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I	felt	this	weird	chill,	so	cold	it	made	me	gasp.
After	first	I	thought	I’d	walked	through	a	pocket	of	frozen	air,	but	it	didn’t	feel

cold	 exactly,	 at	 least	 not	 on	 my	 skin.	 It	 was	 a	 much	 deeper	 chill,	 like	 I	 was
suddenly	cold	on	the	inside	of	my	body.
It	felt	like	a	premonition	of	something	terrible.
But	as	soon	as	I	felt	it,	it	was	gone.	I’d	barely	had	time	to	shiver.
I	turned	and	looked	behind	me	on	the	trail,	but	didn’t	see	anything	unusual.	I’d

been	walking	to	the	end	of	Trumble	Point,	this	little	peninsula	at	the	southern	tip
of	Hinder	 Island.	 The	 waters	 of	 Puget	 Sound	 in	Washington	 State—sparkling
blue	 and	 mostly	 calm	 today—stretched	 out	 on	 either	 side	 of	 me.	 The	 whole
peninsula	was	a	park,	a	mix	of	Douglas-fir	and	red-barked	Madrona	trees,	but	at
the	moment	I’d	felt	the	chill,	I’d	been	in	a	clearing	of	bright	sunlight.
I	thought	about	taking	a	couple	of	steps	back	on	the	trail,	to	see	if	I	could	find

the	pocket	of	cold	air	again.	But	the	truth	is	 the	chill	had	me	spooked.	I	didn’t
want	to	feel	it	again,	not	even	by	reaching	out	with	just	my	hand.
“Zach,	come	on!”
It	 was	my	 seven-year-old	 brother	 Gilbert	 calling	 to	me	 from	 farther	 up	 the

trail.	We’d	 come	 here	 together	 to	 walk	 to	 the	 old	 lighthouse	 at	 the	 tip	 of	 the
point.	 It	 was	 an	 old-fashioned	 lighthouse,	 built	 high	 atop	 the	 rocky	 edge	 just
above	the	beach.	You	couldn’t	go	inside—it	had	been	fully	automated	for	years
—but	to	the	state’s	credit,	they	still	kept	it	lit	because	of	the	row	of	nasty	rocks
that	extended	out	 from	the	point,	 invisible	at	high	 tide.	The	 lighthouse	made	a
great	destination	for	a	hike,	especially	on	a	beautiful	summer	day	in	June	with



the	air	smelling	of	pine	needles	and	salt.
“I’m	coming,	I’m	coming,”	I	said,	more	than	happy	to	leave	the	strange	chill

behind.
Gilbert	and	I	had	lived	with	our	grandparents	on	Hinder	Island	for	almost	two

years	now,	ever	since	our	parents	had	been	killed	when	the	barrier	at	a	railroad
crossing	had	malfunctioned.	There	were	only	about	4,000	people	on	 the	whole
island,	 so	 it	 was	 mostly	 just	 mossy	 forests	 and	 rocky	 beaches	 slathered	 with
seaweed.	 Our	 grandparents	 had	 lived	 here	 forever,	 even	 raised	 a	 family,
including	my	dad.	But	they	were	old	now	and	didn’t	get	off	the	island	much.	As
a	result,	Gilbert	and	I	didn’t	leave	much	either.
He	came	running	back	toward	me,	unstoppable	in	squeaky	new	tennis	shoes.

He	was	chowing	down	on	a	king-size	3	Musketeers.
“There’s	a	dead	bird	in	the	woods!”	he	said.	“It’s	grey	and	furry,	but	I	think	it’s

a	baby	bald	eagle.”
“Hold	on,”	I	said.	“Where’d	you	get	candy?”
He	was	suddenly	wary,	protective	of	his	candy	bar.	“The	lady.”
“What	lady?”	I	said,	looking	around.	I	hadn’t	seen	anyone	in	the	park	so	far,

but	that	wasn’t	surprising.	Lots	of	people	took	the	ferry	out	to	Hinder	Island	on
the	weekends,	 shopping	 in	 its	 funky	art	galleries	 and	holing	up	 in	 all	 the	bed-
and-breakfasts.	But	almost	no	one	stayed	through	the	week,	even	in	summer.
“The	 lady	 with	 the	 big	 purse,”	 he	 said,	 even	 as	 he	 kept	 wolfing	 down	 the

chocolate	in	case	I	might	try	to	take	it	from	him.
“Gilbert!	You	know	you’re	not	supposed	to	take	candy	from	strangers.”
“She’s	not	a	stranger,”	he	said,	 talking	with	his	mouth	full.	He	 thought	for	a

second.	“I	just	don’t	know	her	name.”
So	 she	 was	 an	 islander.	 That	 was	 different.	 It	 was	 true	 there	 were	 no

“strangers”	on	Hinder	Island.	This	is	hard	to	explain	to	off-islanders,	but	things
are	different	when	you	live	on	a	small	piece	of	land	surrounded	by	water	on	all
sides.	 After	 a	 while,	 you	 start	 to	 think	 of	 the	 water	 like	 a	 moat,	 like	 you’re
protected	from	all	the	bad	things	that	happen	everywhere	else,	safe	from	the	Big
Bad	Wolf.	Plus,	you	really	do	know	all	the	people.	It	isn’t	long	before	there	isn’t
anyone	you	haven’t	 talked	 to	 at	 least	 once.	And	even	 if	 you’ve	only	 talked	 to
them	a	few	times,	you	soon	know	who	they	know,	what	they	do,	where	they	live



—and	somehow	that	makes	everyone	accountable	to	everyone	else.
Even	so,	I	wasn’t	about	to	let	Gilbert	eat	that	candy.	I	held	out	my	hand.	“How

about	I	hold	that	until	we	get	home?”
With	 a	 heavy	 sigh	 that	 sounded	 like	 he	was	 the	 disapproving	 older	 brother,

Gilbert	 handed	 me	 the	 candy,	 although	 there	 was	 only	 a	 bite	 or	 two	 left.	 I
wrapped	 it	 up	 as	 best	 I	 could—it	 was	 melting	 in	 the	 sun—and	 put	 it	 in	 my
pocket.
“Hey,	 a	 walking	 stick!”	 Gilbert	 said,	 picking	 a	 branch	 up	 out	 of	 the

undergrowth.	It	was	almost	perfectly	straight	and	just	his	size.	He	started	peeling
off	the	leaves	and	smaller	branches.	Now	that	the	candy	bar	was	out	of	his	sight,
he’d	forgotten	all	about	it.	Seven-year-olds.
“Wanna	hear	something	interesting?”	Gilbert	said	as	we	started	forward	again,

him	with	the	walking	stick.
“Sure,”	I	said.
“Billy	says	he	stuck	a	branch	in	the	swamp,	and	two	weeks	later,	it	started	to

grow	leaves.	It	turned	into	a	tree!”
“That	is	interesting.”
“You	think	that	works	with	people	too?	If	I	cut	off	my	arm	and	stuck	it	in	the

swamp,	I’d	grow	a	whole	new	me?”
I	stopped	on	the	trail.	“No.	Gilbert,	it	doesn’t	work	that	way	with	people.	You

know	that,	right?”
He	turned	around	to	face	me,	leaning	against	his	stick.	“Yeah.	I	just	wanted	to

know	what	you’d	say.”
I	rolled	my	eyes	at	him.
When	we’d	started	walking	again,	he	said,	“You	wanna	know	something	else

interesting?”
“Sure,”	I	said.
“You	think	I’m	gonna	forget	about	my	candy	bar	in	your	pocket.	But	I	won’t.”
Leave	it	to	my	little	brother	to	be	anything	but	a	typical	seven-year-old.
“You	little	Nabothian	cyst!”	I	said,	using	my	pet	nickname	for	him.	A	year	or

so	earlier,	he	overheard	our	grandparents	 saying	 that	our	mother	had	once	had
one	 of	 these,	 which	 are	 these	 harmless	 little	 bumps	 inside	 a	 woman’s	 body.
Gilbert	had	asked	me	what	it	was,	and	I’d	impulsively	said	that	it	was	him,	that



he	was	a	Nabothian	cyst.	Gilbert	hadn’t	believed	me,	but	 I’d	 said,	 “You	know
how	Grandma	is	always	saying	Mom	‘had’	you?	‘When	Cecil	had	Gilbert	 ...’?
Well,	that’s	what	she	means.	Mom	had	a	Nabothian	cyst.	You!”
I’d	been	teasing	him	about	it	ever	since.	For	some	reason,	it	felt	really	good	to

laugh	about	something	that	involved	our	parents.
“I	am	not!”	Gilbert	said.
“Are	too,”	I	said,	pretending	to	be	serious.	“I	don’t	know	why	you	still	don’t

believe	me.”
He	squealed	with	laughter.	We’d	been	playing	this	game	a	long	time,	but	for

some	reason	it	wasn’t	making	me	feel	very	good	today.	I’d	been	wrong	when	I’d
thought	 I	 could	 leave	 that	 chill	 in	 the	 air	 behind—that	 pocket	 of	 cold	 air	 or
whatever	 it	was—just	 by	walking	 on	 down	 the	 trail.	 I	 still	 couldn’t	 shake	 the
sense	that	something	terrible	was	going	to	happen.
“There’s	the	lighthouse!”	Gilbert	said,	pointing.
Sure	enough,	it	loomed	up	from	a	rocky	crag	at	the	very	end	of	the	trail.
In	front	of	us,	the	trail	split	in	three	ways—a	narrow	access	trail	heading	up	to

the	 lighthouse,	 and	 two	wider	 trials	 that	 wound	 their	 way	 down	 to	 the	 rocky
beaches	on	either	side	of	the	point.
Out	in	the	water,	seagulls	circled	and	crab-trap	buoys	rocked.
I	hated	that	water.	Those	same	waterways	that	kept	bad	things	away,	that	kept

everything	safe	and	predictable,	also	kept	out	new	faces	and	new	ideas.	It’s	not
like	 the	 women	 on	 Hinder	 Island	 wore	 bonnets	 on	 their	 heads	 and	 accused
people	of	being	witches	like	in	that	play	The	Crucible.	But	it	was	like	living	in	a
small	town:	everyone	was	just	a	little	too	literal	in	their	thinking,	and	a	little	too
suspicious	of	outsiders.	And	while	everyone	knew	everyone	else,	everyone	also
knew	everyone	else’s	business.	This	is	all	fine	when	you’re	seven	like	Gilbert	or
in	your	seventies	like	my	grandparents.	It’s	not	so	great	when	you’re	sixteen	and
the	new	kid	in	town,	like	I	had	been	for—well,	two	whole	years	now.
Once	you	set	 foot	on	an	 island,	no	matter	which	direction	you	go,	sooner	or

later	you	come	to	a	dead	end.
Something	caught	my	eye	down	on	the	beach	on	my	right.
It	was	Matt	Harken,	 this	guy	a	couple	of	years	ahead	of	me	 in	school.	He’d

climbed	up	on	one	of	the	beach’s	big	boulders	and	was	fishing—alone,	it	looked



like.	This	made	sense.	He	was	a	 loner,	but	definitely	not	a	 loser—like	how	I’d
like	to	think	people	saw	me,	even	if	I	was	probably	just	flattering	myself.	Matt
was	sort	of	a	cross	between	a	geek	and	hipster,	neither	cool	enough	to	be	noticed
nor	weird	enough	to	be	mocked.	And	he	almost	never	was	noticed,	not	by	most
people.
I’d	noticed	him.	I	guess	you	could	say	I	had	kind	of	a	crush	on	him.
But	I’d	never	even	talked	to	him.	I	take	back	what	I	said	about	how	I’d	talked

to	every	single	person	on	the	island	at	least	once.	I’d	never	had	the	nerve	to	talk
to	Matt.
It’s	 funny	how	you	could	know	by	sight	every	single	person	on	an	 island	of

4,000	people	and	still	not	have	a	single	real	friend,	much	less	anything	“more.”
Matt	wasn’t	wearing	a	shirt,	just	shorts.
I’d	 always	 thought	 he	was	 a	 good-looking	 guy,	 but	 it	was	 kind	 of	 a	 hidden

beauty,	which	I	guess	is	why	more	people	didn’t	see	it.	He	had	a	rare,	confident
smile.	And	his	longish	dark	hair	hung	down	over	eyes	that	were	so	piercing	they
were	like	whaling	harpoons.
But	I	had	never	seen	his	shirtless	body	before.	His	back	bulged.	He	was	pale,

but	not	pasty,	lean,	but	not	skinny.	Casting	his	rod,	he	turned	in	silhouette,	and	I
saw	his	chest	and	stomach	was	rippled	in	all	the	right	places.	He	had	the	same
dusting	 of	 dark	 hair	 on	 his	 chest	 that	 he	 had	 on	 his	 legs—legs	 that	 looked
particularly	muscled	as	he	stood	perched	on	that	granite	boulder.
For	the	first	time	since	that	weird	chill,	I	felt	myself	flush	warm	again.	I	knew

I	should	look	away,	keep	walking	after	Gilbert,	but	I	couldn’t	tear	my	eyes	away.
I	was	in	the	shadows	of	the	trees,	and	he	was	out	in	the	sun	of	the	beach—even
if	he	did	know	I	was	there,	I	doubted	he’d	be	able	to	see	me.
But	 just	 then	 the	 sun	dipped	behind	 some	 clouds,	 and	he	must’ve	 somehow

sensed	me	ogling	him.	Anyway,	he	 turned	around	 to	 look	right	up	at	me.	This
figured.
I	 immediately	 looked	 away.	How	 embarrassing.	 I	wondered	 how	 obvious	 it

had	been	that	I’d	been	staring.
I	 hurried	 forward,	 not	 daring	 to	 look	back.	Face	 flushed,	 I	 reminded	myself

that	I	really	needed	to	keep	an	eye	on	Gilbert,	especially	this	close	to	the	water.
“Gilbert?”	I	said,	but	he	didn’t	answer.	“Gilbert?”	I	said,	louder.



I’d	seen	him	go	down	the	left-hand	trail,	but	I	couldn’t	see	him	ahead	of	me.
This	made	me	mad.	He	knew	he	wasn’t	supposed	to	go	all	the	way	down	to	the
beach	alone.
“Gilbert!”	I	said,	working	my	way	down	the	grade	to	the	beach	itself.	It	was

steeper	than	I	remembered,	and	a	skittering	of	loose	rocks	following	behind	me
like	a	little	avalanche.
At	the	bottom	of	the	trail,	Gilbert’s	walking	stick	had	been	tossed	to	one	side.

Not	stuck	in	the	sand,	not	resting	against	a	tree.
The	granite	boulders	on	the	beach	were	taller	on	this	side	of	the	point,	almost

over	my	head.	They	loomed	up	like	tombstones	in	some	giant	graveyard.
“Gilbert!”	I	said.	“Where	are	you?”
There	was	still	no	answer.
I	remembered	that	chill	I’d	felt,	that	premonition	I’d	had.	I’d	known	something

bad	was	going	to	happen—and	I’d	still	allowed	myself	to	be	distracted	by	Matt.
How	could	I	have	been	so	stupid?
“Gilbert!”	 I	 yelled,	 suddenly	 frantic.	 The	 waves	 weren’t	 exactly	 crashing

against	the	shore—there	are	no	crashing	waves	in	the	protected	waters	of	Puget
Sound.	But	the	slopping	of	the	water	against	the	beach	was	just	loud	enough	that
I	 couldn’t	 be	 sure	 how	 far	 my	 voice	 would	 carry,	 especially	 within	 all	 those
boulders.
Still	 calling	 for	 him,	 I	 started	 searching	 between	 the	 rocks.	 I’d	 been	 here

dozens	 of	 times	 before,	 but	 it	 had	 never	 felt	 so	 much	 like	 a	 maze.	 My	 feet
crunched	 in	 the	wet,	dark	gravel.	Overhead,	clouds	claimed	more	of	 the	sky.	 I
didn’t	know	how	they’d	moved	in	that	quickly.
“Gilbert!”	I	yelled.	I	thought	about	calling	for	Matt,	but	I	was	sure	he	couldn’t

hear	me,	not	completely	on	the	other	side	of	the	point.	I	even	looked	around	for
the	woman	who	had	given	Gilbert	 that	candy,	hoping	that	she	might	be	able	to
help	me.
I	 stepped	 behind	 one	 giant	 rock,	 then	 another,	 then	 another.	 The	 waves

splashing	against	the	beach	seemed	bigger	now—a	fishing	boat	must’ve	passed
by	just	off-shore,	but	I	hadn’t	seen	or	heard	it	go	by.
I	was	 in	 a	 full-fledged	panic	 now.	 I	 remembered	 the	 chill,	 the	 certainty	 that

something	terrible	was	about	to	occur,	and	it	made	me	gasp	all	over	again.



I	stepped	behind	one	more	boulder.
And	 there	was	Gilbert,	 sitting	on	his	haunches	 staring	 into	a	 tidal	pool.	The

tide	pool	 itself	was	completely	 still	 even	as	a	wave	crashed	against	a	 rock	not
five	feet	away.
He	barely	looked	up	at	me.	“There’s	a	crab	with	only	one	claw,”	he	said.
I	 was	 so	 relieved	 I	 couldn’t	 bring	 myself	 to	 speak,	 much	 less	 yell	 at	 him.

Instead,	I	turned	toward	the	open	water,	looking	out	at	the	darkening	sky.
A	cold	breeze	suddenly	blew	in	off	the	bay,	but	I	didn’t	shiver.	Whatever	had

caused	the	chill	I’d	felt	before,	it	had	been	a	lot	colder	than	this.



The	 first	 thing	 that	 strikes	 you	 about	 being	 on	 an	 island	 like	 Hinder	 is	 the
sounds.	There	are	a	lot	fewer	of	them,	so	you	notice	more	of	the	ones	you	hear.
As	Gilbert	 and	 I	 rode	 our	 bikes	 back	 home	 from	Trumble	 Point,	 I	 couldn’t

help	but	listen	to	the	sounds	of	the	island.
Unseen	squirrels	chirped	in	the	woods.
A	breeze	rustled	through	the	leaves	of	the	trees.
A	horn	blasted	from	an	approaching	ferry.
I	could	never	figure	out	why	the	sound	of	the	ferry	carried	the	way	it	did.	The

landing	was	way	at	the	north	end	of	the	island.	As	a	result,	that’s	where	most	of
the	 people	 lived.	 But	 Gilbert	 and	 I	 lived	 with	 our	 grandparents	 in	 an	 old
farmhouse	 toward	 the	 south	 end	 of	 the	 island,	 a	 ten-minute	 bike	 ride	 from
Trumble	Point.	The	whole	area	had	once	been	an	apple	orchard.	Most	of	it	had
been	reclaimed	by	forest,	but	many	of	the	old	apple	trees	lived	on,	their	trunks
getting	knottier,	their	unpruned	branches	growing	ever	more	wild.	Some	of	them
still	grew	apples	in	the	fall,	but	they	were	now	too	small	and	too	sour	to	eat.
I	still	hadn’t	forgotten	that	strange	chill	I’d	felt	back	at	the	point—or	the	scare

I’d	had	when	I’d	thought	Gilbert	was	missing.	But	the	closer	we	got	to	home,	the
more	that	all	seemed	like	a	distant	memory.
A	dock	creaked	down	along	the	water	beyond	the	trees.
A	hummingbird	buzzed	by	right	in	front	of	my	bike.
And	angry	voices	rose	up	from	the	front	porch	of	the	house	across	the	street

from	our	grandparents.
“Margaret!”	one	voice	said,	a	man.	“Be	reasonable.	Do	you	have	any	idea	how



much	that	thing	cost?”
“So	buy	him	a	new	one!”	another	voice	said,	a	woman.	“If	he	wants	to	keep	it

here,	he’s	keeping	it	here,	and	that’s	final.”
“At	this	point,	I’ve	lost	track	of	how	many	ways	you’re	violating	the	terms	of

our	custody	agreement!”
“You’re	one	to	talk	about	violating	agreements.”
You	could	count	the	houses	of	our	neighbors	on	one	hand.	These	voices	were

coming	from	the	house	of	Gilbert’s	best	friend,	a	six-year-old	boy	named	Billy
who	lived	there	with	his	mother.	His	parents	were	divorced,	and	his	father	didn’t
live	 on	 the	 island	 anymore.	 But	 due	 to	 some	 weird	 wording	 on	 the	 custody
agreement,	the	mother	had	worked	it	so	that	if	the	father	wanted	to	see	his	son,
he	had	to	take	the	ferry	all	the	way	out	to	the	island	to	pick	Billy	up	at	her	house,
then	later	bring	him	all	the	way	back	home	again.
For	this	and	many	other	reasons,	they	now	hated	each	other	with	a	passion—

and	that	hatred	often	dissolved	into	screaming	matches	on	the	front	porch	of	the
house.
Like	I	said,	everyone	on	 the	 island	knew	everyone	else’s	business,	 including

me.

———

At	least	I	had	the	Internet.
If	 an	 island	 was	 a	 place	 of	 endless	 dead	 ends,	 the	 Internet	 was	 the	 exact

opposite:	a	world	without	limits.	You	could	go	anywhere	at	any	time.	Better	still,
you	could	do	it	from	the	comfort	of	your	own	bedroom.
The	first	thing	I	did	when	I	got	home,	even	before	I	took	off	my	shoes,	was	to

go	up	to	my	bedroom	so	I	could	update	my	profile	status.	I’d	have	done	it	out	at
Trumble	Point	with	my	phone,	but	there	wasn’t	any	service	that	far	south.
I	 thought	 about	 writing	 about	 that	 weird	 chill	 I’d	 felt,	 that	 premonition	 or

whatever.	But	a	bigger	part	of	me	was	determined	to	forget	all	about	it.	Besides,
I	could	never	write	it	in	such	a	way	that	people	would	truly	understand.
I	 also	 thought	 about	 writing	 what	 had	 happened	 to	 Gilbert,	 but	 I	 didn’t

particularly	want	to	be	reminded	about	that	either.
Gilbert	and	I	just	got	back	from	the	beach,	I	wrote.	Wounded	Wolf	was	there



fishing.	Shirtless.	OMFG.
Wounded	Wolf	was	the	nickname	I’d	given	Matt.	I	wasn’t	about	to	call	him	by

his	 real	 name,	 not	where	 someone	 on	 the	 island	might	 see.	 The	 first	 time	 I’d
mentioned	him,	I’d	said	he	reminded	me	of	a	wolf	caught	in	a	trap,	and	the	name
had	just	kind	of	stuck.	Plus,	there	was	that	whole	piercing-brown-eyes	thing.
Then	I	started	uploading	a	video	Gilbert	and	I	had	 taken	of	some	centipedes

scurrying	around	under	this	rotten	stump.	Most	of	the	people	I	knew	online	lived
in	the	city,	so	I	figured	if	I	was	forced	to	live	on	Hinder	Island,	I	could	at	least
share	a	little	bit	of	nature	with	them.	It	was	just	one	of	my	“things.”
By	the	time	the	video	was	uploaded,	the	comments	started	coming	in	fast	and

furious	about	my	profile	update.
Photos!	Kelsey	commented.	We	wanna	see	Wounded	Wolf	shirtless!
LOL,	I	wrote.	Didn’t	take	any.	I	may	be	a	perv,	but	not	that	much	of	one.
A	text	box	popped	up	in	my	window.
Details!	Smuggler16	wrote.	We	want	details!
I	laughed	out	loud	for	real	this	time.
I	take	back	what	I	said	about	not	having	any	friends.	Maybe	I	didn’t	have	any

on	Hinder	Island,	but	that	didn’t	mean	I	didn’t	have	any	friends	at	all.	They	were
just	the	online	kind.	True,	I’d	never	met	any	of	them	in	person,	but	I’d	known	a
couple	of	them	since	before	my	parents	died.
These	were	people	who	accepted	me	the	way	I	was,	including	the	whole	gay

thing.	My	grandparents	weren’t	Neanderthals,	but	 they	were	 in	 their	 seventies,
and	that	was	a	conversation	I	just	did	not	want	to	be	having	with	them	any	time
soon.	And	 the	 rest	 of	Hinder	 Island?	 Please.	 The	 island	was	 only	 a	 couple	 of
miles	from	the	mainland,	from	the	south	end	of	Tacoma,	with	Seattle	thirty	miles
to	the	north.	But	it	might	as	well	have	been	a	whole	ocean.
Sometimes	it	was	like	the	life	I	lived	online	was	the	real	one,	and	my	life	on

Hinder	Island,	that	was	the	fake	one.
I	started	filling	in	the	requested	details	about	Matt’s	body—I	still	hadn’t	gotten

a	 chance	 to	 upload	 some	 photos	 I’d	 taken	 of	 a	 starfish	 eating	 a	 clam—when
there	was	a	knock	on	my	door.
“Come	in,”	I	said.
It	was	my	grandparents.	Together.	That	was	a	little	weird.	But	even	so,	I	barely



glanced	over	at	them.
“Zach?”	my	grandpa	said.
“We	need	to	talk	to	you,”	my	grandma	said.
“Go	for	it,”	I	said.
“We	need	to	you	to	stop	typing,”	my	grandpa	said.
“And	give	us	your	full	attention,”	my	grandma	said.
My	 grandparents	 said	 this	 a	 lot.	 They	 hated	 how	much	 time	 I	 spent	 on	 the

computer.	They	were	always	saying	how	there	were	all	these	bad	people	online.
“There’s	so	much	evil	in	the	world,”	my	grandmother	would	say.	“Why	would

you	want	to	bring	that	into	your	bedroom?”
My	 grandfather	would	 always	 agree.	 “That’s	why	we	 live	 here	 on	Hinder,”

he’d	say.	“So	we	don’t	have	to	worry	about	that	kind	of	stuff.”
When	 it	 came	 to	 anything	 off-island,	my	 grandparents	 had	 always	 been	 the

nervous	 types,	 but	 ever	 since	 my	 parents	 had	 been	 killed,	 they’d	 been	 more
paranoid	than	ever.	It	had	been	over	a	year	since	I’d	bothered	arguing	with	them
about	any	of	this.
I	stopped	typing.	I	didn’t	want	my	grandparents	seeing	anything	suspicious	on

my	 profile,	 so	 I	 turned	 off	 the	monitor.	 Then	 I	 turned	 and	 gave	 them	my	 full
attention.
As	 grandparents	 go,	 mine	 were	 okay.	 I’m	 sure	 they	 hadn’t	 expected	 to	 be

raising	kids	again,	not	 in	 their	seventies.	Still,	 they	were	fit	and	active.	After	a
lifetime	of	being	together,	they’d	even	started	to	look	like	each	other.	They	now
had	just	about	the	same	amount	of	thinning	white	hair.	And	over	the	years,	my
grandma	 had	 put	 on	 some	 pounds	 and	 my	 grandpa	 had	 lost	 a	 few	 inches	 of
height,	 so	 they	were	 now	 both	 almost	 the	 same	 size.	 If	 you	 didn’t	 know	 any
better,	you	might	think	they	were	twins—maybe	even	twins	of	the	same	sex.
Just	like	twins,	they	also	had	this	habit	of	finishing	each	other’s	sentences.
“It’s	Thursday,	Zachary,”	my	grandpa	said.
“Garbage	day,”	my	grandma	said.
I	forgot	to	take	the	garbage	out,	I	thought.	We	had	to	keep	the	garbage	in	the

garage	because	of	raccoons,	and	on	garbage	day,	it	was	my	job	to	haul	it	down	to
the	curb	 for	 the	collectors.	Today	had	been	garbage	day,	but	Gilbert	and	 I	had
left	for	Trumble	Point	on	our	bikes	before	I’d	gotten	around	to	it.



“We	don’t	ask	you	to	do	a	lot	around	here,”	my	grandma	said.
“But	it’s	really	important	that	you	do	that,”	my	grandpa	said.
“Because	you	didn’t	do	it	 today,	your	grandfather	had	to,”	my	grandma	said.

“And	it’s	far	too	heavy	for	him,	and	he	fell	down	and	skinned	his	knee.”
“Mary,	I’m	fine,”	my	grandpa	said.
“That’s	not	the	point!”	my	grandma	said.
“I’m	really	sorry,”	I	said.	“I	totally	forgot.	Gilbert	and	I	rode	our	bikes	out	to

—”
“It	seems	like	you	forget	a	lot,”	my	grandpa	said.
“Not	that	much,”	I	said.
“We’re	at	our	wits	end	trying	to	get	you	to	remember,”	my	grandma	said.
“But	we	 think	you	might	be	more	 likely	 to	 if	you’re	punished,”	my	grandpa

said.
“As	of	 tonight,	we	want	you	off	your	computer	 for	one	week,”	my	grandma

said.
It	 took	a	 second	 for	 the	words	 to	 sink	 in.	No	computer?	For	a	whole	week?

They	couldn’t	be	serious.
“And	your	phone	too,”	my	grandpa	said.	“If	you	need	to	make	a	call,	you	can

use	the	line	in	the	house.”
“But—”	How	did	I	explain	to	them	what	a	big	deal	this	was	to	me?	Without

the	computer,	without	contact	with	my	friends,	being	on	Hinder	Island	would	be
like	being	in	prison.
“It’s	just	as	well,”	my	grandma	said.	“It’s	just	not	right,	how	you’re	always	on

that	thing.	It’s	going	to	lead	to	something	bad,	I	just	know	it.”
That’s	 when	 I	 knew	 there	 was	 nothing	 I	 could	 say	 to	 change	 their	 minds.

They’d	been	looking	for	an	excuse	to	take	my	computer	away	anyway.
“And	if	this	kind	of	thing	ever	happens	again,”	my	grandpa	said,	“we’ll	take

your	phone	and	your	computer	away	for	good.”

———

But	 just	because	my	grandparents	had	made	up	their	minds,	 that	didn’t	mean	I
wasn’t	going	to	try	to	change	them.	Of	course	no	matter	how	I	tried	to	talk	them
into	a	different	punishment,	they	wouldn’t	listen.	All	my	arguing	was	just	proof



that	they’d	stumbled	upon	a	punishment	that	might	really	have	an	impact	on	me.
After	a	while,	even	Gilbert	pulled	me	aside.	“Zach?”	he	said	 to	me,	with	all

the	maturity	of	his	seven	years.	“Give	it	up.	You’re	just	making	it	worse.”
To	make	things	even	more	dire,	we	didn’t	have	a	television—it	had	been	hard

enough	 talking	 them	 into	 getting	 me	 an	 Internet	 connection.	 I’d	 never	 really
cared	 that	 we	 didn’t	 have	 TV	 because	 I	 watched	 everything	 online	 or	 on	my
phone,	but	what	was	I	going	to	do	now	for	the	next	week?
“Why	don’t	we	all	play	a	game	of	hearts?”	my	grandma	said	after	dinner.
The	offline	world	can’t	be	that	boring,	I	thought.
On	Hinder	Island,	it	could.
“I’m	going	up	to	my	room,”	I	said,	which	is	exactly	what	I	did.
But	 once	 I	 got	 there,	 I	 realized	 there	wasn’t	 anything	more	 interesting	 there

either,	not	with	my	computer	out.	My	bedroom	had	been	my	dad’s	when	he	was
a	kid,	 and	 it	hadn’t	 really	changed	 since	 then.	 It	had	 the	 same	saggy	bed	he’d
slept	in,	with	a	couple	of	torn	STP	stickers	stuck	to	the	headboard.	There	was	a
matching	 nightstand	 and	 dresser,	 but	 a	 different	 desk,	much	 older	with	 darker
wood,	 some	 kind	 of	 antique.	And	 he’d	 tacked	 a	 poster	 from	 the	 1980s	movie
Poltergeist	to	the	wall,	though	it	was	now	pretty	faded.
It	was	 funny.	 I’d	never	 really	noticed	how	 little	 I’d	 changed	 the	 room	since

moving	 in	with	my	grandparents	 two	years	earlier.	Partly	 it	was	 the	 fact	 that	 I
spent	most	of	my	life	online,	so	I	didn’t	really	care	what	my	room	looked	like.
But	 it	was	also	 the	way	Gilbert	and	 I	had	ended	up	here	after	our	parents	had
been	 killed.	My	 grandparents	 had	 never	 really	 talked	 about	 it,	 never	 officially
said	to	us,	“We’re	going	to	raise	you	now.	This	is	your	new	home.”	As	a	result,	it
had	always	kind	of	felt	like	I	was	living	in	one	of	their	spare	bedrooms.	I’d	never
really	thought	about	it	before,	but	maybe	this	was	part	of	the	reason	why	I	spent
so	much	time	online.
I	paced	around	my	bedroom	for	a	while	until	I	was	almost	desperate	enough	to

go	back	and	join	my	grandparents	for	 that	game	of	hearts,	but	 then	I	heard	the
creaking	 of	 old	 pipes	 and	 squeaking	 of	 old	 floorboards	 as	my	 grandpa	 started
getting	a	bath	ready	for	Gilbert.
Shortly	after	 that,	my	grandparents	got	 themselves	ready	for	bed,	 too.	A	few

minutes	 later,	 the	 squeaks	 and	 creaks	 stopped.	 It	 wasn’t	 even	 nine	 o’clock	 at



night,	and	the	rest	of	the	house	had	already	gone	to	bed.	Did	they	do	this	every
night?	I’d	never	noticed.
And	I	still	didn’t	have	anything	to	do	except	lay	in	bed	and	stare	at	the	ceiling.

There	sure	were	a	lot	of	dead	bugs	in	the	light	fixture.
My	grandparents	said	there	was	all	 this	evil	 in	 the	world—out	in	cyberspace

and	out	across	the	water	that	surrounded	our	little	island.
I	suddenly	remembered	that	strange	chill	I’d	felt	out	at	Trumble	Point.
I	didn’t	want	to	think	about	that.
On	the	shelf	in	the	bottom	half	of	the	nightstand,	I	spotted	some	books.	They

must’ve	also	been	my	dad’s—another	 thing	 I’d	never	noticed	 in	 the	 two	years
I’d	been	living	here.
I	 looked	 at	 some	 of	 the	 titles.	Brideshead	 Revisited	 by	 Evelyn	Waugh.	The

Power	and	the	Glory	by	Graham	Greene.	Something	called	Onions	in	the	Stew
by	Betty	MacDonald.
No,	thanks,	I	thought.	It’s	not	that	I	never	read	books,	but	I	couldn’t	remember

the	last	time	I	read	them	in	actual	book	form—and	I	had	no	interest	in	reading
anything	that	old.
I	came	to	a	book	with	the	title	Voyage	Beyond	the	Rainbow	by	someone	named

Celestia	Moonglow.
That	made	me	sit	up.
I	pulled	the	book	off	the	shelf.	The	subtitle	was	The	Art	of	Astral	Projection.

From	the	font,	it	looked	like	it	had	been	published	in	the	1970s.	The	cover	had	a
picture	of	a	man	sitting	in	a	chair	with	his	head	down.	The	way	he	was	clenching
the	arm	rests,	it	almost	looked	like	he	was	strapped	to	the	chair.	Rising	up	from
out	 of	 the	 man’s	 body	 was	 this	 glowing	 image	 of	 the	 same	 man,	 arms
outstretched	toward	the	sky,	this	peaceful	expression	on	his	face.
I	flipped	the	book	over.
At	 last	 it	can	be	revealed—the	ancient	 secrets	of	astral	 travel!	 read	 the	bold

print	at	the	top	of	the	page.	Free	your	soul	from	its	physical	confines	and	send	it
soaring	into	strange	new	realms!
I’d	heard	of	astral	projection.	Out-of-body	travel.
The	writing	continued	 in	smaller	 type.	“For	centuries,	people	have	 reported

the	 ability	 to	 separate	 their	 souls	 from	 their	 bodies.	 Now	 you	 can	 try	 astral



projection	 too!	Author	Celestia	Moonglow	presents	 the	 first	practical,	 step-by-
step	guide	to	out-of-body	travel.	In	easy-to-follow	language,	Celestia	lays	out	a
simple,	time-tested	strategy	for	astral	projection.	At	last	it’s	possible	to	separate
your	astral	body	from	your	physical	one—to	travel	through	space	and	time,	visit
distant	planets,	and	even	travel	to	different	dimensions!
This	 was	 crazy.	 Astral	 projection	 was	 like	 angel-readings	 and	 past-life

regression	and	tarot	cards	and	the	rest	of	the	New	Age	nonsense.
I	put	the	book	back	on	the	shelf	and	sat	back	to	stare	up	at	the	ceiling.	I	also

had	cobwebs	in	my	corners.
On	the	other	hand,	the	alternative	to	the	book	was	staring	up	at	my	ceiling	all

night.
I	 reached	 for	 book	 again,	 opened	 it,	 and	 sat	 back	 on	 my	 bed	 and	 started

reading.
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