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one
When	Rae	told	me	the	wolf	was	watching	us	in	the	cornfield	again,	I	laughed.
And	then	I	punched	her	in	the	arm	for	being	stupid.	She	used	to	say	that	the
wolves	 knew	 all	 of	 our	 secrets,	 that	 with	 pricked	 ears	 they	 listened	 to	 the
rumors	about	Lacey	Jordan	and	 the	 janitor,	 that	 the	whole	pack	knew	about
how	Rae	 had	 lost	 her	 virginity	 in	 her	mom’s	 spare	 bedroom	 two	 summers
ago.	Sometimes	she	said	 they	 inched	even	closer	when	we	smuggled	cherry
vodka	under	our	fur-lined	jackets,	the	bottles	clinking	against	the	buttons	on
our	jeans.	The	wolves	liked	cherry-flavored	things.

My	boots	crunched	through	the	icy	film	covering	the	cornfield.	I	followed
Rae	 through	 the	 brittle	 stalks	 jutting	 out	 from	 the	 snow	 as	 the	 empty	 sky
smothered	us	in	blue.	Her	hair	poked	out	from	beneath	her	hat	and	her	breath
curdled	like	sour	milk	in	the	cold.

“What	are	we	doing?	Seriously,”	I	huffed	as	I	dodged	a	broken	stalk.

Rae	 laughed,	 and	her	pointy	nose	 tipped	 toward	 the	 sky.	 “Can’t	you	ever
just,	 like,	 go	 with	 the	 flow,	 Claire?”	 She	 stopped	 and	 lifted	 a	 puffy	 green
mitten	out	 to	her	side.	“Look	at	 this	gorgeous	day.	Come	on,	enjoy	 it!	Who
knows	 when	 you’ll	 see	 the	 sun	 again.”	 She	 shuffled	 through	 the	 snow,
swinging	her	hands	through	the	broken	corn.

“Excuse	me,	‘when	you’ll	see	the	sun’?	Pretty	sure	you’re	trapped	here	too,
Rae.”	But	Rae	just	laughed,	still	swinging	her	mittens	in	lazy	figure	eights	as
she	kicked	up	the	first	remnants	of	winter	behind	her.

I	followed.	Because	I	always	followed.

Rae	plopped	 into	a	clump	of	 snow	 just	 the	 right	 size	 for	 two	skinny	girls
and	chewed	on	her	chapped	lips.	I	sank	down	next	to	her,	even	though	I	didn’t
have	my	 snow	pants	 on.	Cold	 seeped	 through	my	underwear	 and	made	my
butt	ache.

For	a	second,	I	swore	I	almost	saw	the	wolf,	the	one	that	Rae	had	said	tried
to	pull	a	pack	of	cigarettes	out	of	her	back	pocket	one	time.	But	I	blinked,	and
the	outline	of	fur	melted	into	the	snow.



Rae’s	 head	 snapped	 up	 and	 she	 squinted	 into	 the	 blurry,	 almost-wolf
shadow	hidden	between	the	stalks.	“I’m	totally	going	to	get	out	of	this	crappy
town,”	she	whispered	into	my	ear,	like	if	she	said	it	too	loud,	the	wolf	would
howl	out	her	words	until	they	bounced	between	the	sleepy	houses.	“And	I’m
going	 to	 have	 an	 apartment	 on	 the	 fiftieth	 floor	 somewhere	 and	 my	 own
couch	and	a	chair	that’s	red,	just	because	I	can.”

I	sighed,	poking	a	finger	into	the	snow.	“Yeah,	me	too.”

“No.	I’m	going	to	get	out	of	here.”

I	 looked	up	 and	 saw	her	watching	me,	 eyes	narrowed.	 “I	 know,	Rae.	Me
too.	We’re	gonna	move	away	together	one	day.”

Rae	sucked	on	her	bottom	lip.	Then	she	let	out	a	puff	of	air.	“One	day	is	in
three	days.”

The	day	was	still	around	us,	so	still	 that	Rae’s	words	ec-hoed	through	the
cornfield	and	the	snow	and	the	sky.	Except	for	the	snap	of	a	brittle	leaf	just	in
front	of	us	and	a	flash	of	gray	as	thick	as	a	secret.

I	pulled	in	a	breath	between	my	teeth.	Rae	wrapped	her	green	mitten	around
my	wrist	and	squeezed.	But	if	the	wolf	really	was	here,	listening,	it	was	either
already	gone	or	too	quiet	to	be	caught.

I	 turned	 back	 to	 Rae	 and	 whispered:	 “What	 do	 you	 mean,	 three	 days?
You’re,	like,	a	year	from	graduating.”

“But	Robbie	already	has,”	she	said.

I	scrunched	my	nose	as	I	poked	another	finger	into	the	snow.	“So?”

“So,	Robbie’s	moving	to	Chicago.	And	I’m	going	with	him.	We’re	leaving
a	 couple	 days	 before	 Christmas.”	 She	 squealed	 and	 clapped	 her	 mittens
together.

“Are	 you	 insane?”	 I	 stood,	 brushing	 the	 snow	 from	 my	 jeans.	 “You’ve
known	him	for,	like,	a	week!	And	how	much	have	you	actually	talked	to	him,
since	you’ve	just	been	sucking	face	with	him	after	your	parents	go	to	bed?”	I
paced	between	 the	 stalks,	my	pink	hands	making	circles	 in	 the	 air.	 “This	 is
just	…	this	is	insane,	Rae,	don’t	do	it.”

Rae	stood,	and	instead	of	looking	mad,	her	eyes	were	soft	and	empty.	She
grabbed	my	 shoulders,	 and	my	 boots	 scuffed	 the	 snow.	 “I’m	 going,	Claire.



And	I	need	you	to	promise	me	something.”

I	closed	my	eyes	and	sucked	 in	 the	winter	air.	 I	was	almost	afraid	 to	ask.
“What,	Rae?”

A	mitten	 landed	 in	 the	 snow	with	 a	 soft	 thump.	 I	 opened	my	 eyes.	 The
blade	of	a	paring	knife	lay	dangerously	close	to	her	palm.	“What	are	you—”

Rae	flicked	the	knife	and	red	slithered	across	her	skin.	Her	eyes	flashed	as
she	grabbed	my	hand.	“Now	you.”

I	pulled	back	but	she	was	too	quick;	another	flick,	and	then	the	heat	of	my
own	blood	pooled	 in	my	palm.	Rae	dropped	 the	knife	and	held	her	hand	 in
front	of	mine.

“Promise	 me	 that	 you	 won’t	 tell	 anyone,	 not	 even	 Ella,	 that	 you	 know
where	I	am,”	she	breathed.	“Even	when	they	ask.”

I	 stared	 at	 her	 hand,	 constellations	 of	 blood	 collecting	 at	 the	 creases.
“Okay.”

“Okay.”	 Rae	 smiled	 and	 pressed	 her	 hand	 to	 mine.	 “Blood	 oath.	 Non-
breakable.”	We	pulled	away,	and	I	stuck	my	hand	into	the	snow	to	dilute	the
itchy	 feeling	 of	 dried	 blood.	When	 I	 stood	 up	 again,	Rae	wrapped	me	 in	 a
hug.	“Now	I’m	always	with	you,	wherever	you	go,”	she	whispered.	“I	know
you’ll	keep	your	promise.”

I	did	keep	my	promise.

For	as	long	as	the	wolves	let	me.



two
“No,	Laura,	 I’m	 just	 as	 lost	 as	 you	 are	 about	 the	whole	 thing,”	Mom	 said,
stretching	the	phone	cord	between	her	fingers.	Her	long	hair	was	thrown	into
a	messy	knot	at	her	neck.	“I’d	just	tell	her	if	she	raids	your	liquor	cabinet	one
more	time,	she’s	going	to	live	with	your	sister	in	Alpena.”

I	 sat	 at	 the	 breakfast	 bar,	my	 flannel	 pajamas	 bunched	 up	 at	my	waist.	 I
pulled	at	 the	drawstrings.	A	small,	 embroidered	R	 followed	by	 a	 crooked	B
stared	up	at	me.	“Oh,”	I	said,	and	Dad	folded	down	the	paper	and	raised	an
eyebrow.

“Hold	on	 a	 sec,	Laura.”	Mom	wrapped	her	 fingers	 around	 the	 end	of	 the
phone.	“Do	you	know	something,	Claire?”	she	whispered,	her	eyes	shining.

“About	 what,	Mom?”	 I	 asked,	 even	 though	 I	 already	 knew.	 It	 had	 to	 be
about	Rae.	It	always	was.

“Rae,”	she	whispered.	“Laura	found	a	packed	suitcase	under	her	bed.”

My	 cheeks	 felt	 hot	 as	 I	 ran	my	 thumb	 over	 the	 letters.	 “Um,	 no.	 I	 don’t
know	anything	about	that.	I	 just	remembered	these	are	Rae’s	pajamas,	that’s
all.	I	think	she	left	them	last	time	she	spent	the	night.”

Mom	nodded	and	her	face	sagged.	“Why	don’t	you	get	dressed,	okay?	Tell
Ella	to	get	dressed,	too.	We’ll	do	your	birthday	cake	before	church	tonight.”
She	smiled	and	the	bags	beneath	her	eyes	tightened.	She	pressed	the	phone	to
her	cheek.	“No,	I	thought	she	might	know	what’s	going	on	with	Rae,	but	she
hasn’t	said	anything	…	”

My	 stomach	 churned	 as	 I	 jumped	 off	 the	 stool,	 still	 clutching	 the	 giant
pants	so	they	wouldn’t	end	up	around	my	ankles.	Even	though	Rae	was	only	a
year	and	a	half	older	than	me,	sometimes	it	felt	more	like	a	decade	between
us.	We’d	always	talked	about	leaving	Amble,	getting	in	an	old	beater	with	a
guy	who	smelled	like	cigarettes	and	drove	fast	enough	to	make	the	cornstalks
blur	 on	 our	 way	 out	 of	 town.	 But	 the	 idea	 of	 actually	 doing	 it—actually
packing	up	a	suitcase	and	slipping	into	the	night—made	me	feel	a	little	sick.
Not	Rae,	though.



Dad	cleared	his	throat	from	the	other	side	of	the	paper,	cutting	through	my
thoughts.	 “Do	 you	 know	 something,	 Claire?	 Why	 Rae	 has	 a	 full	 suitcase
under	her	bed?”	The	words	were	 so	quiet	 that	 I	barely	heard	 them	over	 the
rustling	pages.

My	mind	tumbled	over	Rae’s	plans:	snapshots	of	her	getting	into	a	car	with
a	guy	who	had	too	much	hair	and	a	future	that	was	too	unclear	to	see	past	the
Ohio	state	border.

Just	tell	him.

I	 twisted	 Rae’s	 initials	 around	 my	 fingers.	 Dad	 set	 down	 the	 paper	 and
folded	his	hands	over	the	headlines.	“Well?”

The	secret	burned	in	my	throat	like	the	cheap	grape	cough	syrup	that	Mom
always	made	me	and	Ella	take	if	we	even	so	much	as	sneezed.	I	swallowed	it
down.

“I	have	no	idea.”

Dad	watched	me	for	a	long	moment	before	nodding.	His	eyes	flicked	back
to	the	paper.	“Well,	if	you	remember	anything,	you	know	where	to	find	me.”

I	 tried	 to	 say	 something	 cheery	 and	 confident,	 like	 “Oh	 yes,	 I	 will	most
definitely	 tell	 you	 if	 I	 hear	 anything.”	But	 a	 strangled	 little	 noise	 came	 out
instead.	I	tugged	at	the	pajama	drawstrings	as	I	walked	down	the	hall.

“Mom	says	to	get	dressed,”	I	said,	shoving	open	Ella’s	door.	She	sat	in	the
middle	of	her	room,	under	her	self-made	canopy	of	paper	stars	and	lightning
bolts.	A	riot	of	rainbow	twinkle	lights	blinked	around	the	window.	Remnants
of	her	childhood	still	clung	to	the	yellowing	walls,	while	posters	of	bands	and
boys	had	started	to	spread	between	them	like	ivy.

“I	 am	 dressed,”	 she	 said,	 smoothing	 down	 the	 stripes	 on	 her	 skirt.	 She
blinked	up	at	me.	“What’s	wrong	with	this?”

“Ell,	 it’s	 winter.	 You’ll	 totally	 freeze.”	As	 I	 freed	 her	 from	 the	 too-short
skirt,	she	grabbed	at	my	hand.	“Where	are	those	brown	pants	I	gave	you?”

She	brushed	a	blond	curl	from	her	cheek.	“Um,	the	closet	…	maybe.”

I	 raised	an	eyebrow	at	her	before	 flinging	open	 the	closet	door.	A	pile	of
wrinkly,	 sparkly	 clothes	 smelling	 kind	 of	 like	 her	 Cherry	 Blast	 body	 spray



tumbled	out.	I	groaned	and	started	picking	through	the	disaster.	“Mom	is	so
going	to	kill	you.”

Ella	threw	her	hands	to	her	hips.	“No,	she’s	not!	Have	you	seen	her	closet?
It	looks	just	like	mine.”

I	wrestled	with	some	kind	of	fuzzy	sweater	 to	free	 the	pants,	smiling	as	I
turned	to	throw	them	at	her.	Neon	yellow	and	black	striped	tights	crawled	up
her	legs	until	they	collided	with	a	blue	tank	top	that	looked	like	someone	had
sneezed	 sequins	 across	 it.	 She	 looked	 like	 a	 tiny,	 misguided	 fashion
experiment,	like	a	cutout	of	one	of	those	outfits	that	showed	up	in	Seventeen
and	made	you	wonder	if	anyone	in	fashion	was	sane.

“Please,	 put	 these	 on,”	 I	 said,	 laughing.	 “And	 throw	 a	 sweater	 on	 while
you’re	at	it.”

Ella	grabbed	the	pants,	rolling	her	eyes.	I	started	untangling	stray	socks	and
underwear	from	the	closet	floor.

“Hey!	You	need	your	birthday	prize!”	she	chirped	from	behind	me.	A	wind
chime	made	of	rusty	spoons	she’d	collected	from	the	diner	downtown	jangled
as	she	opened	her	desk	drawer.

I	 scrunched	 my	 nose.	 “My	 birthday	 prize	 should	 be	 for	 you	 to	 let	 me
destroy	 that	wind	chime.”	 I	made	my	 fingers	 into	 scissors	and	pretended	 to
cut	the	strings	free	from	the	knob.

Ella	laughed,	smacking	my	hand	away.	“No	way.	You	may	hate	it,	but	this
wind	chime	 is	 the	awesomest.	 I	 swear,	 I	get	good	 luck	every	 time	 it	 rings.”
Her	hair	slid	down	her	neck	as	she	shuffled	through	the	drawer.	“So	today’s
my	lucky	day,	not	yours.”	She	stuck	her	tongue	out.

My	heart	skipped	a	beat.	I	could	definitely	use	some	luck,	 I	 thought.	For	a
quick	second,	I	considered	actually	borrowing	Ella’s	wind	chime.

“Here	it	is!”	she	sang,	pulling	out	a	small	box	wrapped	in	her	own	artwork.
“Happy	fifteenth	birthday!”

“Hmm	…	what	is	it?”	I	shook	the	box	wildly	next	to	one	ear	and	then	the
other.	Making	Ella	wait	was	always	the	best	part	of	opening	birthday	presents.
“What	could	it	be—?”

“Open	 it,	 open	 it!”	 Ella	 bounced	 on	 the	 desk	 chair,	 her	 pink	 cheeks
glowing.



“Okay,	 okay.”	 I	 grinned,	 tugging	 the	 lid	 off	 the	 box.	 Inside	 sat	 a	 small
knitted	bird.	Threads	of	periwinkle	blue	and	smoky	gray	yarn	wove	through
the	wings.	A	fat	black	bead	sat	in	place	for	an	eye.	I	picked	it	up	and	held	it	in
my	palm.

“It’s	so	pretty,	Ell,”	I	breathed.	I	glanced	up	at	her.	“Did	you	make	this?”

“Uh-huh,”	 she	 said,	 nodding.	 “It’s	 a	 bookmark,	 see?	The	wings	 can	 stick
out	of	the	book.”	She	grabbed	the	bird	from	my	hand	and	tilted	it	so	its	wing
poked	upward.	 “And	 it’s	 a	bird	because	 I	know	you	want	 to	move	away	 to
New	York	and	study	clothes	and	all	that	stuff.	So	it’s,	like,	saying	you	can	fly
or	something.”

I	 took	 the	 bird	 from	 Ella’s	 hand	 and	 ran	 my	 fingers	 over	 the	 soft	 little
bumps	of	yarn.

Ella	bit	her	lip,	glancing	between	me	and	the	bird.	“It	was	Mom’s	idea.”

I	smiled	and	reached	to	pull	her	into	a	giant	hug.	“Thank	you	so	much,”	I
whispered.	“It’s	the	best	present	in	the	whole	universe.”

“Hey	girls,”	Dad	said,	tapping	on	the	door	as	he	poked	his	head	in.	“Mom
and	I	have	to	run	out.”

Ella’s	eyes	went	wide.	“Why?	It’s	Claire’s	birthday!”

“I	know,	 sweetheart,	we’re	 so	 sorry.”	Mom	pushed	past	Dad	and	 reached
for	my	hand.	“We’re	going	to	stop	by	Laura’s	and	see	if	we	can	help	her	talk
some	 sense	 into	Rae.”	 She	 opened	 her	mouth	 to	 say	 something	 but	 choked
back	the	thought	with	a	cough.	Then	she	said,	“She	thinks	Rae’s	going	to	try
to	leave	again.”	She	squeezed	my	fingers,	like	her	words	were	sharp	enough
to	puncture	my	skin.	But	really	they	just	bounced	off	of	me	like	butter	knives,
leaving	 only	 an	 itchy	 spot	where	 they’d	 been	 thrown.	Rae	always	 said	 she
was	going	to	leave.	“We’ll	still	have	cake	tonight,	promise.”

I	slid	my	hand	from	hers.	“This	isn’t	the	first	time	she’s	packed	a	suitcase,
you	know,”	I	blurted.	“She	always	comes	back	anyway.”

Rae	had	tried	to	run	away	twice	before.	Once	on	her	seventh	birthday,	and
once	 on	 Halloween	 last	 year,	 still	 dressed	 in	 her	 evil	 fairy	 costume.	 She
always	 said	 that	 holidays	 were	 the	 best	 days	 for	 running	 away	 because
everyone	was	too	busy	to	notice	until	it	was	too	late.	But	both	times	Rae	had



come	 back	 on	 her	 own,	 saying	 it	 was	 because	 she’d	 forgotten	 her	 favorite
yellow	slippers,	or	a	magazine,	or	a	pack	of	Diet	Coke.

The	only	difference	 this	 time	was	 that	Robbie	would	be	driving	her.	And
that	between	the	two	of	them,	they	probably	had	enough	money	to	buy	a	pack
of	Diet	Coke	when	they	ran	out.

“Okay,	Telegram,	we’re	gonna	go.”	Dad	patted	 the	 top	of	Ella’s	head	and
she	winced	under	the	weight	of	his	palm	or	the	cheesy	nickname;	either	one.
“Claire,	look	after	your	sister.”

They	walked	out	the	door	and	Ella	plopped	back	under	her	canopy,	making
the	 stars	 and	 lightning	 bolts	 dance	 on	 their	 strings.	 I	 let	 the	 air	 out	 of	 my
chest.

Relief	 flooded	 over	 me	 and	 my	 stomach	 tingled	 with	 giddiness.	 On	 one
hand,	 I	 knew	 Rae	 would	 be	 super	 disappointed	 if	 Dad	 and	 the	 rest	 of	 the
Amble	Police	Department	(all	three	of	them)	discovered	her	plans	and	made
her	ditch	Robbie	and	stay	home.	But	on	the	other	hand,	 if	she	stayed	home,
safe	and	sound,	I	could	keep	the	secret	and	have	Rae	around.

The	 front	 door	 clicked	 shut	 and	 Ella	 popped	 back	 up.	 “Come	 on.”	 She
grabbed	my	wrist	and	pulled	me	into	the	hall.

“Where	do	you	think	you’re	going?”	I	asked	while	Ella	combed	through	the
coat	closet.	A	pile	of	mismatched	mittens	and	totally	nasty	hats	began	to	grow
on	the	floor.

“We’re	going	 on	 a	 bike	 ride.”	 Ella	 turned,	 her	 eyes	 sparkling.	 “I’ve	 got
another	birthday	prize!	A	surprise	prize.	Come	on.”	She	shoved	my	coat	into
my	arms,	and	a	small	wooden	box	tumbled	to	the	floor.

“Is	 this	 the	 surprise	 prize?”	 I	 asked,	 bending	 down	 to	 pick	 it	 up.	 Ella
grabbed	it	out	of	my	hands	and	popped	the	lid	off	before	I	could	even	guess
what	was	inside.

She	scrunched	her	nose	as	she	peered	at	 its	contents.	“Ew,	no.	This	is	not
your	 surprise	 prize,	Claire.”	She	picked	up	 a	 dingy	knife	 from	 the	 box	 and
wrapped	her	fingers	around	the	warped	wooden	handle.	Her	eyes	narrowed	as
she	examined	the	tip.	“Is	that—”

“Blood,”	 I	 said.	 My	 stomach	 churned	 as	 I	 stared	 at	 the	 rust-colored
splatters.	“I	think	so.”



“Gross,”	Ella	said	as	she	jammed	the	knife	back	into	the	box	and	chucked	it
into	the	closet.	“Dad	has	the	weirdest	stuff.”

I	 swallowed	back	 the	 sick	 feeling	 in	my	 throat.	The	 sight	 of	 blood	never
failed	 to	make	me	woozy.	 “Yeah.	Probably	a	hunting	knife.”	 Just	 a	hunting
knife.	I	closed	my	eyes	and	forced	the	vision	away.	“So	what	is	this	surprise
you	keep	talking	about?”

“It’s	not	a	surprise	if	I	tell	you.”	Ella	grinned	and	crammed	a	purple	hat	on
her	head.	“Let’s	go,	or	we’re	going	to	be	late.”

Our	bike	 tires	whirred	as	we	cut	 through	 the	dirt	 road	and	 the	cold	air.	The
cornfields	on	either	side	of	us	blurred	into	a	smear	of	brown	and	dripped	over
into	the	cement	sky.	The	wind	made	my	face	sting	and	my	eyes	water,	and	a
few	tentative	snowflakes	shuddered	free	from	the	clouds.	I	dug	my	boots	into
the	pedals.

I	 glanced	back.	Our	house	was	 a	 little	 red	 speck	 in	 the	middle	of	 broken
stalks.	The	cornfield	snapped	and	rustled	in	front	of	me.	Ella	jerked	her	bike
in	between	the	stalks	and	pedaled	furiously	through	the	snow.

“Ell—wait.”	I	shoved	my	bike	forward.	But	the	tires	just	sank.

“Crap,”	 she	 yelled.	 Her	 tires	 kicked	 up	 patches	 of	 snow	 as	 she	 inched
through	the	stalks.	“Forget	this.”	She	hopped	off	her	bike	and	let	it	fall	to	the
ground.	I	swung	off	my	own	bike	and	followed	her.

“This	way,”	she	huffed.	“Right	over	there.”

We	trudged	through	the	field.	I	shivered	under	my	coat	as	I	stepped	over	the
broken	stalks	that	Rae	and	I	had	sat	between	just	 two	days	before.	The	spot
smelled	muddy	and	earthy	and	 like	spring.	No,	 the	whole	 field	smelled	 like
spring.	Like	the	promise	of	something	about	to	bloom.

“Ell,	does	it	smell	like	spring	to	you?”

She	 stopped	 and	 wrinkled	 her	 nose.	 “Nope.	 It	 smells	 like	 rotting	 dead
things.”

I	touched	the	dried	leaves	and	they	snapped	off	in	my	glove.	Maybe	I	just
really	wanted	it	to	smell	hopeful	like	spring,	instead	of	dead	like	winter.

“There,	 look.”	Ella	pointed	 to	a	flickering	 light	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	field.
She	bounced	and	clapped	her	mittens	together.	“Come	on!”



She	 pulled	 me	 toward	 her,	 her	 fingers	 around	 my	 wrist,	 my	 shoulders
brushing	against	 the	 leaves.	A	head	of	dark,	messy	hair	poked	out	 from	 the
stalks.	A	single	candle	lit	up	his	face.

“Happy	 birthday!”	 Grant	 cried.	 A	 cupcake	 wrapped	 in	 silver	 foil	 and
smothered	in	chocolate	frosting	sat	in	his	hand.	The	flicker	from	the	candle	lit
up	the	corners	of	his	grin	like	a	jack-o’-lantern.	“For	you.”

“Thanks,”	I	said.	My	cheeks	felt	hot	and	sweaty.	I	glanced	at	Ella,	who	was
positively	beaming.	“Why’d	you	do	this?”

“You’re	so	dense	sometimes,	Claire,”	Grant	said,	laughing.	“Did	you	forget
it’s	 your	 birthday?”	 He	 pulled	 my	 glove	 off	 by	 the	 fingertips	 and	 set	 the
cupcake	in	my	palm.	“Now	make	a	wish	before	the	wind	makes	it	for	you.”

I	bit	my	lip.	 I	could	wish	for	anything	in	 the	whole	world,	but	all	 I	could
think	about	was	the	way	Grant	was	grinning	and	how	the	freckles	on	his	nose
looked	just	like	the	Big	Dipper,	with	its	handle	pointing	to	his	eyebrows.	Rae
had	 those	 same	 freckles,	 only	 hers	 were	 sprawled	 across	 her	 nose	 like	 a
smattering	of	stars,	all	disjointed	and	chaotic.	Just	like	Rae.	I	swallowed	back
her	secret	and	the	promise	I’d	made	to	keep	it.

“But	 what	 about	 Rae?”	 I	 blurted.	 I	 closed	 my	 eyes.	 Every	 curse	 word
erupted	inside	of	me,	at	her,	for	interrupting	this	moment.	But	it	was	too	late;
Rae	had	already	infiltrated	my	head.	She	might	as	well	be	standing	between
Grant	and	me,	pinching	the	flame	on	my	birthday	candle	until	it	died	a	silent
death.

I	 sighed.	 “Shouldn’t	you	be	back	at	your	house	with	your	mom,	 freaking
out	about	Rae	and	all?”

“Please.	My	 sister’s	 not	 going	 anywhere,”	Grant	 said.	 “Think	 about	 it.	 If
she	was	 really	 planning	on	 skipping	 town,	would	 she	have	 left	 her	 suitcase
sprawled	open,	poking	out	from	under	her	bed?	Now	Mom’s	going	crazy	and
wants	 to	keep	her	on	 lockdown.”	Grant’s	eyes	 flicked	 to	 toward	 the	 rapidly
graying	sky.	“So	seriously,	make	a	wish.”

“Come	 on,	 Claire,	 wish	 for	 new	 clothes!”	 Ella	 said,	 giggling.	 “Then	 I’ll
grow	into	them.”

“Okay,	I	wish	for—”



“Shhh,”	 Grant	 said,	 pressing	 a	 finger	 to	 my	 lips.	 His	 skin	 tasted	 like
frosting	and	butter.	“You	can’t	say	it	aloud	or	it	won’t	come	true.”

I	closed	my	eyes.	I	thought	about	Rae	and	her	secrets	knotted	up	inside	me.
And	then	I	thought	of	Ella’s	broad	grin	and	dimpled	chin	and	the	promises	I
whispered	to	her	before	bedtime	each	night:	to	love	her,	to	make	her	happy,	to
always	keep	her	safe.

I	wish	I	was	the	best	at	keeping	my	promises,	I	thought.	Especially	this	one.

I	blew	out	the	candle	before	the	wind	could	steal	my	wish.	Ella	clapped	and
Grant	laughed.	He	pulled	a	box	from	his	pocket.	“One	more	thing.”

My	heart	 jumped	into	my	throat.	Behind	me,	a	small	cry	came	from	Ella;
Grant’s	birthday	prize	had	managed	to	surprise	even	her.	As	I	reached	for	the
box,	he	grabbed	my	hand	and	turned	it.	He	ran	his	thumb	over	the	jagged	cut
in	the	middle	of	my	palm.	“Where’d	that	come	from?”	he	asked.

“I	don’t	know.	Just	a	scratch.”	I	slid	my	hand	from	his.

He	nodded.	“Here,	I’ll	hold	the	cupcake	and	you	take	the	box.”

“No,	I’ll	hold	the	cupcake.”	Ella	smiled,	wiggling	her	fingers.

“You	will	definitely	not	be	holding	the	cupcake,”	Grant	said,	but	a	crooked
grin	spread	across	his	face.

I	popped	off	 the	 lid	of	 the	box.	A	 flat	 leather	 journal	 sat	at	 the	bottom:	a
wolf’s	gray	muzzle	and	sparkling	yellow	eyes	that	watched	me	from	between
tufts	of	tissue	paper.	I	sucked	in	a	breath.

“Rae’s	always	talking	about	how	you	guys	see	the	wolves	out	here,”	Grant
said	slowly,	glancing	between	my	pink	cheeks	and	the	box	in	my	hand,	“and
this	 one	 looked	 cool,	 with	 the	 eyes	 and	 everything.”	 When	 I	 didn’t	 say
anything,	 he	 added,	 “We	 got	 it	 in	 town,	 at	 that	 new	 card	 shop	 Candice
Dunnard	opened,	you	know,	on	Main?	Rae	said	you’d	know	what	it	meant.”

Suddenly	Ella’s	warm	cheek	was	next	 to	me,	 and	her	hands	were	pulling
the	 box	 from	 mine.	 She	 shook	 out	 the	 tissue	 paper	 until	 the	 wolf	 journal
plopped	 onto	 her	 orange	 mitten.	 She	 blinked	 down	 at	 it	 before	 making	 a
decision:	 “I	 don’t	 like	 it.”	 She	 lifted	 her	 eyes	 and	 watched	 the	 cornfield
surrounding	us,	as	if	a	wolf	would	appear	between	the	stalks	any	second.

Grant	blinked.	“Do	you	like	it?”



Something	 cold	 slid	 across	 my	 tongue	 like	 an	 ice	 cube,	 and	 my	 throat
swelled	 shut.	 The	 jewels	 in	 place	 of	 eyes	 stared	 at	 me	 like	 watery	 yellow
moons.	I	said,	“I	love	it.	Thanks.”

“Claire,	let’s	go.”	Ella	tugged	at	my	sleeve,	glancing	at	the	purple	bellies	of
the	clouds	above	us.	She	gnawed	at	her	chapped	lips	and	wiped	her	nose	with
her	mitten.	“It’s	gonna	snow.”

I	was	turning	to	tell	Grant	goodbye,	Ella	practically	pulling	my	arm	out	of
my	 socket,	 when	 I	 caught	 his	 eyes	 watching	 me:	 green	 and	 rimmed	 with
yellow,	just	like	the	tips	of	the	cornstalks	in	the	summer.	Then	Grant	leaned
forward	and	pressed	a	crumpled-up	piece	of	paper	into	my	palm.	His	breath
brushed	the	tip	of	my	ear	as	he	whispered,	“Did	your	wish	come	true	yet?”

I	shook	my	head,	just	enough	that	his	lips	bumped	into	the	skin	behind	my
ears	 in	an	almost-kiss.	 I	could	 feel	his	mouth	curve	 into	a	smile	against	my
neck.	“It	will	if	you	come	back	later	tonight.”

My	 heart	 pounded	 and	 sweat	 webbed	 between	 my	 gloved	 fingers,	 and	 I
thought	that	if	there	really	were	wolves,	like	Rae	said,	and	if	they	knew	all	of
my	 secrets,	 then	 they	 knew	 that	 my	 answer	 was	 already	 “Yes”	 before	 I
whispered	it	into	the	cornfield.



three
I	clutched	Grant’s	note	in	my	fist	as	I	lay	awake.	I	pressed	my	face	against	the
wall	 and	 listened:	 a	 tangle	 of	 sing-song	words	 floated	 through	 the	 drywall.
Ella	was	sleep-talking.	Which	meant	she	was	finally	asleep.

Mom	 said	 that	 when	 she	 was	 pregnant	 with	 Ella,	 her	 belly	 as	 big	 as	 a
watermelon,	 she	 went	 to	 the	 Ohio	 State	 Fair	 in	 Cleveland	 with	 my	 Aunt
Sharon.	 She	went	 to	 that	 one	 because	 she’d	 heard	 that	 a	woman	 shows	 up
there	every	year	and	claims	to	be	the	best	psychic	in	the	Midwest	and	that	if
she	 gets	 your	 fortune	 all	 wrong,	 you	 get	 your	 money	 back,	 no	 questions
asked.	 So	Mom	 asked	 her	 about	 the	 baby	 growing	 inside	 her.	 The	 psychic
lady	grabbed	her	hands	and	told	her	that	Ella’s	soul	was	a	gift,	that	she	was	an
angel	 sent	 to	 make	 us	 all	 better,	 and	 that	 we	 should	 listen	 to	 her	 words
because	 she	wouldn’t	have	very	many.	Well,	Mom	might	have	 forgotten	all
about	that	prediction,	but	that	lady	for	sure	owed	my	mom	ten	bucks.	Ella	had
so	many	words	that	she	needed	to	use	them	up	in	her	sleep.

I	 threw	 the	 covers	 off	 my	 legs	 and	 slipped	 into	 my	 boots.	 I	 stuffed	 my
flashlight,	 my	 house	 key	 minus	 the	 keychain,	 and	 a	 pack	 of	 gum	 into	 my
pockets	and	headed	for	the	door.	But	before	I	turned	the	knob,	I	checked	one
more	 time,	 just	 in	 case	 the	 words	 had	 somehow	 disintegrated.	 Rae’s
invitation,	scrawled	over	a	sheet	of	lined	paper,	still	felt	solid	in	my	hands:

You’re	invited	
To	Claire	Graham’s	(kind	of	surprise)	birthday	party!	
Field	between	Lark	Lake	and	Route	24.	
BYOB

And,	in	smaller	print	below	Rae’s	invitation:

Come	tonight	(please).	And	leave	Ella	at	home	this	time.—G

I	silently	pleaded	 that	 if	 there	was	a	God,	he	would	 let	me	go	 to	my	own
birthday	 party.	 And	 then	 I	 swore	 under	 my	 breath	 as	 the	 tired	 floorboards
groaned	beneath	me.	They	let	out	sharp	bursts	of	protest	as	I	shuffled	toward
the	 back	 door,	 but	 as	 I	 got	 closer	 and	 closer	 to	 freedom,	 they	 must	 have
figured	I	was	a	lost	cause	and	fell	silent.



The	 wind	 bit	 at	 my	 neck	 as	 I	 stepped	 out	 the	 door,	 and	 for	 a	 second	 I
thought	I	heard	a	whisper	coming	from	the	cornfield:	Claire.

I	pressed	my	lips	together	and	listened.

Claire.

The	swish	of	slippers	against	hardwood	behind	me.	And	then	 the	whisper
again,	louder	this	time:	Claire!	Where	are	you	going?

I	 turned	 and	 there	 she	 was,	 dressed	 in	 polka-dotted	 pajamas,	 a	 ring	 of
messy	blond	curls	framing	her	face.

“Ell!	What	are	you	doing	up?	Go	back	to	bed!”

“What	 am	 I	doing	up?	What	 are	you	 doing	 up?	And	where	 do	 you	 think
you’re	going	without	me?”	Ella	tapped	her	slipper	against	the	floor	with	a	soft
thud.

The	wind	 swept	 down	my	 jacket,	 pinching	 at	my	 collarbone	 beneath	my
sweater.	 For	 a	 second,	 I	 thought	 about	 just	 quietly	 stepping	 out	 the	 door,
leaving	Ella	in	the	kitchen	with	her	fuzzy	slippers	and	crust	in	her	eyes.	But	I
couldn’t,	because	as	desperately	as	I	wanted	to	be	alone	with	Grant,	Ella	was
like	a	 stubborn	puppy	attached	 to	my	hip.	 I	 sighed.	“You	can’t	go,	Ell.	Not
this	time.”

She	stepped	toward	me,	hands	on	her	hips.	“Why?”

“Because.”

“Why?”

I	gritted	my	teeth	and	let	 the	wind	click	the	door	shut	behind	me.	Grant’s
face	hovering	over	mine,	 the	 freckles	on	his	nose	pressing	against	my	skin,
flashed	through	my	mind.	“It’s	a	party	for	kids	in	high	school,	Ell.	You	can’t
come	this	time.	I’m	sorry.”

Something	in	Ella’s	eyes	flashed,	and	her	fists	went	limp	at	her	sides.	Relief
caught	in	my	throat.	But	as	I	reached	for	the	doorknob	again,	she	kicked	off
her	slippers	so	that	they	slid	across	the	floor	and	thumped	against	the	oven.

“What	 are	you	doing?”	 I	 asked.	When	 she	didn’t	 answer	me,	 and	 instead
started	 shuffling	 toward	 the	 living	 room,	 I	hooked	her	by	 the	elbow.	 “What
are	you	doing?”



She	 tugged	her	 arm	 free	 and	 lifted	her	 chin.	 “I’m	almost	 thirteen,	Claire.
I’m	getting	my	 jacket.”	And	 then	 she	 stomped	 toward	 the	 living	 room,	 her
bare	feet	slapping	against	the	floor.

I	 chewed	on	my	 lip	as	 I	watched	her	go,	deflated.	Once	Ella	decided	she
was	going	to	do	something,	even	a	tornado	couldn’t	stop	her.	Literally.	Three
years	ago,	I	was	holed	up	in	the	basement	with	Mom	and	Dad	while	the	sirens
wailed	 across	 Amble.	 Ella	 had	 told	 us	 she	 was	 coming	 downstairs	 in	 a
minute;	just	a	second,	she	needed	to	check	on	something,	she	said.	When	she
didn’t	 come,	Dad	went	 to	 look	 for	 her	 and	 found	 her	 plucking	washed-out
dandelions	in	the	rain	because	she	“didn’t	want	them	to	get	blown	away.”

Ella	 had	decided	 that	 she	was	going	where	 I	was	going	 as	 soon	 as	 she’d
heard	my	bed	creak.	And	there	was	nothing	I	could	do	about	it.

Just	then,	she	burst	back	into	the	kitchen,	a	scarf	wrapped	halfway	around
her	neck,	one	boot	on	her	foot	and	the	other	in	her	hand.	Her	eyes	were	round
and	wild	and	filled	up	with	moonlight	as	she	stared	through	the	window.	“Did
you	hear	that?”	she	whispered.

And	then	I	heard	it:	a	low,	melancholic	howl	ripping	through	the	night.

Ella’s	bottom	lip	quivered	as	she	said,	“I’m	not	afraid	of	them.”

I	 turned	 and	 wrapped	 my	 arm	 around	 her	 shoulder.	 “They	 sound	 pretty
close.”	 I	 glanced	 out	 the	 window	 and	 pulled	 my	 lip	 into	 my	 mouth,	 my
stomach	sinking.

Ella’s	shoulders	shook	beneath	my	arm.	“How	close?”	she	whispered.

I	closed	my	eyes.	How	bad	of	a	sister	was	I	if	I	used	Ella’s	insurmountable
fear	 of	 Rae’s	 wolf	 stories	 to	 escape	 into	 the	 night?	 But	 I	 couldn’t	 shake
Grant’s	 face.	 I’d	 almost	 memorized	 the	 way	 his	 letters	 looped	 around	 the
paper.

Come	tonight	(please).	And	leave	Ella	at	home	this	time.—G

“Really	 close,	 Ell.	 By	 Lark	 Lake	 probably,”	 I	 said,	 smoothing	 her	 hair
away	from	her	face.

A	guttural	 sound	emerged	 from	 the	 field,	 and	quickly	 turned	 into	 a	 sharp
snarl.	A	series	of	biting	howls	trailed	after	it.



Ella	pressed	her	head	into	my	shoulder.	“You	said	that	Rae	was	just	telling
stories.	 You	 said	 they	 weren’t	 even	 real,	 that	 they	 were	 just	 dogs	 in
Wellington	County.”	Her	 voice	 cracked	 on	 the	word	dogs.	 “I	 know	 they’re
just	dogs,	Claire.”

I	 glanced	out	 the	 smudged	kitchen	windows	 and	watched	 the	 stalks	bend
with	 the	 wind.	 Amble’s	 deep	 farming	 roots	 were	 flecked	 with	 whispers	 of
wolves	that	snapped	and	snarled,	that	stained	the	dirt	roads	with	bloody	paw
prints,	that	watched	us	all	with	gem-colored	eyes.	That	they	were	responsible
for	 eight-year-old	 Sarah	 Dunnard’s	 disappearance	 just	 last	 month,	 even
though	it	had	never	been	proven,	exactly.	Dad	and	the	rest	of	the	police	had
found	pinpricks	of	her	blood,	soaked	into	roots	of	 the	cornstalks	around	her
house,	but	they	hadn’t	found	her	body.

No	one	really	wanted	believe	those	stories,	to	admit	that	the	wolves	could
be	 real.	 Still,	 Amble’s	 exasperated	 parents	 used	 them	 as	 a	 warning	 if	 you
didn’t	 eat	 all	 your	 peas	 at	 dinner—the	 wolves	 might	 be	 watching,	 so	 you
better	do	it.	Rae	was	the	only	one	who	actually	believed	in	the	wolves,	who
preached	the	dangers	of	cherry	pie	baking	at	the	church	festival	and	the	risk
of	walking	alone	past	Lark	Lake.	Until	Ella	started	listening	to	her.

“They’re	 just	 dogs,	 Claire,”	 Ella	 repeated,	 her	 voice	 cracking	 over	 the
letters	in	my	name.

I	felt	my	neck	grow	pink	as	frustration	spread	to	my	cheeks.	The	clock	on
the	microwave	flashed	11:15	p.m.	 I	was	fifteen	minutes	 late	 to	my	fifteenth
birthday	party.

I	shrugged	Ella	away	and	grabbed	her	shoulders.	“Rae	was	right.	They’re
wolves.	I	saw	one	today,	in	the	cornfield	earlier.”	I	thought	back	to	the	flash
of	fur	I’d	seen	hidden	in	the	stalks,	so	similar	to	a	misshapen	shadow	that	it
could	have	been	just	that.

Ella’s	eyes	grew	wide	and	her	lip	began	to	quiver	again.	“You	can’t	go.”

11:16	on	the	clock.	The	minutes	between	Grant	and	me	were	slowly	ticking
away.	 I	 pulled	 myself	 from	 Ella	 and	 shuffled	 through	 the	 knife	 drawer.
Grabbing	a	small	paring	knife,	I	stuck	it	in	my	back	pocket.	Then	I	pushed	the
door	open	before	I	could	change	my	mind.

“Look,	Ell.	I’ve	got	a	knife,	I’ll	be	fine.	If	I’m	not	back	in	a	couple	hours,
you	can	worry	about	me.	But	I’ll	be	fine,	Ell.	Go	back	to	bed.”



And	then	it	was	just	me	and	the	wind	that	made	the	corn	crinkle	and	fold
around	me	and	I	was	running,	running,	running.

By	 the	 time	 I	 made	 it	 to	 the	 clearing	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 cornfield,	 I’d
forgotten	all	about	the	wolves.	But	I	couldn’t	shake	the	feeling	that	Ella	was
somehow	still	watching	me.

“You	finally	made	it!”	Rae	cried,	stumbling	through	a	stalk	that	refused	to
stay	 frozen	 to	 the	 ground.	 “Whoops.”	 She	 giggled	 as	 she	 tripped	 on
something	that	was	invisible	to	me.	“I’m	a	teensy	bit	drunk.”

She	wrapped	me	in	a	sloppy	hug,	her	breath	warm	and	cherry	on	my	neck.	I
gently	 pushed	 her	 away	 and	 looked	 at	 her	 face.	 Her	 green	 eyes,	 an	 exact
replica	of	Grant’s,	were	half-lidded	and	empty.	“Rae,	how	much	have	you	had
to	drink	already?”

“Just	a	lil’	bit.”	She	grinned,	holding	up	a	half-drunk	bottle	of	cherry	vodka.
Then	 she	 shoved	 it	 into	my	 hands,	 its	 contents	 splashing	 into	 the	 icy	 film
beneath	us.	“Rest	 is	yours,	Claire-bear.”	Before	I	could	say	thanks,	Rae	had
my	 hand	 in	 hers	 and	 was	 dragging	 me	 toward	 the	 bonfire	 gurgling	 in	 the
center	of	the	clearing.

There	 were	 people	 here—a	 lot	 of	 people.	 Way	 more	 than	 I	 knew,	 even
though	this	was	supposed	to	be	my	party.	But	by	the	looks	of	the	lanky	guys
with	 beards	who	were	 collecting	 around	 a	 tub	 of	 liquor	 bottles	 and	 a	 table
littered	with	shot	glasses,	and	the	clique	of	senior	girls	who	bought	their	pot
from	Rae,	 this	 seemed	more	 like	Rae’s	 going	 away	 party	 than	my	birthday
party.

“I	want	you	to	meet	Robbie,”	Rae	slurred,	pulling	me	toward	the	group	of
guys.	 But	 something	 inside	my	 stomach	 pinched	 as	 she	 pulled	me	 forward
and	 I	 dug	 my	 heels	 into	 the	 wet	 ground.	 Rae	 turned,	 her	 eyes	 wide	 with
surprise,	her	lips	parted	in	disbelief.	“What’re	you	doin’,	Claire?”

I	frowned.	What	was	I	doing?	I’d	always	trusted	Rae,	I’d	always	followed.
Why	 couldn’t	 I	 now?	 I	 glanced	 around	 the	 party.	 Groups	 of	 girls	 I	 barely
knew	sat	huddled	around	the	fire,	lips	purple	and	noses	red.	A	couple	of	kids
from	 my	 grade	 orbited	 around	 the	 tubs	 of	 beer	 at	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the
clearing,	but	never	got	close	enough	 to	actually	 take	one.	And	Grant.	Grant
was	nowhere.



I	pulled	my	hand	from	the	crook	of	her	elbow.	“Is	this	really	my	birthday
party,	Rae?	None	of	my	friends	are	even	here.”

“Of	course	it’s	your	birthday	party,	Claire!	You	know	all	these	people	’cept
Robbie’s	friends.”

I	glanced	around	again,	in	case	I’d	missed	something.	“No,	I	don’t.”

Rae	flicked	her	hand	and	said,	“Sure	you	do!	You	know	Stacey	over	there,
’member?	We	all	hung	out	last	summer!”

I	glanced	at	Stacey	huddled	between	 two	other	girls	 I	didn’t	know	by	 the
fire.	She	did	look	vaguely	familiar.	And	then	I	remembered:	Stacey	had	been
the	first	of	Rae’s	friends	 to	get	her	 license,	so	Rae	had	 invited	her	over	one
time	to	take	us	to	the	mall.

“Seriously,	Rae?	That	doesn’t	count.”

Rae	 bit	 her	 lip	 and	 glanced	 back	 at	 the	 group	 of	 guys,	 who	were	 in	 the
middle	of	some	kind	of	drinking	game	that	 involved	coins	and	shot	glasses.
“Look,	 Claire,	 it’s	 your	 party,	 okay?	 I	 promise,”	 she	 said	 without	 looking
back	at	me.	“Now	come	meet	Robbie,	please?”

But	 I	 still	 didn’t	 follow.	 Something	 thick	 and	 cold	 was	 stuck	 in	 my
stomach,	pressing	me	into	the	snow.	“Where’s	Grant?”	I	asked.

Rae’s	head	snapped	back	and	her	eyes	narrowed	into	hard	slits.	But	before	I
could	 think	 about	 it,	 they	 had	 melted	 back	 to	 watery	 green	 and	 she	 was
wrapping	me	in	a	hug.	“Oh	Claire,	I’m	so	sorry.	Grant	couldn’t	make	it.	He
said	it	was	too	cold.”	She	pulled	away	and	kissed	my	cheek.	“Said	it	would
bother	his	asthma.”

The	cold	in	my	stomach	sloshed	violently	and	I	wobbled	backward,	just	for
a	second.	Rae	was	still	watching	me,	her	mouth	pressed	in	a	thin	line.	Then
she	 grabbed	my	 hand	 and	 pulled.	 “Come	 on.	 Let’s	meet	 Robbie.”	 But	 this
time	her	words	came	out	sharper	than	they	had	before.	This	time,	I	let	her	take
me	with	her.

She	pulled	me	toward	the	group	of	guys,	who’d	started	pelting	their	coins	at
a	straggling	raccoon	instead	of	their	shot	glasses.	A	guy	with	a	nose	too	big
for	his	face	laughed	hysterically	as	 the	raccoon	hissed	and	rocketed	into	 the
stalks.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

You’ve Just Finished your Free Sample 
 

Enjoyed the preview? 
 

Buy:  http://www.ebooks2go.com 

https://www.ebooks2go.com/of-scars-and-stardust

	Copyright Information
	Dedication
	Part One
	one
	two
	three
	four
	five

	Part Two
	six
	seven
	eight
	nine
	ten
	eleven
	twelve
	thirteen
	fourteen
	fifteen
	sixteen
	seventeen
	eighteen
	nineteen
	twenty
	twenty-one
	twenty-two
	twenty-three
	twenty-four
	twenty-five
	twenty-six
	twenty-seven
	twenty-eight
	twenty-nine
	thirty
	thirty-one
	thirty-two
	thirty-three
	thirty-four
	thirty-five
	thirty-six
	thirty-seven
	thirty-eight

	Acknowledgments
	About the Author



