and	his	friends	had	done	to	the	freshman	and	shuddered.

“No,	 thanks.”	 I	wrapped	my	arms	around	my	books	a	 little	 tighter	and	 tried	 to
think	of	what	to	say.	“My	brother’s	waiting	for	me.”	I	hoped.
“Let	him	wait.”	He	moved	closer,	and	his	sneer	softened	into	a	smile.	“Relax.

I	only	want	to	talk	to	you.”
“Catlyn.”	Gray	appeared	out	of	nowhere	and	stepped	up	 to	Boone.	His	eyes

never	left	Boone’s	as	he	said	to	me,	“Go	and	get	in	the	truck.”
Boone’s	expression	turned	sulky.	“I’m	just	having	a	little	private	conversation

with	your	sister.”
“No.”	My	brother’s	hands	tightened	into	fists.	“You’re	not.	Cat.”
“I’m	going.”	I	hurried	off	toward	the	parking	lot,	looking	back	every	couple	of

steps.	My	brother	and	Boone	just	stood	there,	staring	at	each	other	like	a	couple
of	cavemen.
I	waited	by	the	truck	for	five	minutes	before	Gray	came	out	of	the	school.	He

didn’t	say	anything	when	he	walked	over	and	unlocked	my	door	for	me.	“What
happened?”
“Nothing.	He	won’t	bother	you	anymore.”	He	went	around	and	got	in	behind

the	wheel.
“What	did	you	do?”	I	knew	from	past	experience	just	how	over-protective	my



brother	could	be.	“Did	you	threaten	him?	Did	you	get	into	a	fight	with	him?”
“Forget	about	it.”
I	 checked	 his	 knuckles	 and	 his	 face,	 but	 I	 didn’t	 see	 any	 bruises	 or	 cuts.

Whenever	Gray	had	defended	me	at	school	in	the	past	I	never	saw	what	he	did,
and	afterward	he	refused	to	talk	about	it.	Whatever	happened,	whoever	had	been
picking	on	me	never	tried	it	again.
Even	 if	Gray’s	 intimidation	 tactics	worked	 this	 time	with	Boone,	 there	was

still	Tiffany	Beck,	and	Barb’s	prediction:	She’ll	probably	forget	about	it	after	she
calms	down.	In	a	few	months.	Or	years.
It	wouldn’t	have	been	so	bad	 if	we’d	be	moving	away	by	Christmas	or	next

summer.	 But	 thanks	 to	 Trick,	 we	 were	 staying	 put	 and	 settling	 down	 in	 Lost
Lake.	I’d	be	going	to	Tanglewood	until	I	graduated.	And	I’d	just	embarrassed	the
most	popular	girl	 in	 school	 in	 front	of	her	 friends	and	half	 the	 students	 in	our
grade.
Yep.	I	was	doomed.

Trick	was	 sleeping	when	we	got	home	 from	school.	After	Gray	dropped	his
stuff	 in	 the	house	he	 said	he	was	going	 for	 a	 ride	 and	went	out	 to	 the	barn	 to
saddle	Flash.	That	left	me	alone	to	do	my	homework	and	start	getting	stuff	ready
for	dinner,	which	was	fine	by	me.	When	Trick	got	up	he	was	going	 to	ask	me
about	school,	and	I	needed	time	to	think	up	some	convincing	lies.
It	 hadn’t	 been	 that	 bad,	 I	 thought	 as	 I	 filled	 out	 the	 endless	 stack	 of	 forms

Trick	would	have	to	sign	later.	All	my	teachers	had	seemed	okay.	Barb	had	been
nice	to	me,	and	in	his	own	way	so	had	Ego.	Cheerleaders	had	to	have	more	than
one	uniform,	and	it	wasn’t	like	I	was	going	to	hang	out	with	Tiffany	Beck	or	her
posse.	Hopefully	Gray	had	scared	off	Boone	for	good.
I	hadn’t	gotten	one	of	my	bad	headaches,	the	kind	that	made	me	so	dizzy	and

tired	that	I	had	to	go	to	bed.	And	I	knew	the	knot	in	my	stomach	would	go	away.
By	Christmas.
I	decided	to	make	Italian	for	dinner,	and	was	searching	through	the	freezer	for

some	ground	beef	when	Trick	got	up.	He	still	looked	tired	but	his	voice	sounded
better,	and	he	didn’t	grill	me	 too	much	about	school.	Still,	he	knew	something
was	wrong.	Trick	always	did.
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