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The Doctor said | should be dead.

My heart beat furiously. | looked up at the flasiod lightning
in the sky. Yes, | should be dead.
Why wasn't 1?
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One
Amber Checks In

“Lisa, if you don't finish packing your things, Wear you’ll go
with nothing.” My mother, Amber, threatened. Sheapped duct
tape around a medium sized box and carried itwtlid car.

Our home foreclosed and it was eviction day. My heot
couldn’t keep a job; no matter how simple or easydas. She was
beautiful with long blond hair and bright green ®ykat sparkled
when she spoke. She landed every job she applicolutoseveral
weeks later and her new employer realized all Ambally was;
was a pretty face.

| looked nothing like my mom. | was seventeen Hilit didn’t
fit into my body. My hips were too big, my boobotemall and |

had Dumbo ears which of course meant that | haget@r my hair

down-always | had long bangs that helped cover up my oddly

round, black eyes and | could never find shoesfthaty big feet.
“Lisa, | am not going to tell you again, we leave tiwventy
minutes. | can’t afford to miss your train.”
“Yeah well you could try to hide your enthusiasrmrblled my

eyes and grabbed an empty box. | surveyed my ré¥dnat could |



possibly take? | lived in Florida, the sunshindesthwas going to
Lynn, Massachusetts. The old saying, “Lynn, Lyt city of sin”
played over and over inside my mind. How could mythmer just
drop me off in such a place? Lynn was filled witgrhcrime rates,
lack of good paying jobs and supported virtuallyrmthing more
than fish markets and the GE factories. At leastai$ by the water.
| couldn’t imagine life without the ocean and sametween my
toes. | could do without the sun tans, | guesstherhot skaters
who practiced on the benches but not the saltyreatd my toes
buried in the warm sand.

“LISA! Get in the car.”

| evaluated the few things | had. | grabbed twaogaf jeans and
anything with sleeves. | picked up my sneakers maydAdidas
jacket from off the floor and | tossed my book bager my
shoulder. Inside the box, | put the only familyrlem | had; a
picture of my mother and father; before | was borihen they
still loved each other, still laughed, still hopdthat must've been
something to see. The only time my mother smilethoghed was
during an interview. It was never real and whendyas set on me,
she only frowned.

| placed my few articles of clothing on top of migtpre and
carried the box out to the trunk. My mom had an @RB3
Mitsubishi Mirage with hardly any paint left. Theovet part-the air

didn’t work; complete suicide in a place where teenperature



stayed around ‘90 degrees.

“Just take your sweet, precious time there Lis&é Sapped her
fingers on the steering wheel. “I hope you dontt &g with your
Aunt Millie. She would be just devastated and whkba falls over
with a stroke or heart attack from your disrespgdiehavior you
will have to carry her twenty miles to the neatesin.”

“A little dramatic, don’t you think?” | snapped,gsing my book
bag into the back. The seat belt automaticallyédcke in when |
closed the door. (The air conditioning didn't worthere was
hardly any paint left on the vehicle but, hey,eddt the automatic
seatbelts still worked!) “Roll the windows downjsthot in here.”
| leaned my head out the window to catch the Ihst, Florida
breeze I'd probably ever feel.

“Aunt Millie said you could help her out with hehickens and
she’'d pay you so that you could buy some warmeihet while
you are there. | am sorry | am such a bad mother.”

“Why are you leaving me with some woman | don’t W?o
That's bad parenting. Mom, you've never met this lady. aivif
she is a serial killer or a chicken thief or sonmellof lunatic?”

“I have to do this.” Her eyes stayed glued to tbed; “l need to
figure out what is wrong with me. | ran off yourttiar with my
emotional problems and | don’t want to drag you dowith me
too.”

“Mom, | don’'t want to go stay with some strangeShe



couldn’t hear me. She blasted the radio and samdjyjpbouncing
her head from left to right. She slapped me ingheulder. “St-
op!”

“Sing with me, Lisa, it may be a long time before get to do
this again. | may be in that loony bin for a wHile.

| didn’t think it was funny at all. Who wanted a ther that was
crazy? What would | tell people when school stétt8d, Lisa,
where is your mother®h, new potential friend, she’s probably in
her padded cell wearing a strait jacket. How abgotir mom?’ll
be miss popularity for sure.

Amber turned into the train station and with a dbegath; she
took my hands gently in hers. “I am sorry for besugh a screwy
mother but | promise | am going to change and wklaok back
on the past five years and laugh about it all. Yelieve me, don’t
you? That, | am going to change and be a bettsop@f

“Of course, mom, acknowledgment is half the cure.”

She was doomed. But, who was | to be the one kdéelthat?
At least she was signing herself over to them. Thé&gep her
there until they could fix whatever was wrong iresiger brain. “|
better go before | miss my train.” | reached irte backseat and
grabbed my backpack. “Pop the trunk, mom. | hal@a in the
back.”

“Please be careful. There are some real crazietherirain.”

Now she cared?



“I will be fine, |1 promise. | have taken public trgportation
before. Get better soon. | love you.”

“Okay,” Amber wiped tears from her eyes. She nesad she
loved me back. It was a little disturbing. “Doretk to strangers.”

“Aunt Millie is a stranger.” | retorted. My mom stad her car
and sped out of the parking lot like she was escppi burning
building.

“Goodbye mother.”

| carried my things across to the other side ofttheks. | had to
take an elevator up to a ramp, cross above thksti@ed then take
another elevator down so that | could wait for tleeth train. This
was going to be the longest ride. It didn’'t seemrially that | was
the one who had to travel from the southeast cakshe way
northeast just so my mother could ‘stabilize’ hdéree as | called
it, get more legal drugs that kept her in fairyetalorld. She was
just a pill popper and | couldn’t stand it.

What did | know about Aunt Millie? She’d lived hentire life
in Lynn, Massachusetts out in the woods-what wdk dé it
anyway-and worked as a dean at a boarding schogjifted boys
and girls. She lived right behind the old schoall &ad her own
personal pond, a chicken coup and two pets. Onendaged Pig
and a Himalayan cat that she called Rat. During tme
conversation | had with her she admitted that le¢s didn’t really

care for her but showed up for dinner and that$ ma to pet the



cat. Who had pets that did not want to be toucl8d@e she was a
dean at the boarding school, she pulled some stang was able
to enroll me, even though | wasn’t a genius. Slaglensure to
repeat the part about my not being a genius at lbase times

before moving on to dorm room arrangements. I'dehty dorm

with some girl named Donna Denning. Aunt Millie prised to

introduce us ahead of time. She said she was & gwke

To be completely honest, | was kind of happy tarmving to
Lynn. | hated leaving my friends behind but, dditthange of pace
didn’t sound so bad. | just wished my mother wootine too.
Maybe that was all she needed; new surroundingsthiéd never
helped before. | had a gut feeling that I'd seenmuther for the
last time. | didn’t want to accept such a horriality so | shoved
the idea into the very back of my miralplace | refused to visit

“Ticket?” | looked up at the train conductor. Helcheut his
hand. “Do you have a ticket?” He asked. | noddedching inside
my bag.

“Sorry, | was daydreaming.” | handed him my crirnkle
confirmation page. “l ordered over the phone arey ttold me to
write down this number for you.”

“You will have to pay with cash once the train &amoving.
Did you bring your ID?” | nodded and showed him fagrner’s
permit. Thanks to Amber, | couldn’t drive yet. Ifreever had the

chance to practice driving. Maybe Aunt Millie wouldach me.



“Your assigned seat is 38A.”

“Thanks,” | carried my box up the three steps aadefully
placed it up above my assigned seat. | shouldvekezh more
clothes. Oh well, too late for regrets.

The train gradually moved forward and | staredtbetwindow.
| placed my hand on the glass and sighed.

“Goodbye Florida, Goodbye Mom.”



Two

Lynn, Massachusetts

| climbed down the train steps and surveyed my new
surroundings. It was a chilly evening. The grey eetrwalls were
covered in spray painted gang symbols, there washtpiled in
corners and a bum underneath a wet, limp cardbloaxd It was
certainly not the kind of place one would want &nd out in. |
squinted to see if | spotted Aunt Millie. She ssie was stout with
short reddish-brown hair. So, | looked for an obesenan with
cheaply dyed red hair. | didn’t have to be a genaknow when
someone was seasoning their words with salt. | thkasqueen
when it came to showy words and false compliments.

Besides the bum and some rowdy teenagers; there avdy
three people waiting and none of them fit the dpson of my
Aunt Millie. So, | sat down on a metal bench andj du my box
for my addias jacket. | wrapped myself up and @dssy arms.
I'd really have to get used to this weather. It ike winter in
Florida and it was only summer in Lynn. Could ymagine winter

time? | looked down at my watch. It had been mg and only



gift from my father since he’d left us five yeargoa He said this
way I'd be on time for things. It didn’t work. | $it knew how late |
was. It is always better to not know the timesleasier to show up
late and if someone says, “Do you know what timet you can
genuinely answer with, “No, | forgot my watch, whanhe is it?
Am | late?” People forgive you when you leave yauatch at
home. Aunt Millie was an hour late. | wonder ifesforgot her
watch...

| turned around and took another peek at the people
congregating around the train station. There wagoman with
three young children, an old man with a suitcasevbeels and a
teenage boy about my age. He leaned against et booth with
his hands in his baggy jeans. He had on a Red &wmeyl and a
beanie cap shoved down over the top of his head.hgi have
hair? Well, he had some facial hair. | squintedd¢e what was on
the side of his arm; a tattoo maybe? He pullechhrsds out of his
pockets and cupped them around his mouth.

“Is there a Lisa Brown here?” He looked at me. ised my
hand. “You Lisa?” He asked again. | nodded. “Lisavin?”

“Yes, would you like to see my ID?” | rolled my ey&Who are
you and where is Aunt Millie?”

“She had an emergency meeting to attend to. | aohadl, one
of the students at Cin Boarding School.” He crdpser. | could

see his tattoo now. It said ‘C | N'. He had longown hair



underneath his beanie cap and it was a go-te&é¢hsported on his
face. He dug in his pocket, pulled out a packagags#rettes and a
lighter.

| shook my head and frowned. “I thought the kidsowtent to
Cin were geniuses?”

He smiled, catching on immediately. “When you asesmart
as me, the sooner you die the better. Besides thfve an
addictive personality. | can watch the same shoea] the same
books, and do the same activities over and oves.stid, really.”

“Yeah, that is sad.”

Michael ignored me. He took my box and led the wal/to the
parking lot. He didn’t say anything else. His egasdied the trees
and sky. He seemed to be deep in thouglprayer maybe Please
save me from this dreadful female Florididrhen again, he was a
genius... Maybe he did have deep thoughts runringugh his
mind.

“I have to stop at the store. Do you mind?” Michapkéned the
passenger side door of an old white Isuzu Pick-ugkt

“No, that’s cool.” | rolled up the window so thdtet chill didn’t
freeze my face.

“I have a jacket you can borrow until you get aieaone.”
Michael offered. “It gets pretty chilly at night.”

“That’s okay, this one is good.”

Michael dug behind the seat and pulled out a weidkski



jacket. “Here, wear this.” He tossed it in my lap.

“Thanks,” | obeyed overlapping my jacket with Higplaced my
hands in front of the warm heat flowing through #eats. | wanted
to tell him | was from Florida that this was ascdcals our winters
ever got but he never asked where | was from or wigs so cold.
He didn’t put the radio on either; just drove ilesce.

| tapped my foot on the floorboards and whiskedfmgers in
front of the warm air as if | was conducting a syopy. Michael
glanced at me. “So Michael, what's Cin like?” | giiaally sang. If
he wasn’t going to entertain me, I'd have to jughpromise.

“Like any other school, | guess. I've gone themcsiforever.”
He turned off the highway and entered the Lynn Cityits. |
shook my head and pounded my palms against hivodash He
jumped. “What are you doing?”

“Wrong! Most kids live at home and not at their goh It can’t
possibly be like every other school. It is a ‘spéachool.”

Michael stared blankly.

He parked in front of a little food mart. “l amigg to get some
milk. 1 will be right back.”

| dropped back against the seat and sighed. Michaglboring.
| couldn’t imagine a bunch of Michaels all aroun@ might and
day for an entire school year. Thank goodness |liwasy senior
year of high school. | could leave Aunt Millie’s e as soon as |

was eighteen and live on my own.



| looked out the window. Lynn smelled like fish. &re were
two fish stands outside the old worn out buildiagsl overflowing
garbage cans. Two glass windows next to the food mvare
covered in spray painted obscenities. Bass andljoiod blared as
two cars whizzed by. | saw a hooker loitering ie tiarrow alley
behind the convenience store. Her eyes were re@apty. \Where
had my mom sent me?

I glanced in the side mirror. A girl with long stgy blond hair
and thin red highlights glared at me with her haodssed over
her chest. What was her problem? | turned arouxdpashed my
face against the back window, puffing my cheeks lkeg a
blowfish and waved. She narrowed her eyes and sdrapay. |
sat back down and laughed.

Michael climbed into the cab with his milk. He froed,
“That’s Ally. I wouldn’t get on her bad side if lave you. She is
what the Cin kids call our personal Nazi Commandant

“Oh.”

We drove through thick woods and around a large.|dkere
was an old stone school with a faded sign that ‘€ Boarding
School”. The school sat behind the lake. Two smattages were
on the other side of the water. One of those homest've been
Aunt Millie’s. | saw a chicken coup in the centértloe houses and
a cat sitting on top of the chicken wire.

Michael grinned, “By the way, Ally, the girl you ma faces at,



lives with Millie.”

“Why didn’'t you tell me? Are you crazy?” | twistezideways
and slapped his arm.

He slammed on his brakes. “Ouch, what did you db fibr?”

| flew forward and banged my forehead on the d&h, | am
such an idiot sometimes. | should’ve minded my dwsiness.”

“I hate to be the one to tell you this but it midget you who is a
little crazy.” He started his truck, stalling thegine. “Promise not
to slap me again and | will tell you who else liveigh Millie.”

“I'won’t.”

“Ally has a brother named Alex. He is the smartgsf in our
school but not very social.” Michael parked in froof Aunt
Millie’s wooden cottage. It was painted bright psll with a pale
green trim. She had flower boxes in the windows arititle lion
statue by her front door.

“She isn’'t one of those people who have a bunctkrotk
knacks all around the house is she?” | studied ltbese but
Michael covered his face with his hands.

“Are you really that slow?”

| blinked. “I am following you just fine. You saidlex was a
troubled soul who finds all the kids at Cin boring.

Michael didn’t find me funny in the least bit. Htyes narrowed
and he motioned for me to get out of his truck.

“I am not boring.”



| shrugged my shoulders. “No one said you were.”

“You are ridiculous. Now | know why my parents weaditme to
go to school with people at the same intelligermsell You, Lisa
Brown, are-"

“Well, it was nice meeting you Michael. | appreeidhe ride.” |
grabbed my box and backpack. “Want your jacket Batlslowly
let it slip down my arms. It dropped into the dirt.

Michael’s lips pressed tight together. “No, | wonlkdwant you
to freeze to death.” He peeled out of Aunt Milliedsiveway.
“Mind the cat!”

| watched his truck disappear in amongst the tréésybe
Michael wasn’t boring after all. There was defihitesome
potential; he could be taken out of his glass beibhith a little
persuasion.

The jacket lay limp at my feet. | bent down and fpugack on
my shoulders. It was dark outside and | could lyasdle the front
door. | picked up my box and climbed the three stepto the
wooden porch. There was a porch swing painted pugpl all
colors and Aunt Millie had a chipped red door.fteld my hand,
making a fist, ready to knock. Before | could, theor cracked
open an inch.

“Who are you?” A male voice called from inside.

“I-'m sorry, is this Millie’s house? | am her niecfrom

Florida.”



The door swung open and a boy about three inchies than
me stood in the doorway. He had pale blue eyes reesatly
bleached blond hair. His lips were thin and higé&mails bitten
and chipped.

“You must be Alex.” | forced a smile. “My name issh. Are
you my cousin?”

Alex did not return my smile. Instead, he spun atbgo that
his back faced me and then quickly stomped dowinéltie

“It was nice meeting you as well.” My voice echaedide the
empty room.

| put my stuff by the front door and inspected Alillie’s
house. It was small. To the left was a formal livmmom with just
two love seats and to the right was a round, woaddkele with four
chairs. A galley kitchen was to the right as wigllfront of me was
a narrow hallway with four doors. | gulped. One hadbe a
bathroom, one must be Alex’s room, Aunt Millie’sdatine last one
meant I'd be sharing with, Ally, the cranky girl tite store. Life
couldn’t get any better. Maybe | was wrong andeéh&as another
door that | couldn’t see from where | stood. Mally lived next
door by herself. Maybe this was all just a dreamalYright. | was
sharing a room with the Nazi.

| sat on one of the sofas and put my hands betwsehnees.
In the corner, between the two sofas was a bladkndmte Boston

terrier. “Pig? Is that what they call you?”



The dog looked up at me with his big, bulging eged snarled.
| scooted over to the other end of the couch. Wahentered my
own personal house of horrors. Pig lay back dowhfal asleep.

Alex stood in the hallway. | jumped when | saw hikfe’d
entered so quietly. “I thought you were the dognew to attack.”

Alex frowned. “He doesn't like to be bothered. Nliwill not
be home for a while. It would be wise for you totgoyour room.
If you are hungry there is food in the refrigerdtor

He turned to leave. | opened my mouth and Alex lédir
around. “What? What do you want?”

“Where is my room?”’He really was everything Michael
described.“Also, | need to know where the bathroom is sah c
take a shower.”

“Sounds reasonable, | suppose. Follow me.” He toak steps
backwards and opened the first door to his lefhi§Tis your room.
The bathroom is directly across the hall.” He t@okleep breath.
“Anything else you'd like to inquire about?”

| just stared. His light blue eyes danced with angkad | said
something to offend him? Did he hear me tease hiitm Michael?
I'd been inside the truck, right? Michael saidnibt me. | was just
an innocent bystander. If this guy was my cousin-

“I am not your cousin.” Alex blurted. My heart bdatiously.
Could he hear what | was saying? “My family is ofitown and

Millie offered to stay and watch us until schoarstd. This is my



house, not Millie’s. She lives next door.”

“Thanks,” | frowned. “Do you have a TV here?”

Alex rolled his eyes. “What in the world would weed a TV
for?”

“To pass the time, | guess.” It felt like a trickiestion. “Who
painted your house all those different colors?”

“You have to feed the chickens early so | suggest go to
bed.” He disappeared into the room next to mireoded my eyes
as his door slammed shut.

What was the matter with this place? | turned adoand the
little Boston terrier stood in the entrance of tialway, blocking
me from passing. “What’s your problem? Pig...” Hargd at me
intently. “You are supposed to greet people whesy tbome to
your house. You are supposed to be man’s bestffiément into
the bedroom. It was tiny and there was only one bledouldn’t
have to share with the Nazi, would I? | sure hopet Pig stood in
my doorway. His head peered around the corner hgloug eyes.
| sat down on the bed and stared back. “So, | atrathowed to
touch the cat but what about you? Are you friently?

Pig growled. | crossed my legs and put my handmgrknees.
“Well, Pig, | am going to change your name to BgolOne
second you want me to pay attention to you andntheé minute
you act like you want to kill me.” Pig crept closete was halfway

in my doorway now. He turned and lay in the entearadmost as if



he was on guard over my room. What was he protpctie from?

The cat? Pig turned his head sideways and sortodfied. |

chuckled. First Alex can read minds and now the. dagust be

really tired. | looked up at the tiny shelf nextth@ bed. There were
black and white photos inside beautiful handcrafradnes. The

kids in the pictures looked just like Ally and Aleiaybe the fair

came here and did those old fashioned photosavére crazy |

would say they were authentic from maybe the 192W0aybe it

was their great-great-grandparents or somethingt $trt of stuff

happened all the time; right? Nearly twins sevegaherations
later...

I needed to brush my teeth but the Bipolar Pig wadt let me
leave the room. He growled when | tried to stepr dwen. So, | just
went to bed. What was the point in getting bit?dlgably forgot to
bring a toothbrush anyhow. Maybe in the morningpuild meet
Aunt Millie and she would at least take me to tt@resto get the
necessities. | sure wish | hadn't left all my trsrigehind. What was
| thinking?



Three
Midnight Visitor

Pig barked and snarled. | jumped up. llkkfaasleep. What
time was it? Midnight... Maybe Aunt Millie was homieflipped
on the light. Pig stood in the doorway with hisrhaiised and his
teeth barred. But, this time it was not at me. Hes wicious. The
little ten pound pug nosed dog scared me worse @dhinberman
Pincher or Pit Bull.

“Who is there?” | twisted my head around the carig did
not get upset that | stood so close to him now. dtily concern
was for the dark shadowy figure crouching in th#. Mdas it the
cat? What was wrong with the feline? Did she halees and they
wouldn’t put her down or something? My eyes adjiséad |
squinted to get a better look at the invader.

It was a human for sure.

We were being robbed. Why else would Bipolar Pig be
attacking? | needed something to defend myself.witlooked
around the barren room. The only thing with substawas the
shelf pelted into the wall. | doubt Alex’s paremsuld approve of

me ripping their shelf off the wall but what elseutd | do? My



heart pounded. | looked under the bed and spotfsdraer’s stick
with a purple tip. | grabbed it and held on tigMy fingers
trembled and | couldn’t breathe.

Pig snarled and snapped at whoever lurked in tHivda
Footsteps echoed in my ears. The burglar was athgariGet out,
whoever you are! There is nothing here that’s Jaklarhey don’t
even have a TV!” | pounded my fists on the wall.yida if | was
quiet they wouldn’t come near me. It was too latethat brilliant
idea. “I know karate and | am not afraid to usé itWho was |
kidding? Karate?! Pig snapped at the darkness, lgpgviouder
than before. He barked and barked and lunged forwdis teeth
bit into someone. His jaws locked onto them andvbeldn’t let
go.

“Pig, you stop that.”

| looked up and Alex stood in dim light. Was thegdaiting
him? No. He wasn’'t moving. But whoever Bipolar waising
wasn’'t screaming or struggling. Maybe Pig didn'véany teeth.
No, | saw them. They were razor sharp.

“Who is he biting?” | leaned firmly against the s&t door. “Not
you, right?”

“He is biting me.” A qirl's voice answered. Shepflied on a
light in the hall. “Pig likes you.”

| poked my head around the corner and came fataceowith

Ally. She was the snotty girl at the food mart thatade faces at in



Michael’s pickup truck. She was the Nazi. “Bipoleas protecting
me?”

“Yeah, Pig isn’'t going to let me near you.” Ally madted.
“Smart dog... You should heed his advice and dostree.” She
flipped her long blond hair over her shoulder. Radhlights
glowed in the hall light. Pig sat at my feet andréed at Alex who
stood inches away.

“Keep your door closed.” Alex said. He then disapped inside
his room. Where the heck was I? What sort of people animals
that attack them? And why didn’t she scream whehihber? She
should be in the bathroom bandaging her leg. Idstédly the
Nazi was leaving the house again. Did she comeganghenever
she wanted? Aunt Millie wasn’t a very good babgsitit all.

| looked down at Pig. “Do you even like your nam&Py do
they call you that?” Pig snorted almost like a neigl He backed
up so that | could close the bedroom door. | crdvdack in bed
and Pig lay on the floor at the foot of the bed.

“Thanks for watching out for me, Pig.”

He snorted and | turned out the light.



Four
Aunt Millie

“Morning, Lisa.” | rubbed my eyes. It was still #aoutside. |
looked down at my watch. It was only six am. “| gour Aunt
Millie. It is time to feed the chickens. Get dredsk is cold out so
bundle up.” A short, round woman with mud brownrhsaid. |
didn’t see any red highlights at all. She wore atevlress shirt
buttoned all the way up and her eyes were paledidignot growl
at her. | peeked over the side of my bed. WhereRig®

“What happened to the dog?” | looked under the bed.
“Bipolar?” He snorted. | leaned up and Aunt Milpeinted to the
shelf above my head. Pig lay along the shelf withhead against
the old photographs.

“You renamed the dog?” Aunt Millie inquired. “Youamed
him Bipolar? | don’t know what is worse; Pig or Blar.”

“Do you have a spare toothbrush? And thank youaflmwing
me to stay with you while my mother-”

“It is my pleasure to have you here. | have extiietries over at
my house. Once you finish feeding the chickens eoitecting
eggs you can shower and eat there. | will cook gonice big
breakfast.”

“It is so refreshing to meet someone who is nidetied my



shoelaces. “I've never fed chickens or collectedgsegp please be
patient with me.”

“It is not very hard. Alex said he would help yd@Bo on outside
and meet him.”

Michael’s ski jacket really came in handy. It hadkte below
fifty degrees outside. There was frost on the gdoand my teeth
chattered. | was happy he didn't take it back.

Alex stood in the middle of the chicken coup wittvacket of
feed. He sprinkled seeds out in a long thin linkeickens gathered
round, pecking furiously. His blond hair fell, cowey his face. |
could still feel him looking at me though. | smiled and peered
down at Pig who stayed at least an arm’s distamee me.

“Are you going to let me do all of your chores?"e&lasked. |
jogged over to the coup and crawled through theniogein the
chicken wire.

“Sorry. | am not usually up this early or in suaiccweather.”

“Grab a basket,” Alex pointed to a wooden weaveskba “Fill
it with eggs. You need to make sure the chickensaisee you or
else they will peck you.”

“Now | see why you feed the chickens. It is eadiean
collecting the eggs.”

Alex did not smile. He glared at me with his palaebeyes.
Now that the sun was creeping up behind us, thsteoarowed. |

laughed. Alex was Mr. Scrooge and | was up befoeerboster. It



couldn’t get any worse.

Aunt Millie stood a few feet away. “Alex, honey, wd you
fetch me one of the chickens, please. | want t@afnice dinner for
Lisa.” Alex nodded his head and snatched a pastigen by her
neck. She clucked and scared all the other hensy Shurried
around and hid inside their coup. Alex looked upnat His eyes
were blank.

“I better go get the eggs.” | mumbled; frozen.

Alex took out an axe, stretched the hen’'s neck saci tree
stump and dropped his weapon. The headless bodwarcamd.
That poor chicken. She didn’t even see it comingxAlidn’t even
flinch.

| doubled over and vomited.

| think | am going to become a vegetarian. At leaiile | live
here. A chicken free diet never hurt anyone; esgigcnot the
chickens.

Pig inched closer. He sniffed the air and snortédknow, |
know, get the eggs.” | took a deep breath. Pin&isgs ‘Funhouse’
played inside my head.his used to be a funhouse. But now it's
filled with evil clownsYeah that is how | felit’s time to start the
count down. | am gonna burn it down.think someone already
burned this family. They were cranky and angry.rEtlee animals
seemed troubled.

Alex stood inches away with the dead twitching boflthe hen



in his hand. “Breakfast is ready.” | turned androaed my eyes at
the chicken killer. He glared back. My heart beaggularly almost
as if | were afraid. | wasn’t going to let some riddo blood thirsty
punk with evil pets, scare me. Well, maybe julttie.

“I have to get the eggs.” | turned my back to hfid. have to
get the eggs.” | smacked myself in the forehead.yWias |
repeating myself like some idiot? He was not goiagget the
better of me. I'd met worse people.

“I have to get the eggs.” | repeated. What was moplem? |
glanced over my shoulder to find Alex gone. | whma with the
hens and bipolar dog. Pig did seem calmer today.wsdsen’t
snarling at me when | made sudden movements bsatilhg/ould
not let me pet him. What kind of dog hated to beched? Even
the meanest dogs liked a pat on the head everyamolthen. Pig
didn’t even want commendation.

| stepped into the henhouse and gasped. Alex were.tliis
basket was overflowing with eggs. How'd he gethere? | was
standing in the doorway the whole time.

“How'd you get in here?”

He didn’t respond. “Take this basket of eggs insied don’t
drop any.” He brushed past me, barely grazing myasket. He
twirled around. “Why’d you touch me?”

| stepped back. “l didn’t. You are the one movilghat's the

big deal anyway if | did touch you?” | reached nant forward. |



was going to poke him in the shoulder.

Alex jerked back; angry. “Never touch me again.”

| froze. He really was crazy. Maybe my mom sent tméhe
loony bin and is at the beach laughing at the rpix u

“It was an accident. Chill out already.” | squeetkee basket of
eggs tight. “I better bring these inside.” | inchexy way around
him and hurried up the small dirt pathway to Auntligls house.
Pig trotted alongside me. “Why don’t you growl anhwhen he is
being mean?”

Pig growled at mekvil dog...

“If you are going to be mean to me then go awayt!"Geig
barked and kicked dirt up behind him. “I mean ib @way.” |
knocked on Aunt Millie’s door. Pig sat at my feédis eyes
drooped and he looked sad; almost sorry. “I'm sdPig.”

Aunt Millie turned the handle and welcomed us issitHer
house was filled with at least two of everythindheShad two
televisions in the main room, two matching clocks tbe wall.
They were of a red rooster and when the clock ktmmon it
crowed.How freakin’ delightful | mean that with total sarcasm of
course.

Aunt Millie had two matching lazy boy recliners thgointed at
their own television and two bistro tables in hea#l dining room.

“Sit here with me at this table.” Millie pointed tte one closest

to the kitchen. “Alex may join us and he likes fb & his own



table.”

I rolled my eyes. “I seriously doubt he is goingdm us.”

“Oh?” Aunt Millie placed a plate of warm pancakesfiont of
me. There were fresh strawberries and homemade syruop of
them. My mouth salivated. When was the last tinagel? “He is
my star pupil at school and he also lives next dmome so |
suggest you peacefully coexist.”

“I would like to, believe me, but he is awfully mip” |
complained, stabbing my fork into the pancakes.isTlhoks so
good. Thank you Aunt Millie.”

“Funny you should say that. Alex’s last name is kipoOh,
and you did an excellent job collecting eggs.”

| shook my head and swallowed. “Alex got them. $hwvl could
take the credit but it was all him.”

Millie disappeared inside the galley kitchen. Hemuke was
designed exactly the same as Alex’s house. At Easdidn't have
her home multicolored and it was nice to see sh& &arlV.
Excuse metwo TV’s. Can you say compulsive?

‘Do Alex and Ally come here often?” | inquired. Md put
sausage links on my plate and a bowl of grits dowtthe table.

“Yes, their parents are out of town a lot and whey go away
| stay with them at night but entertain them heveirdy the day.
Please do not try to touch the cat. She is verypé&amental and

you will regret it.”



“When do | get to meet Donna?”

“Sometime tomorrow,” Millie went to the front doofShe
opened it and Alex crept inside. “She is still aft town on
summer vacation.”

Alex took a seat at the other bistro table. He@retmy bowl
of grits and sprinkled it with pepper. | wantedétl him that those
were my grits and that he had some nerve comindarand taking
them like that. But, the anger that protruded floisreyes stopped
me. There was something dangerous about him. tdeal it.

“Aunt Millie, did my mother call to check on me?”léaned
back in my chair balancing on the back legs.

Pig barked and Alex stood straight up like a pevat the
military. “Don’t break the chairs.”

I let my chair drop back to the floor so that Isman all four
legs. “Excuse me.” He was a real piece of work., Butad to
coexist. Isn’'t that what Aunt Millie asked of me@ bnly have to
deal with him as long as it took for my mother &t getter. She'd
never been long; a week, maybe a month.

“Your mother didn't call but | am sure she will soo.et me
bring you some more grits. Alex, would you like sopancakes?”

“No, thank you.” Alex kept his eyes fixed on mirtée took a
spoonful of grits and shoveled it into his moutls. #e swallowed |
scratched my fork against the china plate.

“I am sure she will get better soon and | can gekiio Florida.



| didn’t even bring a lot of clothes; just two atgfand some
sneakers. When does school start? Will | have taraeiniform?”

Alex dropped his spoon inside his empty bowl. “Ssenot
going to get better.” He declared. “Your mothemis going to
change.”

| wanted to slug him. My eyes filled with tears andouldn’t
swallow. There was a thick cloth stuck right in tenter of my
throat. How could someone be so bluntly cruel? Anwees going
to get better and sheasgoing to come save me.

“How dare you speak to me like that! You don’t knamything
about my mother; or me.”

“You know she won't change. And why are you wearing
Michael's jacket?” Alex took my plate of half eatg@ancakes.
“You've lost your appetite, right?”

| pushed myself away from the table and ran oufribra door. |
raced along the dirt path past the hens and arthenlhke, halfway
to the school. | fell to my knees in the grass. $kiglded to a stop
and lay, facing me.

Aunt Millie didn’t defend me. She said nothing. Aleould’'ve
told me | was an ugly toad and she would’'ve sair thassively.
What did he, like, own the school? She was my afyahts were
supposed to stand by their nieces not the kids ehaot with absent
parents. Well, | guess Alex and | weren’t too défet. His folks

left him too. At least he knew they were cominglbat/hat about



mine? | hated to admit it, but the reason his wetdag so badly is
because | really did think my mother’s recovery \Wwapeless.

“It is the truth.” Alex whispered. | jumped. “Yo@él like she is
not going to come back.” | closed my eyes and caaiisiowly to
ten. | didn’t want to lose my temper. This was Al&unt Millie’s
star pupil. I needed to be respectful even thowglolviously had
zero manners.

Screw politeness

“Were you raised with the chickens?” | snapped.c&8ee you
sure cluck a lot about things you don’t know.” indbed up and
stomped further away from the two cottages.

Out of the corner of my eye, | could see Alex. Hgptkrhythm
with each step | took. Why would he follow me? Diel have his
axe with him? Was he going to chop off my head too?

Alex chuckled. His eyes danced.

| flipped my hair and picked up speed. To the ¢éfthe school
was a forest. | raced inside, hoping he wouldniofe but, he did.
So, | stopped abruptly and Alex plowed into thelkoaicme.

He screamed.

Just like a little girl would have.

My skin throbbed and for a split moment I could afnfeel his
pain. My fingers twitched and | wanted to touch hagmin.| felt
like a junkie.Alex pulled off his jacket and tossed it at me. The

whites of his eyes were red and he stormed outeofvibods.



“Stop touching me! How many times do | have to yeli?”

He disappeared around the corner.

| shook my head. Alex was insane. What if somettiagible
happened to him and he didn't like to be touched®/bé | was
bringing up old nightmares of his. What happenedito to make
him so cold? | bent down and picked up his jackée weather
was freezing. Tripling up was exactly what | needed

Pig barked. | looked down at the black and whitg dmd
smiled. “Why can’t | pet you or the cat? What hapgx to you
guys? What about Alex? Is there something | aming®s | knelt
and Pig backed up. “I am not going to touch you dod’t you
dare growl at me.” | pointed my finger in his face.

Pig crept closer. He was only a few inches awaypuld feel the
heat that permeated from his skin. He panted aarédiat the two
cottages. “Do you want to go home?” Pig jumpedhitofeet and
wagged his little nub. He barked excitedly. “I gaiésan check out
the woods tomorrow.”

We jogged back to the cottages and Pig pushedeaid against
Aunt Millie’s front door. He entered the galley dlien and sat.
Aunt Millie scraped scrambled eggs from a skilletoi his dog
dish.

A Himalayan cat sauntered over to Millie next. Sheowed
and turned in a circle. On top of bistro table vehatex had ate his

breakfast, was a cat bowl. Millie scraped morermstiad eggs into



her dish.

“They eat eggs?” | blurted, sitting down in onetlo¢ recliners
in the living room. “l have never seen a cat egjsebefore. A dog,
yes, but a cat-”

“Please understand, Alex and Ally are not like mestnagers
their age. They are gifted; highly intelligent asgéem a bit
eccentric to those of lesser intellect.”

| was beginning to think Millie thought | was anatd Some,
brain dead, noncreative nobody without a clue tatwhas going
on around me.

“Intelligence does not give a person the right éocbuel. | will
try my best to stay out of his way. | wouldn't wand
inconvenience you.”

“Thank you,” Aunt Mille grinned. “Mind the cat.” ifolled my
eyes. What was with them and the cat? She lookegtsanough.
Pig wasn't too terrible. He was a little weird mdthing too major
to really concern yourself with. | studied the.dathat did they
call her? I think her name was Rat.

“Psst, Rat, do you have rabies? Is that why everysmfraid of
you?” Pig growled at me. “Sorry Pig, but if | doféiugh | just may

cry.” | rocked myself in the recliner until | fedisleep.



Five

“You better hurry home.”

| was dreaming about my mother bursting throughfrivet door
in an Eskimo suit, arms raised and singing. “I amed, Lisa, can
you believe it? Let’'s go home!”

“That’s great, mom.” | said, grabbing my brown bkve been
ready to leave since | got here!”

Cold ice slid down my arm. | jumped My heart pounded
and | gasped. Michael stood in front of me. He deditmver and
laughed hysterically. Pig barked and stood in betwthe two of
us. My dog didn’t seem too concerned with Michael.

“What are you doing here?” | wiped radltice from my
arm. | looked up and spotted a clean chin. He shawbought the
go-tee looked nice on him. It was easier to sedipssthough and
they were thick and full. He smelled nice too.

“I pick up Millie’s eggs during the samer for my mother
and take them into town.”

“Are you wearing cologne?” | stood up and sdffhim. “You
are! Michael you smell nice. What is it?” His famerned red.
“Just Axe from the grocery store. It is no higal.” He

disappeared inside the kitchen. “You on the othandh stink



horrible.”

| covered my mouth and raced down the hallh® nearest
bathroom. | dug around in Millie’s medicine cabinfr a
toothbrush. It wasn't like me to not worry abouglgne. It wasn't
like me to sniff people either. Pig scratched hasvpagainst the
door. | opened it and let him inside.

After | brushed my teeth and took a showeedlized that |
didn’t have anything to wear. | cracked the doaghgly. “Aunt
Millie?”

“She isn’t here.” Michael answered. What wasstill doing at
the house?

“Could you, um, do me a favor, please?” Ik@odeep breath.
Michael trudged down the hallway. He leaned agaimstopposite
wall. | could see him through the tiny crack of tygened door. “I
forgot my clothes. They are next door in a box g bed in the
first room on the left.”

Michael cleared his throat. “I am not allowtx enter their
house.”

“Geez, Michael. Why not? | need my clothean®you knock
on their door or something?”

“I guess | could try. I will be right back.He stopped,
chuckling softly. “You could just wear my ski jadke

“Not funny,” I smiled. “Please just go get ripthes.”

A few minutes later and he dropped my boxH®y bathroom



door. | wrapped myself in a towel and snatchehat was the
matter with me? Why didn’t | bring more clothes? \8uat if they

weren’t warm. | think maybe it was a way for mentat accept that
| was being deserted by Amber. It was one thingrwing dad left
but my mom too? Sometimes | couldn’t understandplgedl hey
were so complicated and yet at the same time alywesdictable.
Alex certainly wasn’t; predictable, | mean. He wdsfinitely

complicated.

“You should dry your hair. It is cold outsitle

“Why, where do you think | am going to go?”

“Oh, you are going out with me of coursem taking you to a
party.”

“Not with kids from Cin, right?” | gulped. Dil forget to bring
make-up too? | did. Maybe Ally had some somewheaek \@ould
let me borrow it. That is, if she ever came homeglenough for
me to ask.

“Sure of course, | don’'t know anyone elseegtdrom school.”
Michael sprawled out in a recliner. “So, hurry uglalry your hair.
It is a long walk from here through the woods.”

Woods? Was it going to be inside or out? Cdeig come
along? | doubt it. “Can | bring my dog?”

Michael roared with laughter. “Who Pig? He ddedike
anyone and you’'ve made him your dog? Does he lefpgd him?”

| didn’t respond. “That will be the day when Pigsl@anyone touch



him.”

| came out of the bathroom and stood in frdnWiahael. The
TV was on and he flipped through the channelselfil you what,
when Pig here lets you pet him then you can officadaim him as
yours. Until then, don’t call him your dog. It's lgccally
incorrect.”

“This isn’t a democracy, Michael. He watches$ fau me. | like
him.” | blinked. Wow, | actually liked the bipol&reak dog.

“If he follows us then | suppose he can comé ynu are
responsible for him if he attacks someone. | angetting sued for
his sake. He should be forced to wear a muzzle.”

Pig growled and snapped at Michael's feet. dlized when
Pig's hair was down that he wasn't serious. Hig s down
with Michael. His hair was always down with me tédg was all
bark and no bite; except when he meant it, of @urs

| put on my Adidas jacket and Michael’'s skijat He helped
me into the sleeves. We walked outside and follotheddirt path
towards the lake. Alex sat outside in his purplechcswing. He
stared at us as we passed him. Michael waved atatdd back.
Alex wasn’t going to acknowledge us so why bother?

“What is the story with Alex and Ally?”

Michael inched closer. “They are subhumarsiacked him.
“What is it with you and violence?” He rubbed higna “You've

hit me twice in less than a 24 hour period.”



“Is Aunt Millie paying you to take me to thisapy?” | blurted.
Michael stared numbly.

“No, | just thought I'd be nice.”

“Sorry, | just thought after how mad | made yasterday that-

“Lisa, please. You don't faze me. I'd like tioirtk | was a bit
more mature than that.” He poked me in the chekkvilt race
you.”

“Hey, no fair!” | grabbed his jacket and raomd with him.

| turned around to check on Pig. He stood atethitrance of the
woods. | stopped. “Bipolar, come on, boy!”

Michael leaned over my shoulder. “You named IBipolar?
Well, if that isn’t just the perfect name for hitde will be right
there waiting for you to get back, don’'t worry. ienot a people
dog. It is a miracle that he follows you aroundiusdly, it's weird
and disturbing.”

“Leave my dog alone.” | shoved him. He gentlysiped me
back.

“Lisa Brown, | think you just might be alrighit.didn’t really
like you at first but when you dared to make faaelly, well,
let’s just say you practically stole my heart.”

“You better hurry home.”

| turned around to see where the voice came.fib wasn'’t
Michael’s. | searched the woods. It almost sounided Alex but

he was still on his purple porch swing.



“Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

“‘Someone said that we should get home. You 'dilear
them?” | scratched my head and examined the treetdp heart
fluttered. Was someone playing a practical jokeis? “Pig, where
are you?” | clapped my hands and the Boston tecaene to my
side.

“Let's go, Lisa. | think these woods have yopoasked. |
promise they are not haunted.” He wrapped his amoaral my
shoulders and dragged me forwards.

The sky grew dark and thunder rumbled. Pig é@dr&nd stood
on his hind legs. | giggled. He looked almost ashéf were a
prancing show dog.

“Who would’ve known, Pig can do tricks!” Michlakughed
too. “What did you do to him? He is a different dbdpave been
coming here since forever and that dog has near se friendly.”

“How old is he? He doesn’'t look old.” | kneltown and
searched his face for any gray hairs. There wegasyt “He looks
almost like a teenager.”

“You better hurry home.”

There it was again! The voice rang in my eais lavinced with
pain. The same pain I'd felt when Alex touched ime.was still on
his porch, right? | turned to double check. He st swinging;

staring intently at Michael and me.



Suddenly, lightning flashed in the sky. | grabtMichael’s arm
and Pig barked. It shot through the sky like adiulif fire. It was
pink in color and rain pelted me in the foreheatelhan to pour.

“We better go back to Millie’s house until thiain stops.”
Michael guided me out of the woods. He pulled thechof his ski
jacket over my head so that | did not get drenched.

When we got inside Millie’s house | stripped ofimy two wet
jackets and stood in front of her small portablateeshivering. On
one of the bistro chairs was the jacket Alex tosaedne in the
henhouse.

| reached over and snatched it.

Michael sat in one recliner and | sathe other. He smiled
at me. “So much for the party, we have them evexghkend except
when it rains.”

“Tell me the dirt on Alex and Ally. hink | have asked a
hundred times already and still you evade the questl leaned
over the arm of the chair so that | was close tohdel’s face.

“l told you, they are subhuman. And ‘ddmt me.” He
raised his arms to block any potential smacks.

“l thought you were a genius? You wéstally serious
yesterday and now you can’t keep a straight face.”

“Being serious with you didn’t get mery far, now did
it?” He leaned forward in his chair. “But, if youadist, | will get

serious. That is something | can definitely do.”



| turned my chair so that it faced him.

“Alex and his sister have the highe8tA® in our school
and their aptitude scores are off the charts. Tieajly never
interact with anyone and no one except Millie hasremet their
parents. They are always out of town and even thouglie
swears they are nice people | have seen their &b beg to
differ.”

“What is it with the no touching ruldeX has?”

“Why would you want to touch him?” Miaél barked. |
shrugged my shoulders and pointed at the dog.

“It's weird.”

Michael looked lost in thought. How thavas it to answer
my question? He tapped his fingers on the armféshim not
completely sure why but | can tell you this-Alexeamed when
one of our classmates fell to the floor during piteptic seizer. He
held her down but screamed as if he were in herpiaiin; as ihe
were having the seizure t00.”

Alex kicked the door open. Michael dnlgboth jumped at
the sound. He stood in the entrance with his ege®wed at us; as
if he heard every word we spoke. “It is time to @over to my
house now. Millie wants me to lock up.”

“Can’t | just stay at her house? | think | would less of an
inconvenience to you.” Alex looked away. “No, | inthanage.

Hurry on home.”



| swallowed hard. That's what the voice said earlurry on
home ...Total coincidence; right? He was in his porchrgw
the whole time. | checked; twice.

“I guess | will see you tomorrow.” Miagél smiled. “Millie
wants me to introduce you to Donna Denning. Shgoiag to be
your dorm mate in another week.”

| followed Alex back to his house. Htlthe front door
wide open for me but did not linger in the livingom. “Are you
going to bed?” | asked.

Alex stopped abruptly in the middle of the hallvasyif he were
waiting for me to speak.

| took a deep breath, “I heard someone in the weagsto me
‘hurry on home’ right before it started to rain. ou know who
that might have been?”

Alex slammed his bedroom door. | sat ae of the
loveseats in the living room and clasped my hawodether. I'd
forgotten my box at Millie’s house. | didn’t seeexllock her door.
Maybe | could go grab it real quick. It had my f&mieirloom
inside. Well, my photograph anyway. “Come on Pigwhistled.
He crawled out from under the sofa. “We are goimgaosecret
mission and you can't tell Alex.”

“Can't tell Alex what?”

| twirled around. Ally stood in the hakith her hand

against the wooden framework. She’d tied her hpiirua pony



tail. | grabbed my chest. What was it with these2w hey showed
up everywhere like sneaky little-
“Can’t tell Alex what?”

“I left my box next door and I-I just wanted to get it.”

“I brought that over for you already. There was sastd flimsy
photo in the box so | put it in a frame on the Eirelyour room.
Are those two your parents?”

| though Ally was the enemy? Why was she askingparsonal
guestions? | nodded. “That is a picture of my mamd dad before
| was conceived.” They were in love back then. $thauell Ally
this? Did she know what love was? Were her parentsve? Had
she ever been in love?

“Well, it is on the shelf for you.” She turned aptly.

“Ally.”

She let out a long sigh but turned to face me. Blo&ed
irritated and antsy to get back to whatever it slas was doing.

“Who are those people in the handcrafted frames? they
older relatives of yours? | mean, they look juls¢ lyou and Alex.”

“Mind your own business, Lisa.” She sauntered aub ithe
living room and took a seat on the opposite sofatuffed my
hands under my butt so that she couldn’t see tihemite.

“I just thought-"

“Don’t think, Lisa, stop trying to make Alex andirito some

exciting mystery for you to solve. You will be dgminted.” She



crossed her legs and picked at her fingernailss M&re perfectly
manicured. Not like her brothers or like mine. Thesas dirt in my
nails and the nail polish | wore had chipped. | denif Millie
would get mad if she found out about my little awmt at the food
mart? Would she expect me to treat Ally well toa®dk a deep
breath.

“I am sorry | made faces at you at the groceryestbmwas just
playing around. | saw you staring at me and thotuightould be
funny.” | tapped my feet against the floor boar8ke did not look
up.

“What did you do to my dog? He hates me now.” Algrrowed
her eyes at me the same way Alex did. “You've tdrhien against
me. And also, my brother; who are you Lisa Brown?”

“Millie’s niece,” | replied. Ally sent chills dowmmy back. |
needed to try and get a long with her. I'd havdite with her at
school and next door as long as | was here. Peaeeded to find
some way to bring peace; a treaty of some sortly,'A¥hat can |
do to make you dislike me a little less?”

“Go home.” She answered. She leaned forward wily amile
on her face. “But, that’s impossible, right?”

| wanted to slug her. Ally was down right mean! think | will
go to bed now.”

“Stay, we were just getting to know each other.i@esit is too

early for bed. We didn’t even have dinner yet.”



| wiped the tears that threatened to spill. “I afraid |1 don’t
want to learn anything else about you. Goodnighg;.’A
Pig followed me into the room. When he enteredarmsned the

door shut. Ally was pure evil anchatedher.



Six

Becoming Vegetarian

A few hours later and Aunt Millie pounded on my dothisa,
come out for dinner.” | swallowed. If she made &kit-

“I will be right out.” I shouted. “Pig, where areoy?” He
snorted from on the high shelf. “How do you gettlugre?” | shook
my head. It really didn’t matter how he managedlimb so high.
He was like a miniature mountain goat. He jumpedmd@nd |
finally spotted the new photo frame. It was carvambd with sea
shells and starfish glued to its corners. The frarags beautiful and
very unique. My mother and father fit well in beeme A photo
frame didn’t change the vile things Ally said. Stwuld give me
whatever she wanted but it wouldn't make me like B&ill, it was
a nice gesture.

“Lisa, are you coming?” Aunt Millie asked, tappimgy door
lightly.

“Yes Ma’am.” | put the picture back on the shelfiamurried to
the table. There were two place settings only. Adlyd Alex
weren’t going to join us. | was sure of it. Why shibthey? That

would be polite and they were the epitome of rude.



“Alex and Ally eat in their rooms.” Millie placed bowl of
steamed vegetables on the table. She cut somehFbeead and
put that down too.

“Millie, where is my place setting?” Alex asked.turned
sideways to get a better look. Alex stood in théway with a
pained expression on his face; almost like he wadrfg himself
to eat with us.

“l didn’t think you'd be joining us.” She exclaimgadhearly
dropping the butter. “Sit down and | will get youpdate and
utensils. You can cut the chicken.”

“l suppose | might as well be social,” Ally sighellly eyes
bulged. Not her too. | could handle Alex and hidauemarks but
Ally-

“Where is the Rat? She is late for dinner.” Allyeoged the front
door.

The cat raced inside and jumped up in Aunt Millietgir. She
put her front paws on the table.

“She eats at the table like a human?” | laughedhat®
interesting.” Alex frowned. “Does she use a forkl &nife?” | tried
to hide my smile but it was too funny. Aunt Millgait up little thin
strips of chicken and placed it in a dish that Saieow’.

“Here you go Rat.” Millie placed her cat bowl orettable. Rat
bit into the meat. Ally sat down across the tabienf me and

smiled. | pretended not to notice. | focused allattgntion on Rat.



She certainly acted like a normal cat. | hadn'tnséer attack
anyone or act crazy. Cats were independent right?

Alex came out of the kitchen with the carved chickand
placed it in the center of the table. He chuckldetmhe sat down
next to me. “Are you hungry?” | didn’'t respond. Heseen me
throw up. How could they expect that | would wamwot eat
something that | fed? They were almost like thestsp weren't
they?

“Aunt Millie, aren’t you going to sit down?” Sheostd in the
kitchen wearing an apron with apples printed onpiskets. She
shook her head and went outside. “Where is sheg8bin

Alex grabbed the plate of chicken and picked outha dark
meat. He handed it to Ally who took half a bre&She isn’t going
to eat the meat.” Alex laughed, stuffing chicketoimis mouth.
“She thinks | am a murderer.”

Ally found this information amusing. She staredrat with her
almond shaped eyes. “Are you one of those overlptiemal
types?”

“Where did Aunt Millie go?” If Alex or Ally didn’tfeel the
need to answer my question then | most certainlgrwiaoing to
answer any of theirs. “Is she okay? Should | gcklun her?”

“No, leave her alone.” Alex ordered. He shoved steamed
vegetables towards me.

Rat, the cat, jumped down and stretched out osdFeefurthest



from the table. “The cat doesn’t seem all that IStk just does her
own thing.”

Alex’s fork dropped. He narrowed his eyes at me twuk a
deep breath. “For some reason the animals do nud being near
you. Be weary; they cannot be trusted; especiaéycat.”

“Well, maybe they just need to be socialized priypeknimals
are afraid of people if they are not used to baangund them.
Maybe we could take Pig to a doggie park.”

Ally burst into laughter. “I see now why everyormerates you
so well.” She shook her head; still laughing. “Nilis going to be
humiliated when school starts and she has to int®@dgou as her
niece.”

“That’s enough,” Alex growled.

| pushed myself away from the table.

“Where do you think you are going?” He snappedgriored
him and hurried to the front door.

“I wouldn’'t go out there if I were you.” Ally warmte She
covered her mouth with her hand.

Alex stood and pointed at me. “Where are you gding?

| didn’t answer.

He chose which questions to respond to so I'd dsdme.

| opened the front door and stepped outside. Widimnnstant,
the sky rumbled and lightning flashed. My cheeksnbd with

anger. Ally was out to get me. | could see why kids at Cin



called her a Nazi. She cared for only one persah that was
herself. She looked down on me as if | were a |difieform.

“Come inside before you are struck by lightning.leA stood
next to me. | was really getting sick of him sneakup on me
constantly. He just appeared whenever he wanteda$t very
frustrating.

“Would you please leave me alone? When you wartetdeft
alone I don't bother you, do I?”

Alex blinked. His eyes softened and he closed ivet fdoor.

Pig scratched at the door and barked. | didn'thiet outside

with me. He didn’t need to get wet. It was ridiauschow much

it rained here in Lynn. It set the mood for suree thunder was

Alex, angry but controlled and the lightning wadyAhll the

way; beautiful on the outside but if you got toosg she’d burn

you. Together, they were a force to be reckonel.wit

Lightning bolted across the sky in zigzag patterns.

| sat down on the porch swing and pushed with net.fé
swayed, listening to the pitter patter of the rain.

Thunder rumbled through the sky like a locomotieradling
and tumbling into a metal wall. Lightning struckrae just a few
feet away. It was as if an ax chopped; splitting tree in two.
Electrical lines broke and flicked in the dark skghting it up like
sparklers.

| jumped. My heart beat furiously. | could hardharsd. “Will



you please come in the house?” Alex insisted. Ideddmy head
and raced back inside. | shivered from the rain suk a deep
breath trying to calm myself. That could’ve been inggine if the
lightning was two feet closer? I'd be a shish-ké&-bally would

love that.

“Sit down,” He pulled out my chair and | sat whie pushed
me in close to the dinner table. He sat back doxt to me and
handed me the French bread. “We never have guests Please
pardon our eccentricities.”

“Are you speaking to me simply because | am hevadmg
your privacy?” | ripped the bread into tiny piecéswvas slowly
becoming less and less hungry.

“l only talk when | want to. You are a very mixeg girl. You
feel one thing but say another.”

“I try to have a positive outlook. If you preterallie happy then
odds are you will become happy.”

“Do you really believe that?” He got up and wenthe fridge.
“Your eyes tell a different story.” He returned lwa roast beef and
Swiss cheese sandwich. “I made you a sandwich.arewoing to
starve to death if you refuse to eat chicken.”

| took the sandwich and tried my best not to losatml.
Hunger pains invaded my stomach. | hadn’t realipest how
famished | was till just then.

“To answer your question,Wwantto believe only the good but



that doesn’t mean that | do not doubt or questomgs.”

Ally came back out and sprawled across the empigseat. She
kicked her foot uneasily. “Alex, why is it stillirang?”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“I guess the lightning keeps Lisa in the house doet? | think
I will stay home tonight.” She yawned, stretchirgy larms above
her head. “That means Lisa will have to share ket"d

| gulped.

Nazi was going to sleep in my room? Why?! Where &had
been so far? What room was she always sneakingtoff Was the
other room her parents’ room? Where was Aunt Milli&as she
always missing at night?

“l think the bed is too small for two persons. hiteguarantee
that | will not accidentally touch you in the miegdbf the night
while | sleep.” That ought to scare Ally a littlBidn’t this family
hate touching? She’d be horrified at the thouglat, g, ha, Ally,
you evil witch.

“I don’t care if you touch me. It's Alex who hagpeoblem; not
me.”

| was doomed. Would Millie let me share a room wiitkr?
Maybe | could sleep on the couch or even at Aunlid/d house.
Millie wasn’t here so what would be the differength me going
and staying at her place? Why did | have to stdly thie freaks?

“Maybe | should sleep on the couch and let you taleeroom.



That way | do not get in your way.”

“You are always in my way, Lisa Brown. You are likebig
mole that isn’t going to go away. | might as wedt gised to you.
Besides, I've never spoken to a person of avenaigdiact before.
Your philosophies are quite amusing. | now undecstavhy
fantasy novels are popular; for people like you.”

“I'd appreciate it if you didn’t put me down. It rkes it very
hard to respect you.” | pushed myself away fromtdigde. “I am
going to find Aunt Millie and see if she will allome to stay at her
place. | see | am not welcome in this house.”

Alex stood up, walked across the room and barrdade front
door. “Millie will not allow you in her house atgtit. No one goes
there after dark.” | got the goose bumps all ovgramms.

Ally sighed, rolling her eyes; she took off her ekand flung
them at the cat. Rat arched her back and hissédt ($, Rat. Get
out of here, you are getting on my nerves you dtapt!”

Rat jumped down with her back still arched. Shekbdcaway
from Ally slowly before racing down the hall.

Pig crawled out from under the table and sat atfesy. He
growled lightly. Ally leaned forward. “Don’t worrfPig. | am not
going to throw anything at Lisa.”

“Ally,” Alex began, “Clear the table.”

“I will do it.” | offered. He frowned.

“Lisa, you sit and eat your stupid sandwich.” Hehied away



from the door and disappeared down the hall.

Ally groaned loudly. She stomped dramatically tos&arthe
dining table. She made sure to slam the dishes tatdkitchen
counter and to bang anything that could possiblgdreged.

| couldn’t wait until Michael came back to get ni@vas going
to get a chance to meet Donna. Millie said she wnias and
Michael didn’t have any horror stories to tell cermung my future
dorm mate; anything to get out of this house andyafrom Alex
and Ally. Maybe she had some make up | could borroloped
she liked slumber parties and movies. Movies weye biggest
vice. What about the boys at Cin? It would be rndave a girl
friend to go to the parties with who could give the dirty details
on all the available bachelors. | really missed fmgnds back
home. I'd never been around such cruelty beforenfemmeone.
Ally wasn’t the ideal housemate. Could you imagyedting stuck
with someone like her in college? Oh man, that wobe a
nightmare!

“What are you thinking about?” Ally stood inchesrfr my face.
“Hello in there!” She waved her hand in front of fage.

“I was wondering what Donna Denning was like.” kewered,
getting up from the table. “I was hoping she arwbuld be good
friends.”

“What is it with people always wanting a best fdéh Ally

placed her hands on her hips. “I mean, think albdoaw few



actually stay best friends; only a handful. Somepeend up with
a new best friend every school year. It is poistlesshare all your
secrets with someone.”

“Why would it be pointless Ally?”

She shrugged. “Then they have something to bladkyoai
with.”

“You sure are selfish. Having a close friend islik chocolate
sundae on a hot day; pure heaven.”

Ally followed me back to my room. She sat on thgedf the
bed. “Did you ever have a best friend?”

“Back home | did. But, | moved here.”

“So now you are not best friends anymore?”

“We will always be friends and | even promised totevto her
while | was here. Sometimes people grow a parttihatt doesn’t
mean that the friendship wasn’t real. | miss Katiere than you
could imagine.”

Ally touched a single strand of my hair. Pig jumpei the bed
and growled.

“Shut up, Pig.” She looked into my eyes for a fagmds as if
she were trying to make a difficult choice. “Howedoone act
when they are best friends?”

“Are you serious? Haven't you ever had a friencbbe?”

“I am not asking you to be my friend, Lisa Browrarh asking

what one does when they are close.”



“Well, we share secrets, do each other’s hair andequp, talk
about boys, hang out, talk about boys some most,da stuff |
guess.”

“Let’s play this shallow game of yours then.” Sk@sgped out of
the room and came back with a cosmetic bag. “Fimy mom’s. |
don’t have any make up of my own. | think it is@tl but since
you like it I will see what the big deal is.”

“Curb your enthusiasm Ally.” I mocked, rolling myyes. |
opened the bag and found dried out bottles of mastpstick and
nail polish. The make-up must've been ancientdhdireally want
to play dress up with Ally but maybe she would i@ some slack
and maybe we could ‘coexist’ as my Aunt wanted. Wheas
Aunt Millie anyway?

“Okay, this is just for experimental purposes.” yAlhformed
me. “This does not make us friends.”

“I wouldn’t dare think that you were my friend.rétorted. “Sit
closer so | can make up your face.” She obeyedjigdorward. |
brushed on loose powder and some bronzer. | pittieawater in
the mascara and applied it to her eyelashes. Hes egre very
bright. 1 put some lip gloss on her lips and smiléddly was
beautiful naturally but with make up she lookedelil totally
different person. She actually appeared normal.

“Go ahead and take a look in the mirror.”

She got up and went into the bathroom. She staydbere a



long time before returning. Her eyes danced just Iy mom’s
did when she was happy. Was Ally enjoying herséffiat a
miracle! | couldn’t believe how easy it was to maker happy.
Maybe she wasn’t so bad after all.

“My turn,” Ally grinned. “Close your eyes. | am g to use
liquid eye shadow on you.”

“Okay.” | didn’t remember seeing any in the bag bitadn’t
looked too carefully either.

“I've never put make up on myself let alone anyeise so be
open minded.”

“It's okay, we aren’t going anywhere we are jusvihg fun.”
She painted my eyelids, lips and even my cheekis gt liquid
stuff.

“Okay, | am done. Go ahead and take a look in ttarbom.”
Ally smiled from ear to ear. “I really think you Iviike it.”

| got up and went into the bathroom.

| flipped on the light.

Pig snorted.

| looked in the mirror.

...And gasped.

There was permanent black magic marker all over lips,
cheeks and eyelids. “ALLY!!” | looked like a clowrShe really
was heartless. | thought we were having fun. Shidod be nice

even for a few minutes. “You, evil selfish jerk! Neonder you



don’t have any friends!”

| ran down the hallway and out the front door.dnsined the
door in Pig’s face. He didn’'t need to follow mewéanted to be
alone anyways. Why did my mom send me to this hlamplace?
Who were these people and how could Ally do suatean thing?
If I had half a brain | would punch her right inrh@se. But, then
where would | go? Millie made it very clear thateAland Ally
come first then the animals and then, if | was Jicke. At least |
was more important than the hens.

| stopped running when | got to the chicken cougcrunched
down behind the henhouse with my head between gsy lavasn’t
going to cry. Ally didn't deserve my tears. Well,ayioe a few
drops but they were not for her. They were for mgiped away
the non-tears that trickled down my cheeks.

Rat jumped down from the hen house and stood imt 1vb me.
She flicked her tail and growled. “Leave me alobBe. you see
what Ally did to my face?” | pointed at my clownck&a “It's
permanent marker so it will stick for days.”

Rat continued to growl at me and finally she stejpgeser and
hissed. She extended her claws.

“You don’t scare me.” | rolled my eyes and turney bback to
her. “You look like a Halloween cat when you arduyback like
that. It is stupid and you are a poor excuse foatd

Rat sat down and began grooming herself. | curlednuthe



fetal position. | wanted my mom. | wanted to bekbat home in
Florida away from this crazy family. When woulddtdo go back?
When would my mom call and send for me? She sanbiildn’t

be too long and that | could come back to Floridd &nish the
school year off with my old friends. That would Ibé&ce. Rat
meowed. | looked into her round eyes. She purred.

“Is this some kind of trick? Are you trying to segume into
touching you so that you can attack me?” Rat prérice circle.
“Yeah, you are twisted just like Ally. I am going tall you Two
Faced Cat.”

Rat didn’'t approve. She hissed inches from my nbsmuld
smell her warm breath. “If you don’t want to be fmgnd then get
lost already.” Rat obeyed, jumping up above melzaak onto the
henhouse.

| lay flat on my back and looked up at the statseyitwinkled.
The skies cleared so beautifully after a storm héne
Massachusetts. It was a little chilly but not liest night. | could
just sleep out here. Alex and Ally wouldn’'t mind.cekrtainly
wouldn’t either. | turned to look at the house. Twsithouettes
stood in front of the window just in my line of 8. Inside, |
could hear Alex and Ally shouting.

When Alex yelled, the lights in the house flickemdand off.

...Probably just coincidence.



Seven

Absolute humiliation

In the morning | found myself in a bed. | didn’'tmember ever
coming back into the house. | was on a twin witfeather top
mattress. The room was dark and the windows weaeded up so
that only very little sun leaked in.

| rubbed my eyes and yawned. Pig jumped up ontdé#aeand
wagged his tail as if he wanted to go outside. “Yetere we Pig?”
It felt weird not being able to touch him. | wantedpick him up
and squeeze him tight to my chest. He’d probableha heart
attack. Poor, crazy dog...

My eyes slowly adjusted to the darkness and finatlguld see
my surroundings. There was a shelf on the wall justin Ally’s
room and a recliner chair. In it, it looked likerean sat sleeping.
Impossible Where was 1? Was it Alex?

“Alex?” | whispered. The man’s head jerked up. lfeed his
hand and turned on a reading lamp above his head.

It was Alex.

“What?”

“How'd | get in here?”

“Would you rather sleep in Ally’'s room with her?”

“No, I-”



“Then just be happy already.” He turned on his sidd closed
his eyes.

“What about the chickens?”

“Done, go to sleep.”

“I can’t. Did | sleep outside all night?”

“No.”

“Well, who brought me in here? It wasn’t you, ohysty seeing
as you don't touch people.” | crossed my arms. TW&s one
guestion he was going to answer. | was sick ofdeanored and
bossed around by him.

“Lisa, do you really want to get in an argument rokew you
ended up sleeping in a bed instead of outsideartf?”

“If I have to; then yes. | would like to know.”

“Who do you think put you in my room? Do you thitilat Ally
or Millie could possible lift you?”

“You do not have to talk down to me.”

“You are like a child. Why is the sky blue, why tise grass
green; why, why, why. I carried you in here.”

“I kind of figured...” I rolled over onto my side gbat my back
faced him. “Why did you break your ‘no touchingle@”

“You looked cold.”

“You could’ve just brought me a blanket. That watdviolate
your rule.”

“Do you always talk so much?” Alex looked up. Hgpfled the



switch and light filled the room. “Why can’t yougts”

“Have you ever had a girlfriend before?” | doubiedHe was
harsh and didn’'t seem to be interested in anytivias he so smart
that all he thought about were his studies? Thaildvbe sad. |
couldn’'t understand people like that. Didn't theyw to have
someone to hold hands and cuddle with? | sure ldwbuld be
happy to have the dog hug me! My standards hadyreaffered
since coming to Lynn.

“Why would you ask me that? Do you want to be my
girlfriend?”

| jerked back; shocked. “l was just trying to gekhow you.”

“Well, if | wanted to tell you something | wouldA&lex leaned
forward in his chair. “Can’t you just let thingspgpen?”

“I am waiting very patiently for Pig to let me pg&m. So, yes, |
can wait.”

“Do you want a boyfriend? Is that why you are agkime this?”

“It is just that you can be so obnoxious sometianes blunt that
| was curious if you treated your girlfriends thvedy too. If you
ever had any, that is.”

Alex grinned. “I guess | should get myself a gidfrd. Will that
get you off my back?”

“No, | was just curious. Why is it so difficult fgrou to answer
a simple question? | get a response for maybe eomeobfive

inquiries. It is so annoying.”



“When school starts | will get a girlfriend and thiewill be able
to answer you.” He turned out the light again archéw he was
done with our conversation.

“You'd have to touch her.” | threw the blanket owvay head.
Pig didn't like that too much; me covering my whadb®dy-
disappearing underneath the covers. He gruntedeaiodt a sigh.

Ally pounded on the bedroom door. “Lisa, you hawguast. He
says you are supposed to go out with him todayé Stomped
down the hall. “All these visitors are really gegito me! My life
used to be so simple now with that girl, it hasnéd into an
avalanche of people and drama.”

| had to admit, | didn’t understand a word she shittink she
was trying to say | was messing up her routineviatht Ally you
never could be sure. | crawled out of bed and Blpwed me
down the hall. I figured she wouldn’t invite whoevewas inside
so | went out to the porch.

Michael sat on the purple porch swing in his beamaip and a
long sleeved shirt. His eyes widened when he saw Nhyehair
must be sticking up. | ran my fingers through my laad smiled.
“Hi, | just woke up so | am sorry if | look a messle grinned,
lowering his head. “What's so funny?”

“Did you look in the mirror?” | gaspedlly... She made me so
sick.

“I have black magic marker all over my face dor’t Michael



nodded. “Terrific. | hate that girl.”

“Ally did this to you?” Michael’'s eyes widened. Knew she
was horrible but | never thought she’d do sometlsimgruel-”

“You are the one who called her a Nazi Commandaht!”
screamed.

He jumped up from the swing and covered my moultth \wis
hand. “Are you crazy? She will hear you.”

| shoved him away. “I could care less if she heamd Look at
my face. LOOOK at it!” | kicked the wooden railiran the porch.
All that did was hurt my foot. | fell down and gizdad my toes.
“Why did | just do that?”

Michael leaned over me and placed his hand on rouldhr.
“Let’'s go next door to Millie’'s house and get yoleaned up. A
little hairspray and it will be off your face in riime.” He lifted me
up and guided me across the yard to Millie’'s holksg.followed
with excitement. “What in the world did you do tbat dog?”
Michael shook his head.

When Aunt Millie saw my face she froze in the ceraéthe
room. “What did you do to your face?” | frowned. @tdid| do?
Figures she’d assume it was me who did it and eostar pupil.

“Ally did this to my face. She tricked me into tking we were
going to do each other’'s make-up.”

“Ally doesn’t wear make-up.”

“Yes, | know. She brought in her mother’s old maileand we



used that-well | used that on her face but she aspdrmanent
marker on my face. What good times we had lasttriigh'lhere
were you Aunt Millie, when all this was happening? You
should’ve been home so that you could’ve intervened

“Do you have any hairspray?” She nodded and poidan
the hall. I followed Michael into the bathroom.

| looked into the mirror and forced myself not ty.cl looked
hideous. | was surprised Michael hadn’t run for hifks just so he
could get away from me. MY FACE HAD BLACK MARKER
ALL OVER IT. | was going to kill Ally. She’d playeder last
practical joke on me. Who did she think she was?

“Close your eyes,” Michael ordered, pointing a leotof
hairspray at me. | jerked back.

“What are you doing?”

“I am going to spray your face with it. This helgst ink out.
Trust me.” He half smiled. | closed my eyes andhdel squirted.
The hairspray stuck to my skin and it felt grose tdok a wet
wash cloth and scrubbed.

“This is awful,” | pushed against his chest.

“Stop moving, this stuff is really tough to get duMichael
squirted my face with more hairspray.

“You could warn me before you sprits my face!” larked him
in the shoulder.

He laughed, “Even when | am trying | help you, il hit me.



Hold still,” he directed, rubbing my cheeks withetrcloth.
“Hmmm, | think you look better now; a little red tomnuch better.”

| opened my eyes and stared at my reflection. Mbshe ink
was gone. It looked like | had some gray eye shadovny lids
and you could barely tell there was ink on my cise®ky lips were
still completely black.

“I kind of like the black on your lips. It looks ob”

“Well, it is coming off.” | decided, grabbing theainspray. |
rubbed my lips until they burned. “I can’t beliexdly would do
something like this. What happened to her to makesh mean?”

“l think she is just a bad seed. She’s never danghang this
horrible before though at least not to my knowledhge | guess
none of the girls at Cin would ever admit to havbegen painted
with magic marker to anyone.”

“I certainly won't be telling anyone.”

Michael chuckled.

| rolled my eyes at him. “You wouldn’t be laughirfghis stuff
was on your face.”

“No, probably not; it is a good thing it was yolesttd this to. |
would have a hard time explaining to my mother whsas putting
make-up on.”

I laughed. That would be funny.

“l think maybe you should meet Donna this Saturdayhe
Bonfire by the ocean. All that ink should be gonenf your face



by then. Don’t worry; | will keep this a secret.”

“You are just too kind. Want to stay for breakfédst?

He shook his head. “It's noon. You've slept the miog away. |
have to go meet Donna and let her know you cairt ys. We
were going to take you into town to the mall.”

“Are you trying to make me jealous? ...The mall? iitdn’t
look like a clown I'd so be there.”

“Sorry about your face, Lisa.” Michael smiled anddamed. It
was a good thing I didn’t run him off the first daynet him. He
wasn’t so bad after all.

| sat down in one of the recliners and turned anteievision.
Michael waved before disappearing through the fdwdr. | turned
on the TV and flipped through the channels. Onnbess there
were reports of three hurricanes forming aroundr ridarida. |
leaned up and squinted to read the small prinifd@aila suffered a
slight earthquake and a tropical storm had devestatierto Rico’s

coastline.



Eight
The Big Wake

Millie sat down in the opposite recliner. She siHeudly.
What did she want? Was she going to lecture me tabeing
honest about her horrible students?

“Yes, Aunt Millie, is there something we need tealiss?” She
nodded her head and twisted her chair to face mew®re a blue
dress shirt buttoned all the way up today and hervas in a tight
bun.

“I spoke with Ally and she said she would like toake
amends.” | didn’t believe it for a second. Ally;rs® That would
be a first. She just said that to stay on Auntigfgl good side.

“I really do not want to speak to her right noweS& not a very
nice person.” Millie tapped her fingers on the arstr She looked
irritated. Was | disrupting her life?

“I would appreciate it very much if you let her ntethe mess
she has caused. | think that if you gave her aahamou’d find her
to be a very darling girl.Liet her do YOUR make-up theh Most
girls at the school are jealous of her becauseepfjhadesi(don’t

think it is jealously.). but you never have to worry about



competing with her academically. As friends, youl @ily would
be a perfect match.”

| hated Aunt Millie. She was just like Alex and Wl They
thought | was stupid. My ignorance amused themshdw them
dumb alright.

“Okay, Aunt Millie, I will be a naive idiot and goext door. A
smart person would take last night's incident ardlize great
caution was needed when around Ally, but since Irgeilectually
stunted, | will do the unwise thing of allowing neyls to be
exposed to her tyranny again, for a second timgdtlup from the
chair and slammed the front door.

Ally sat on one of the sofas with her feet proppgd She did
not look up when | entered the room. She kept hee fburied
inside a thick book.

“Writers aren’t as original as they used to be. Vidbyyou think
that is, Lisa?”

“I apparently do not think so why bother asking fne€rossed
my arms in front of my chest. “Millie says you wantapologize
for what you did.”

Ally turned a page of her book. She read quiettygfanoment.
“l don’t think you are dumb,” she whispered, “jusb hopeful.”
What in the world did that mean? | was too hopeflas she
trying to make me miserable and negative justhi&e?

“Everything you say ends with a slap in the face.”



She looked up from her book. Ally placed the naweher lap
and stretched. “I am going to take you kayakinguan borrow
something of mine to wear since you packed for a thay
weekend getaway. Did you think your mother was gdm miss
you and come right on back that fast?”

“There it is again; another slap in my face. Thankiy.” |
growled, twirling around.

“Oh, you're welcome. You are so silly.”

“How am I the silly one?”

“You are full of ideas on how people are supposeet Let me
give you some advice, Lisa Brown. What | say is tsneryone
else just thinks. | am the most honest person yoaer metThat
is why you hate me; because | don't lie to you Bkeryone else.”

“You put permanent marker all over my face. Howtlst
honesty?”

“You were painting me like a clown. So, | painteauyback.”
Ally sneered. “Hurry up; we need to make Millie pgpLet me get
you something to wear.”

“What a paper bag?”

Ally came out of her room with red shorts and ackltee shirt.
| tossed them on the sofa. “Would you prefer to ms&anething
else?”

“I am not going out of this house with marker on fage. This

is your fault, Ally, so don’t roll your eyes at e.



“Alex!” Ally pounded on his door. “Lisa is being fficult
again.” She looked down the hall at me and giggWds this fun
to her? Did she enjoy making my skin crawl? WhatldoAlex
possibly do to make me cooperate?

Alex trudged down the hall. He held something ia hand. It
was an old bottle with the words scratched off. $heok it and
applied it to a cloth. “Don’t move,” he ordered ggrpressing the
cloth against my face.

Even though his fingers did not brush my skin, tié winced
as if in some horrible pain. His eyes watered aadobered up;
glancing at my face. A rush of calmness came ower Alex hurt
all over. | could feel his pain straight througte ttloth. Was that
normal? I'd never been able to feel anyone elsains pefore. He
brushed the rag over my lips softly. My heart juchplecould feel
intense emotion coming from him. The worst paralbfvas that |
didn’t want him to remove the cloth from my face-eev

“There, go look in the mirror.” He tightened thepcand placed
it on the table. “I am going to go with you so tidly won't play
anymore practical jokes.”

I nodded and went to the bathroom. All the ink \gase. “Why
didn’t you do this before | went out and embarrdssgyself in
front of Michael?”

Alex covered his mouth with his hand. “You callede m

obnoxious and blunt. | figured | was the last pergou wanted



help from.”

| wanted to slug him.

| put on Ally’s clothes and borrowed some flip flopit was
warm outside and felt good. At least she sharedthiags. Ally
was cruel hearted but not stingy. Pig stayed hdweas probably
a good thing because the odds were good that Adl/going to try
and drown me. Alex would hold down my head while $it me
with an oar. | was so going to give my mother adexfor leaving
me with this crazy group. | should just check miyselwherever
she was. Amber still hadn’t called. Maybe they vdocd let her
make calls. Sometimes doctors did that; right? $hen’t
forgotten about me that fast, did she?

The ocean was different from Florida’s. There wasn'very
wide sandy beach and the sand wasn’'t warm. It witty gnd the
water clearer. Ally and Alex paid a vendor that gatthe beach
and motioned for me to come help carry the kaytKelt nice to
sink my feet into the sand again. | had to admat th made me
homesick. | wanted to be in my bed, in my house.t, Be'd lost
our home; even with me working too. | didn’t havehame
anymore.

Alex took his own kayak and Ally and | got a douldeshare. It
was pretty light; made of some sort of plastic mate“l haven'’t
done this in years.” Ally admitted. “Do you rememlvehen we

last went this far out into town?” Ally asked herother. He



shrugged his shoulders and crawled into his ka{Etke beach is
beautiful-different but still lovely.”

Ally climbed up front and put me in the back. | had a life
jacket and held an oar in my hand. We both tookaaus and dug
them into the sand so that we could push off. Trogretve cut
through the water like a knife slicing butter; ierfect unison. It
was as if we both had one brain; knowing when tdpaand how
hard.

“This is great, thanks Ally.” | said. | sure hopslde didn’t tip us
or something.

“Is this something you would’ve done with Katieathex best
friend of yours?”

“Yes, but without the fear of drowning. Let’'s jusit for a
second and take in the scenery.” She stopped padaitid so did I.
We let the current take us wherever it wantedItoould see fish
swim underneath us and Alex shined in the sunliglet.held his
oar behind his head and faced the sky with a nraken his face.
He almost looked peaceful. There were two smalk kigaking
sandcastles at the shoreline.

“Have you ever had a friend before? | am sure yavehl was
just wondering if something happened to make ydunamt a best
friend.”

‘I had a few friends in my lifetime.” She was setesn not

sixty. She made it sound like her years surpassgeadwm. “It is



easier to not have them; I think.”

“You think?”

“Well, it is just that when you have to watch thgnow old-"

Alex banged his kayak into ours. “Ally, what nonserare you
rambling about now?” She shook her head and bluski¢el better
get back to shore.” He decided. “Our rentals amuato expire.”

“Let’s rent them a little longer.” Ally pleaded, $a you want to
stay too; right?”

| nodded.

It was the best time I'd had so far since comingyton.

Alex paddled away from us and Ally and | let therreat
continue to take us out further. There were sattbhaad jet skis.
Someone in a motorboat whizzed by; causing littlekes that
rocked our kayak. It was nice to be rocked back fanih by the
ocean. The waves that crashed us splashed up aagedpour
faces. Ally laughed. | smiled. It was nice to see happy. Maybe
she could change or was she just being good bectessierother
was here; watching her every movement? Why did dmecern
himself with my safety?

Two jet skis pulled up to Ally and I. Michael was one of
them. He was with a tall, skinny boy with spikecdX hair. His
nose was long and so was his face. “Hi Lisa; hallg,” Michael
smiled. “What are you doing?”

“Just enjoying this beautiful day, the weather é&fect; don't



you think so?”

Michael nodded. “This is my friend Kurt. He goesGim too so
you will see him on campus next week when sch@utst

“Hi Kurt, | am Lisa.” | waved, holding my oar in ¢hopposite
hand. He smiled and waved back.

“Ally, do you know Kurt?” Michael's face was filledvith
caution.

She did not respond. “Let’s go, Lisa.” Ally tappetk with her
oar, “The Ocean is getting too crowded now.”

“I wanna stay. Hey, Michael can | climb on your g and
hang out with you for a while?”

Michael's face beamed. “You bet, there are a whnlech of
other kids from school a few sailboats out. | vifitroduce you.
Ally you are more than welcome to come too.”

“Ally, come on,” | whined, “Let’'s hang out with the It won't
kill you; will it?”

She turned sharply. “No, it will not. | thought weere having
fun? Did something change?”

“No, just the more people the merrier. BesidesahiMo meet
the kids from our school. How else do you makenftieunless you
socialize?”

“Alex is not going to like this, but, let's go.” took a deep
breath. Why would Alex care? “We are taking thgaa | am not

touching those creeps.”



“Fine, Ally, whatever you say.”

Michael led us to a nice white sailboat with pateen sails.
There were maybe fifteen other teenagers arouridesixo maybe
eighteen years old in the boats.

Some of the girls on the boat stopped talking aaded at us
with wide eyes. “Is that Ally?” One said, “Who ikat girl with
her?” They were in bikinis sunbathing. | looked doat myself in
my shorts and tee shirt. I'd be the nerd at CINdore. Before |
came to Lynn I'd always thought that geniuses vgereky and not
very attractive but almost all of the kids from CiMere good
looking making me look all the more average; averdgpks
average brain...

Ally glared back up at them. “They're looking at''usShe
complained.

“Be nice, Ally.” I rolled my eyes. “It won't kill pu to be nice.
Think of it as an experiment.”

“I will tolerate them; | suppose.” She snarled. tiael, help
me up.” He grabbed her hand and hoisted her irtcaiiboat.

| tied the kayak to the side of the boat next mlihhmper guards
and Michael pulled me up next. Maybe Donna wouldhée and |
could meet her finally. Most of the guys wore kreegth swim
trunks or skater shorts. A few wore wife beater$ imost went
shirtless. Michael was one of them. He was rippptid.arms were

strong and his chest tight. He had the beginnifgssix pack too.



“What are you staring at?” Ally followed my gazeH,” is all
she said.

“This is what best friends do,” | whispered. Shetually
giggled. We followed Michael over to a group of guyom the
school. One was Kurt with his long face and theas wne with a
round chubby face (he wore a shirt) and anothertspoung guy
with braces.

“You know Kurt,” Michael pointed. “This handsomeyghere is
Big Al, (chubby face) and this little guy is Metdlead or as his
mom calls him, Anthony (guy with braces).”

“Hi, I am Lisa and this is Ally.” The guys just stal. It was as if
they were seeing a ghost. Ally crossed her arms loechest and
frowned. “We were out kayaking, do you guys hang bere
often?”

Metal Head grinned. “Sure, (his voice was squeakygry
Sunday. There really isn't much to do in this tgimde stretched
his hand out. “I'm Anthony.”

| smiled. Ally turned her back to us. Was she nas®Scared?
Why didn’t she just try to speak to them? Maybe whsn'’t really
as mean as | thought. Did she have a fear of rejett

“Hi Ally,” Big Al grinned. “It's nice to see you ou How’s your
summer so far?”

“It's been wonderful. I've had company; as you cae.”

What exactly was wonderful about her summer so fég?! |



doubted that for sure. Maybe her summer was goeidre |
arrived. What did | know? She was more complex tléathought.
If I didn’t know any better I'd say she wanted frés. What was
stopping her from trying?

The sky grew dark. Thunder rumbled above us. Thas the
wrong place to be in a storm. I'd seen how violigtitning was
here in Lynn. “We'd better go,” | decided. Ally nded.

“Yeah, see ya Saturday. We are having a bonfire la¢rthe
beach. A last big bash before school starts.” Bigaid. “A-Ally,
you should come.”

She took a deep breath, “I will try to make itwas so proud of
her. She was really trying to hold back on heryastarks. If
only she’d edit herself with me too.

We climbed back into our kayak. Michael held itagtg for us
and we began paddling back to shore. “What is ithwhis
weather?” | complained. “It just rains whenever;thgut any
warning.”

“It's temperamental.” Ally answered. | laughed.

“I was really impressed. You weren’t rude to anyttem. Ally,
you were even civil.”

“You asked me to be nice so | was. | know how toloe, Lisa
Brown.”

“Why do you always say my whole name?”

“I don’t know. It sounds more dramatic; don’t ydurtk?”



Lightning flashed behind us. “Where is Alex?” | geyed the
darkened waters. The water was rough and almogtepusis
toward the shore.

“He’s right over there.” She pointed at a lone Kagaew yards
away. “Let’s get out of the water.”

Waves rocked us. Our kayak swayed sideways; jerking
furiously. | set my feet firmly on the floorboartts balance myself.
“Good idea.”

All of a sudden, a huge wave, three times our siakapsed on
top of us. The kayak tipped over.

| was upside down under the water. My throat stirogn the
salty water and it hurt to hold my breath. | strieggto free myself
but my legs were caught inside the seat. | swayat land forth,
trying to lift myself forward.

| really was going to die in Lynn.

Accept it wasn't Ally who was going to kill me.

| was going to drown.

My eyes burned and | slapped the side of the baosteded air
in my lungs. They were about to burst from the gues. What
would my mom say when she came to get iMdRe where is my
precious daughter? Dead?! You only watched hetHore days!

Who was | kidding? My mom wasn’t coming to get nmel zhe
wasn’t going to miss me if | drowned.

| still didn’t want to die.



| struggled to free my leg. It wouldn’t budge. lchught it
underneath the safety bar. Yeah, real security...

Suddenly, the kayak flipped forward and | gaspedaio. My
lungs burned and | felt as if | were going to exj@daall over. |
coughed up water from my lungs. Ally was coughing.tShe’'d
been stuck as well. We gagged and spit out satrwat

Alex sat in his kayak with a pained expression. dfftwvas a
close one.”

| couldn’t speak. My hands, arms, face and the wine$t of my
body trembled and shivered from the cold.

He held on tight to our boat. “I think we shouldtyhome.”

| looked up at the sky. It was clear; as if it netleeatened to
rain just moments ago. The ocean waters were cabinr@laxed
too. “l lost my oar.”

Ally laughed, “Me too.”

Alex tied our kayak to his and pulled us back. td to pay for
the lost oars and he rented towels from the cabagao that Ally
and | could dry off. We walked back up the roadh#® house. Our
clothes dried some in the sun and when we arrigedehthere was
an old Mitsubishi in the yard.

It couldn’t be!



Nine
The Electrifying Truth

I ran, slipping and sliding in Ally’s flip flops. wber; she'd
come back for me. | knew she couldn’'t stay awaynfnme too
long! | was going home! It was a miracle. And tinkhlI'd almost
given up on her.

Outside, sitting on the purple porch swing was mymm She
saw me and burst into tears. Her long blond has @& short, to
her ears, and she wore overalls (of all thinggjidh't care; my
mom had come to take me back. She really did logee Amber
didn’t say she loved me but why else would sheelaeross the
country to come get me?

“Mom!” | raced up the steps and collided into hema. She
swung me around and squeezed me tight. Tears bdmméer
eyes and she pulled away to get a good look at me.

“You look different. Darker-"

“Yeah, hello to you too,” | rolled my eyes. “Whatkayou doing
here? | have been waiting for you to call me!”

“I have called you everyday since you left. | kegdtting
Millie’s answering machine and panicked. | thouglomething

happened to you so | got in my car and drove gt



“You must be tired.” | assumed. “Are you hungry?”

“Starving, let's go out to eat some place nice. Yan tell me
all about Lynn.” She surveyed my wet clothes. tloks like you
are having fun.”

| forced myself to smile. There was no sense imteher about
my near death experience or about Ally and hertjadokes. |
was going home so it didn’t matter anymore.

Alex and Ally stood a few feet away. They glaredrgt mother.
She waved and smiled. “Who are they? Do | know thérhey
look so familiar.”

“That's Alex and Ally. Aunt Millie watches them wlei their
parents are out of town.”

“Well, why don’t you invite them to lunch too?” heugged my
shoulders. | needed to change into dry clothes apyand one
more hour with the freaks wouldn’t kill me. At l¢ddidn’t think
it would.

“Would you like to come to lunch with me and my nfgm

Ally turned sideways and whispered into Alex’s g4de. nodded
then looked at me.

“Yes,” he said. It sounded almost like he had tadohimself
into agreeing. Ally motioned for me to follow herto the house.
She closed the front door behind her and lockediéa& bolt.

“What are you doing?”

Ally glowered, “I do not like people in my housedin’t invite



her here.”

Thank goodness | was leaving!

“Can | borrow some more clothes? All of mine angydi | will
mail them back to you. Ha.

“Yes, | will bring some out for you.” Ally slammelder door.
What was it with the two of them and slamming d@ov¥as she
angry? She was finally getting rid of her mole;tishat what she’d
called me?

| put on the jeans and tee shirt she gave to nwokied nice.
She had good taste in clothes for sure; at leashéanyway. She
wore a long cotton dress that dangled around Hdesn

“Let’s hurry up and get this over with,” Ally crosgd her arms
over her chest and narrowed her eyes. Did she tmypknother
was going to leave without me?

My mom sat on the porch swing with her hands inlapr She
looked uncomfortable. Alex stood several feet awéh his face
turned. “Okay, we are ready.”

| sat in the front and Alex and Ally crawled inteetbackseat of
my mom’s Mitsubishi. My mom looked at me with conteShe
leaned over and whispered into my ear, “What inibed.”

We drove along the dirt road and turned onto tharnighway.
Alex and Ally stared out the window intently. “Lo@k this place,”
Alex sighed. “It is so different.”

Ally said nothing.



“So, how old are you Alex?” Amber queried. She ledlat him
in the rear view mirror.

“Eighteen, | guess.”

My mom turned into a Denny’s and parked. “You g@&ss

Alex nodded.

We took a table close to the door. It wasn't crodvdeside the
restaurant which seemed to ease the tensionea littl

“So, what happened at the ‘you know what'?” | smhjle
swallowing. Amber avoided my eyes. She didn’'t go tike
psychiatric hospital. But, who was | to judge hdr8he wanted to
lie to me then that was okay. “Did they help you?”

“She didn’'t go,” Alex answered. “She never had artgntion
to really go.”

Amber’s lip quivered. Why did Alex have to be saalf?
Couldn’t he just let my mother lie to me?

“It is okay mom. | am just happy you are here.ralgbed her
hand. She squeezed me back hard. “Alex can betla hitunt
sometimes. | don't think he means anything by duth. Millie
considers them geniuses.”

My mom placed her hand on Alex’s arm.

She was going to tell him that it was okay; tha¢ shderstood
and that he hadn’t offended her. The truth was ywthe best
policy. Yes, that is what my mother would've saod $ure...

Alex screamed and smacked her hand away. He stodd a



picked up his chair. His face burned red and | d@de one of his
veins popping out on his forehead. He lifted thaickabove his
head, as if he were going to hurl it at my mother.

“Alex!” | yelled, “What are you doing?”

He looked into my eyes. Alex took steady breathsoat like
he were counting to ten. The chair found its plaoethe floor
again and Alex sat.

My heart pumped and my skin itched. What a lun&titom,
don’t touch Alex, he doesn't like it.”

“Uh, | can see that. So sorry young man.”

Alex nodded and scooted back to the table.

Our waitress inched her way over with a look ofrbpon her
face. “I-Is everything alright here?”

Ally smiled. “Yes, of course. We are just very hong| almost
laughed. She was trying to pass Alex’s fit off amder. Who
knows, maybe heashungry.

“I will ask the kitchen staff to push your ordeiThe waitress
said, backing away from the table slowly.

“That’s a very wise idea.”

“So, Lisa | thought we could leave for home todhyigured
since you have your permit you could drive untigéts dark. |
would have some time to rest up from my drive teré we could
stay in some cheap hotel for the night.”

“Sounds good to me,” | hooted, raising my fisthie tir.



Alex narrowed his eyes at Amber. “Why would you wam
take her with you? Do you have a place to live?nArgou still
sick?”

“Leaving my daughter here isn’'t going to help make better.”

“I am afraid sheis your problem” Alex crossed his arms and
leaned them on the table. “Isn’t that right, Ambkii8 hard to look
at her now that she is older and looks so muchHike?”

“Lisa,” My mom stood, banging her knees under thbldg,
“Let’s get out of here. This kid is scaring menh gorry | left you
with these freaks.”

| obeyed, pushing my chair away from the tabley Ajtabbed
my shirt and jerked me backwards. “What’'s happerirder eyes
watered. “Alex, what’s going on? | don’t understdand

“Nothing, don’t worry Ally. Amber isn’t taking Lisanywhere.”

My heart stopped. | gagged. | wasn’t leaving? Wivas he
talking about? Was this another one of his gamesabek grabbed
my arm and tugged. She led me out the front door.

“Get in the car, Lisa. Those kids are crazy. That is going to
kil someone one day. He is like the next Ted Bumaly
something.”

She started the car. | looked in the side mirrdexAand Ally
raced out of Denny’s and stood on the sidewalky wihs shouting
at Alex, begging him for something. He just staaédur car.

My mom put the car in drive and pressed her footht gas



pedal. We hit the highway and took a deep breatl. ivbm
blasted the radio and began singing. It was arsaid) from Cyndi
Lauper;Girls Just Wanna Have Fun

We merged into traffic. | finally relaxed. They ditthave super
speed. | laughed at this. What did | think Alex @iy were?

“We are almost out of Lynn.” My mom squealed.

“Almost free-"

| grabbed the dash and my mom clutched the stewsieg.

She hit her brakes and spun in a circle.

A bolt of lightning hit the roadway splitting thelLynn,
Massachusetts’ sign into two pieces.

Hurry on home.

The voice; it was back. It had to be Alex. It jistd to be! |
looked behind us for any sign of him. He was neté¢h

What about Ally? No. No, Ally.

| reached over and grabbed my mother’s hand. Weebbat the
sky. It was clear; not a rain cloud in sight. Whei@ the lightning
come from?

“Start the car,” | demanded, “l want to get outefe.”

My mom turned the ignition but the car stalled. 8fed again.

Nothing...

What was wrong with the stupid car? Did it overReat

Finally, the engine purred and my mom inched fodvaéhe

went around another car that had skidded to aasopell.



Amber hit the breaks.

The road had a big hole in the center of it. Theasn't any way
out; at least not this way. “Find another exitbit my fingernails.

“Did Millie tell you something?” Amber asked, baokj out of
the debiris.

Whatwasshe talking about?

“About the night you were conceived?” Amber glanegdne.
“Alex knew about it and | don’t remember telling IMé anything
about it;ever”

“What are you talking about?” My hands trembled.

“Good, it is better that you never know.”

“Know what?” | screeched. “Stop the car!”

My mom hit the brakes. We were half on the sidewaikng to
get out of the mess of vehicles backed up becalugedightning
strike.

“Really, Lisa, it is not a big deal,” She wouldidiok at me. “It
Is something that only concerns me.”

“Mother.”

“Lisa.”

“If you don't tell me then | am going to get outdago find
Alex. He will tell me for sure!”

My mother hid her face in her hands. “Jimmy, whk, is not
your real father.”

| blinked; stunned. How was that possible? Sheehbmarried



to him years before | was ever even born. Did shnehan affair
and never tell me about it? Why would she?

“Who is my father then?”

“I don’t know,” She wiped the tears from her eyes.

How could she not know? Did she have multiple adfavith
men? | thought she loved Jimmy?

“I came home after a long night of working; | wetat the
bathroom to take a shower because | was so dioiy frunning
around at a catering party. When | close my eyeanl still smell
the chocolate fondue that spilled all over me.”

Amber opened her mouth but nothing came out.

“What happened, mom?” | asked, almost afraid ofaihewer.

“Some man, with eyes just like yours stepped iheoghower,”

“Mom?” My lips trembled. | didn't want to procesdis
information. She was right. It was better to nobwn My heart
pounded and | couldn’t breathe. My legs shook utrotiably.

My father was a rapist.

“He slammed me intothe wall, and then he-"

“Stop, | don’t want to hear anymore.”

Everything made sense. | now understood why Jimmy a
Amber were so happy before | was born, why Ambearenaaid
she loved me and even why she looked sad whenbeepeered
into my eyes...

| was the problem.



| made my mother crazy.

“I can’t be near you, Lisa, without thinking abdhbat night, but,
another part of me cannot bevayfrom you either.”

“Is that why you sent me away; because you didahtito face
me anymore?”

“Millie never responded to any of my calls in thaesp | always
got her voicemail, then a few days later afterHad one of my
episodes; | was fine and didn’t want you to leé®et, out of the
blue, Millie called me back two weeks ago. She shield help me
out just this once. It was very out of characterMllie to do this.
She’s never been a very good sister-in-law to me, Bthought
maybe if | had a little break to clear my head thwtybe, just
maybe | could segoufor you and nohim.”

“So, what do you want to do now?” Did she want éorldl of
me? Had | destroyed her life? Why did she even pisté to me?

“I want to get you out of Lynn, That's what | watat do right
now.”

She hugged me. “Lisa, | am so sorry | told you.”

Amber and | got out of the car and took the sidewadlhe
Mitsubishi had seen better days and so we figureccould walk
to the next town and get two cheap bus ticket®toeesnew place.

We were going to start over.

“l could get contacts. That might make it easieryfou to look

at me.”



“We are going to get some counseling together. Wnadld
probably be the best thing.”

We crossed the street.

The sky darkened.

My heart racedNot again What was wrong with the weather
here?

“Lisa, | forgot my phone. I will be right back.” Aber ran back
to the car. | stood inches away from the broken [86me to
Lynn” sign.

Lightning never struck the same place twice. Thathsat I'd
heard anyway.

Thunder rolled above us and ambulances and pdicefmally
arrived from Lynn and the surrounding city. Peogdlenbed out of
their cars, shouting and cursing filled my ears hsdt on part of
the “Lynn” sign.

Droplets of rain pelted me in the forehead. My mioad been
derailed. A policeman had stopped to question her.

“Come on, Mom,” | thought, “It's going to get ugly.

Maybe we could leave in our car after all. The gmlwere
already getting to work on organizing a detour.ot gp and
stretched.

Lightning flashed in the sky.

| looked up and saw two lightning bolts headingaigint

towards me.



