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			“Sixth-grade relationships and a grown-up romance, lessons in tolerance and a fairy-tale ending make this an exceptionally satisfying school story…. The student voices are spot-on…. Moving and real.”

			–KIRKUS REVIEWS

			“An inspiring…and thoroughly enjoyable portrayal of the difference one teacher makes in the lives of his students.”

			–VOYA

			“A skillful meshing of characters and story lines makes for another great read.”

			–SCHOOL LIBRARY JOURNAL

			“This sequel to Because of Mr. Terupt will not disappoint; not only has Mr. Terupt returned, but those same kids from his classroom are telling a new story—one that stands on its own.”

			–JOHN IRVING, #1 New York Times bestselling author and National Book Award and Oscar winner
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			“You need to keep working hard and stick together. Your hard work and friendships will help you through good and bad.”

			“You’ve been forced to grow up today in ways that aren’t fair to you. You had to do that last year, too.”

			“Everyone should have a guardian angel like you.”

			“You’ve taught me.”

			“You’ve helped me change. And you’ve helped me do something even more difficult than that. Because of all of you, I’ve been able to forgive myself.”

			“You’ve done a wonderful job.”

			“There’s no denying it. You’re a special group.”
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			To my wife and best friend, Beth, whom I fell for long ago
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		It was one of those farts that stunk so bad you could taste it. One of those that made your eyes water and forced you to tuck your nose under your shirt collar. It must have been hot and steamy coming out, because there’s no other explanation for its horrid stench. I know, it sounds like your classic silent-but-deadly—it wasn’t. Her fart ripped like a firecracker when it went off. That’s right—it wasn’t me! It was Lexie!

		She dropped her stink bomb one day during the summer when we were helping Mr. T move our old classroom down to the sixth-grade annex. After last year, I wanted to spend all my time with Mr. T. I didn’t want a day to go by that I wasn’t with him. That’s why I spent my vacation helping him with the move. Besides, Mom and Dad weren’t around. They were working all the time—even in the summer, business called. And my older brother, Richard, was off doing his own thing, which was DJing. He had his own equipment and did small parties, birthdays mostly. It wasn’t like we needed the money, and Mom and Dad didn’t force him to get a job, but that’s what he did. He said it helped him get the girls.

		Lexie and I weren’t the only ones choosing to hang with Mr. T. Anna and Ms. Newberry helped a lot, and Jeffrey showed up some, too. There weren’t a lot of other people around school in the beginning, just our custodians, office staff, and our principal, Mrs. Williams.

		I was on my way to our classroom one morning and stopped to take a leak before heading upstairs. There was a bathroom around the corner from the office that no one ever used, a small bathroom with a single urinal and stall. I don’t know what possessed me, but I’ve always liked to mess around in bathrooms. Old habits die hard. I walked in and the stall door stared back at me with a funny look on its face.

		“Hi-ya!” I yelled, running and throwing a roundhouse karate kick at my target. I didn’t actually know martial arts, but I’d seen the move on TV. The door banged open and slammed shut after ricocheting off the wall.

		“Ahh!” someone screamed.

		Huh! I didn’t expect anybody to be in there. Like I said, no one ever uses this bathroom.

		“Peter, I’m gonna kill you!” Jeffrey barged out of the stall. I had scared the snot out of him, all right—I could tell. He must have sprayed everywhere. He had wet spots all over his pants. I wanted to laugh, but Jeffrey glared at me.

		I backed to the door. “I—I didn’t know you were in there. I swear.”

		“You better grow eyes in the back of your head,” he warned.

		I yanked the door open and hurried upstairs while Jeffrey stayed behind, probably to dry his pants. I got to work helping Mr. T.

		If you’ve ever moved, then you know it’s all about boxes. Packing boxes, lifting boxes, and unpacking boxes. Boxes, boxes, and more boxes. After a while I got sick of them, so I tried cramming one with as much as I could fit, thinking that more stuff in each box would mean less boxes all together in the end. Luke, our class brainiac, would have been proud of my smarts. The problem was, I forgot about needing to lift the box after jamming it full of books and anything else I could get inside.

		“Peter, you’ve got too much in there,” Anna warned. “You should take some stuff out.”

		I liked Anna and all, but I wasn’t about to listen to a girl. I managed to pick the box up after almost getting a hernia, but then the stupid bottom fell out. I stood there like a dork, holding an empty cardboard box with junk all around my feet. Mr. T and Ms. Newberry got a good chuckle, and I know Anna had to bite her tongue.

		After the super-heavy box strategy failed, I decided I’d take two normal-sized boxes and stack them one on top of the other. My idea was that two at once would lead to fewer box trips. Luke would have been proud again. The problem this time wasn’t that they were too heavy, but that I couldn’t see very well. I got the two lifted and started on my way, but I didn’t make it very far before I ran into one of the classroom desks. The corner hit me right in the you-know-what. I dropped the boxes and balled up on the ground, groaning and holding my privates. You’d think a boy would get some sympathy from a male teacher after an injury like that, but Mr. T had a funny way of showing he cared.

		“Ahh, c’mon. You’re all right, Peter,” he said. “They’re just peanuts.”

		Even with my injury, he made me smile. Of course everyone else thought it was hysterical, especially Lexie.

		“Ohh, poor Peter’s peanuts,” she sang. “Hey, it’s a tongue twister. Poor Peter’s Peanuts. Poor Peter’s—”

		“Okay, Lexie,” Mr. T said.

		She thought it was a riot. She couldn’t stop laughing. And then she got to laughing so hard that she farted—right out loud! A real stinker! Served her right. Lexie turned bright red in the face. I wasn’t about to let her off easy by pretending nothing had happened.

		“Oh my God!” I yelled.

		“What now?” Mr. T asked, looking up from the box he had gone back to packing.

		“Peter farted,” Lexie was quick to say.

		“What! No way! That was you!” I was ready to wring her neck.

		“That’s classic cover-up, Peter,” she said. “Blaming someone else.”

		“Are you nuts?!”

		“We know you hurt your peanuts,” she said. “We’re sorry.”

		“That’s enough, you two,” Mr. T said. “Someone farted. I don’t care who, just don’t do it again. It stinks.” He covered his nose with his shirt and so did a laughing Ms. Newberry.

		Lexie flashed me her devil smile.

		“Better go check your underwear after that one,” I whispered. The only good thing about her fart was that it somehow made me forget about my privates hurting.

		And so went my summer: watch out for Jeffrey, deal with Lexie, and hang with Mr. T. I had a good time.

	
		
			
				[image: ]

			

		Summer was pretty cool. The only bad part was that Mom was still waiting tables from noon to close every day, so she spent most mornings sleeping. So like, I was pretty much on my own. But no biggie—it’d been that way for a while now.

		In the beginning, I rode my bike over to the school a lot and helped Teach with the classroom move. I liked doing that. Hanging with Teach was cool after spending all that time without him. I wasn’t the only one around. Jessica was gone to some writing thing and Luke was away, but Anna and Jeffrey were in the classroom a lot, and Danielle was busy on her farm but still came by often. Ms. Newberry was there every day, smiling and making Teach smile, and of course, there was also Peter. I loved teasing Peter. He’d try to give it back, but I always won. He was a good sport about it, though. It was all fun, not like mean-girl stuff. And I would know. So for a while, that was what I did with my summer. I’d never complain about time spent with Teach. Not after what we all went through.

		But then one day, when I was riding home from school, I heard some voices coming from the abandoned house on Old Woods Road. I rode past this house every day. I’d been in it before. It could be a pretty cool hangout spot, but it was kinda scary, too. Dust and cobwebs, cracked window glass, a creaky floor, falling-down boards, and rusty nails—the place was old. Real old, and probably not very safe. But like, I wanted to see who was in it.

		After leaving my bike on the grass, I crossed the porch and crept into the front of the house where there was a doorway, but no door. I tried to walk softly as I snooped around, but the boards made noise under my feet. I didn’t hear them coming from behind me.

		“Who’re you?”

		“Ahh!” I screamed, scared out of my mind. I spun around fast and saw two faces.

		“Sorry,” the first girl said.

		“What’re you doin’ here, Little Brat?” the second girl said.

		They were older. High school girls, I could tell. They were bigger than me for one, and like, they needed bras where I still had my flat chest.

		“Stop, Reena,” the first girl said. “You’re gonna scare her.”

		“I’m just jokin’. Gimme a break.” Reena looked at me. “Don’t worry. You can chill here, Little Brat.” She turned and walked away. “I’ll be in the back,” she called over her shoulder.

		“I’m Lisa,” the first girl said. “What’s your name?”

		“Alexia, but my friends call me Lexie.”

		“C’mon, Lexie.” She put her arm around me and gave me a tour of their hangout. The place wasn’t dirty and creepy anymore. They’d cleaned it up, the back room especially. They had put some old carpet pieces on the floor, which were a lot better than the creaky boards with rusty nails. There was a green couch and a brown armchair, and then some lawn furniture. In the middle of the room they had plywood laid across cinder blocks for a table. And they had a few blankets tacked over the windows for a little privacy—or secrecy.

		Lisa was very pretty. She had dark hair with tight curls cropped close to her head. It looked good, especially with her dark maroon lipstick. She had a nice body that she showed off in short shorts and a tank top.

		“Grab a seat, Lexie. You can chill with us,” Lisa said.

		I accepted her invite, not wanting to be rude and not wanting to make them mad. I sat down in the brown armchair. Reena was already sitting on the couch, and something told me not to sit next to her. I stared at the floor because I wasn’t sure what else to do.

		“Hey, you’re back,” Lisa said.

		I looked up and saw her walk over to kiss the sweaty boy who’d just arrived.

		“Who’s this?” he said, nodding at me.

		“Alexia,” Lisa said, “but her friends call her Lexie.”

		“Hey, Alexia,” the boy said. “I’m Brandon.” He nodded toward the couch. “And that’s Reena over there.”

		“They’ve already met,” Lisa said.

		“Brandon’s a big bad football player and wrestler,” Reena teased.

		He made a face at her. “That’s right,” he said. “I am. I just got done with a run.” He looked at me now. “I’m starting my training.”

		“Oh,” I said. He sure seemed big and bad.

		When I looked over at Reena she had her lips curled around a cigarette. She was as pretty as Lisa, but she made me nervous.

		“Hey, Lexie. Want one?” Reena said, holding out another cigarette. “Or are you a little Goody Two-shoes?”
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		FADE IN: LONG SHOT (LS) of JESSICA sitting in a classroom with a bunch of other kids. Kids we’ve never seen before, some older, some the same age. It’s obvious this is a classroom devoted to writing. There are books all along the walls, plenty of computers, and an assortment of papers, pencils, pens, and highlighters. All the students are working. Some of them are drafting, others editing, and one is conferencing with the instructor.

		
			JESSICA VOICE-OVER (VO)

			I spent the bulk of my summer in New York City at Columbia University, participating in a writing camp. A couple of times a week Mom would ride the train into the city from New Haven. She’d work on her own writing while I was at camp, then we’d spend time together in the afternoon and evening. The camp was amazing. I had to submit a piece when I applied, and based on that I was accepted. I wrote about Mr. Terupt. That was easy. He’s the best man in the world. I was fortunate I’d be having him as my teacher again, and to have been selected for the writing program. My favorite part of the camp was our unit spent on screenwriting.

		

		FADE OUT.
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		For me, a few things stood out from the summer. My mom still worked a few days a week at her school, doing library stuff and helping with the summer programs, but I got to spend a lot of time with her. Mom was also spending time with Charlie, and she was very happy. It made me feel good. I liked Charlie too. Mom also kept busy with her artwork. She entered one of her pieces in a show in New York City. We got to go down there for a few days, which was a lot of fun. I even visited with Jessica. She was in some sort of writing camp taking place at Columbia University. The four of us, our moms and me and Jessica, had lunch in some fancy little café.

		I also saw Danielle over the summer. Mom and I would go to the farm and visit—Charlie didn’t just come to our house. Danielle’s mom and dad were more accepting of me and Mom now, so it wasn’t that big a deal for us to go over to their place. Her grandma and grandpa still never spoke to us, however. But the farm was great! My favorite part was helping Charlie and Danielle with the nighttime milking. My first time doing it, Charlie said, “Anna, come take a look at this.” He was sitting beside one of the cows, getting ready to put the machine on her. When I bent closer to look, he squeezed her teat and milk shot into my face.

		“You just fell for the oldest trick in the book,” Danielle said, laughing.

		The other thing I did over the summer was help Mr. Terupt move our classroom down to the sixth-grade annex. I did this on those days Mom had to work, though Mom even came to help a few times. Peter helped too, or tried to. Somehow his good intentions often turned into mess-ups, but I had fun with him. Most of the time I was laughing. Like the day he crammed all he could into one box. I tried to warn him, but he didn’t want to listen. When it was time to lift the box, Peter grunted and groaned. He turned all red in the face just getting it off the ground. As soon as he stood up, the bottom of the box fell out. Stuff crashed to the floor and scattered everywhere. I tried not to laugh, but that was hard.

		Then Peter tried carrying more than one box, but he hurt himself (in the bad spot) because he couldn’t see where he was going. As if that wasn’t bad enough, the next thing he did was let loose a terrible-smelling fart. Then he tried to blame Lexie for it. Imagine her farting—please!

		Next he decided he was going to carry a tower of books to our new room. He said he’d had enough of boxes, and figured he could carry more as a tower anyway. Those chapter books can have slippery covers. I tried telling him, but no.

		“Peter, they’re not LEGOs,” I said.

		“Ta-da!” He stood up with his tower, his bottom hand by his knees, his top hand above his eyes. He took a few steps and then it happened. The middle book sprang free, setting off a domino effect of books shooting out of his tower like bullets. After the frenzy, Peter stood there with one book in his hands.

		“Maybe you should try a different approach,” Mr. Terupt said, chuckling—again.

		“I wanted to see if it would work,” Peter said.

		“Well, now you know,” Mr. Terupt said. “But that’s good. You were experimenting. That’s science. I like that.”

		Peter looked at me and shrugged. I smiled and shook my head.

		Despite his mess-ups, Peter showed up every day to help. As long as his mess-ups didn’t turn into an accident like last year, I was fine with his good intentions.

		The annex was a little complex separate from the main school building. It looked just like the main school, same red brick and windows, but it wasn’t attached.

		“Mr. Terupt, why do we even have an annex?” I asked. We were carrying boxes down to our new room. “I’ve never seen another school with one.”

		“Well, my best guess is that at some point, the town must have decided they needed more space for all the students, so the annex was constructed. It was probably the wisest solution.”

		The annex wasn’t far from the main building, just a short distance down the sidewalk out the side door, but it was still a lot of work to move. We had to box up all of Mr. Terupt’s things, move them, and then unpack them and get the stuff put away. That’s the part I liked, the putting-away part. I liked it because then I got to decide how to arrange our new classroom, and I liked it because I got to do it with Ms. Newberry. She was also there every day.

		There were some beautiful bookcases in our new room. A few low-to-the-ground ones and a couple that climbed up the side wall. Mr. Terupt had plenty of books for the shelves. He had old ones and new ones. One day I opened an older-looking one, Belle Prater’s Boy by Ruth White, and I saw an inscription: Happy Twelfth Birthday, William. Love, Mom. Below it, Mr. Terupt had written his full name, William Owen Terupt, and his home address. His books were his treasures, just like they were for Jessica.

		William was a good name for Mr. Terupt. He could be serious and taken seriously like a William, he could be fun and a bit wild and crazy like a young boy named Billy, or maybe he was a young handsome catch named Will. Mr. Terupt had a great personality. William was the perfect name for him.

		I read his book—Belle Prater’s Boy. I had gotten into reading more because of Mr. Terupt and Jessica. The story was about a boy missing his mama, wondering what happened to her. It made me wonder more about my father and who he was.

		I spent several days working with Ms. Newberry, organizing Mr. Terupt’s books on those shelves.

		“You like him, don’t you?” I said, working next to her one day. I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I had to ask so I could hear her answer.

		“Of course I like him, Anna. Everyone likes Mr. Terupt.”

		“No,” I said. “Not like that. I mean, you really like him, don’t you?”

		Now she stopped. She looked down at the books in her hands and smiled. Then she looked at me, still smiling. But before she answered, Ms. Newberry asked me a question.

		“What makes you think that, Anna? Is it because I’m here every day?”

		“No,” I said. “It’s not that. It’s the way you look at him.”

		“Oh,” she said. And then her smile grew even bigger.

		When we finished we had a great reading corner with lots of light from the windows on our back wall. I knew Jessica was going to like that. There was also a row of cabinets with a nice countertop all along the window area and a back door that was all glass and that opened directly to the outside. Our front door opened to the hallway inside the annex. We had a sink area on the wall opposite the books, and next to the sink stood several tall cabinets for storage. We arranged the desks in tables of four. I liked our new room, and so did Mr. Terupt. When he first looked at our finished reading corner, he was all smiles.

		I didn’t tell Ms. Newberry, but it wasn’t just the way she looked at him. It was the way he looked at her, too.
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		The school year ended with good news. Real good news. But that was where it stopped. There was still hardly anything between Mom and Dad, and I didn’t know how to fix it. Dad would leave for work every morning and Mom would stay home. She got dressed most days, but not all. Sometimes she made dinner, but not often, and when she did, we ate separately, never as a family.

		Dad was a self-employed handyman, so he didn’t have to work with people, and he worked when he wanted and as much as he wanted. Mom had a job at Home Depot in one of the managerial positions before my brother, Michael, died. That’s how she and Dad met. He was in the store getting materials when he first saw her. He liked what he saw, so he kept finding reasons to go back. He would ask for her help every time, and one thing led to another. But now they barely talk. And Mom isn’t ready to deal with lots of people the way she had to at work. So she stays home.

		I chose to go to school every chance I got. I helped Terupt move our classroom. Peter, Anna, Alexia, and Danielle helped, too. Was it because their homes stunk, like mine? Or was it because they wanted to be there? I could tell Ms. Newberry wanted to be there. I wished Mom and Dad felt for each other the way it seemed Terupt and Ms. Newberry did. How do you get that back once it’s gone? I wondered.

		I missed Jessica and Luke not bein’ around. I was ready for school to start. What a difference a year with Terupt made.
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		I spent my summer at science camp. It was something my mom had signed me up for before Mr. Terupt’s accident, and she insisted that I attend because it would be good for me to get away for a little while. She knew I’d try to spend every day at school with Mr. Terupt, otherwise.

		“He wants you to go, honey,” Mom said. “You can see him when you get back.”

		The camp was awesome! It was at the Science Minds Museum. We were given materials and challenged to invent different things. We studied all sorts of critters and habitats. We conducted experiments and worked with chemicals. I didn’t tell anyone, but I figured out where I went wrong with my plant concoction that caused it to go bonkers and set off the fire alarm last year. My favorite part of the camp was our work as detectives, though. We were given a Mystery of the Day and then challenged to work with our team to uncover clues and ultimately solve the mystery.

		When the camp ended I visited Mr. Terupt. Our classroom had been moved down to the annex, so that’s where I found him, and Jeffrey. The room looked terrific. “Peter, Anna, and Jeffrey helped out a lot,” Mr. Terupt said. “Alexia was here quite a bit too in the beginning of the summer, but not so much lately.”

		“I brought you a gift,” I said. I went out into the hall and grabbed my surprise. “One of the things I loved at science camp was the tank habitats of various animals located throughout the museum, so I put one together for our classroom. I have two anoles in here, Jackson and Lincoln, named after two of our presidents, number seven, Andrew Jackson, and number sixteen, Abraham Lincoln. I did some reading this summer about the presidents on our currency. Jackson’s on the twenty-dollar bill and Lincoln’s on the penny and the five-dollar bill.”

		“Wow!” Jeffrey said. “That’s awesome!”

		“The tank looks beautiful, Luke,” Mr. Terupt said. “Thank you.”

		“Can we put it on the back counter?” Jeffrey asked. “That’s the perfect place for it.” Jeffrey carried the tank away before Mr. Terupt could even answer.

		“Tell me, Luke, what exactly are anoles?” Mr. Terupt asked.

		“They’re often called chameleons because of their color-changing ability, though they look nothing alike and chameleons come from different parts of the world,” I said. “The color changing is a camouflage technique, but if they turn dark brown for too long, that’s a sign of them being stressed or sick. It’s really important not to let them get dehydrated. We need to wet the bog two or three times a day with this spray bottle.”

		“Whoa! That guy just grabbed a cricket and bit his head off!” Jeffrey yelled. Mr. Terupt and I smiled at each other.

		I walked over and gave Jeffrey the spray bottle and showed him what to do; then I told Mr. Terupt all about my science camp.

		“We’ll see if all that work helps you solve this year’s riddles,” he said.

		One thing I learned at camp was that scientists don’t start with the answers, and sometimes they never even find the answers. Instead, they are almost always asking questions. Questions that come from their observations. And they can only make these observations if they pay attention to everything and use all their senses. So I planned to pay attention and ask lots of questions in sixth grade.

		
			QUESTIONS
—Why isn’t Lexie around as much now?
—What riddles?

Detective Luke
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		“You ever smoke before, Goody Two-shoes?” Reena asked me.

		“Yeah,” I lied. I didn’t like her calling me that. That was what I used to call Jessica—when I was being mean.

		“Yeah, right,” she said. “What’re you, in kindergarten?”

		“Sixth,” I said.

		“It’s all right if you haven’t before. You’re young,” Lisa said. “You probably haven’t had the chance.”

		“Sixth grade is a good time to try it,” Reena said. She put a cigarette in her mouth and lit it. Then she passed it to Lisa, who handed it to me.

		“It’s no sweat, Lexie. You’ll see next year—everybody does it,” Lisa said.

		“It helps you take the edge off, Little Brat. Give it a try. You’ll see.”

		“I’d join ya, but I can’t,” Brandon said. “It’s training season.”

		I didn’t know what else to do, so I brought the white stick to my mouth. I curled my lips around it and sucked in. Instantly, I started coughing my head off. It tasted awful, and it made my lungs burn like there was a fire in my chest!

		“That’s it.” Brandon slapped me on the back. “You’ll get the hang of it.”

		“Do you have a boyfriend, Lexie?” Lisa asked me.

		I noticed the dark maroon circle smudged around her cigarette from her lipstick. Reena’s circle was fire-engine red. “No,” I said, and hacked some more.

		“The boys should be hot after you,” Reena said. “You’re a pretty little brat.”

		I was wearing pink shorts with a white T-shirt and flipflops. My hair was pulled back with a fancy heart scrunchie.

		“It’s time you ditch that baby lip gloss and try some real lipstick,” Reena said. “And lose the scrunchie.”

		I shrugged. I was okay with that.

		Lisa gave me an elastic to use in my hair and she helped me wipe off my Princess Pink lip gloss and apply her dark maroon lipstick. “You can keep that,” she said, giving me the tube.

		“Thanks,” I said.

		I looked at the dark maroon circle around my cigarette in between coughs.

		“Now, that’s fresh,” Brandon said about my new look.

		“Totally,” Lisa agreed.

		Suddenly my cheeks and ears burned like my chest. I couldn’t look at Brandon. I liked getting complimented by a boy, even though I knew this one was taken.

		After I finished my cigarette, Reena decided it was time for me to leave. “It’s gonna be gettin’ past your bedtime. I think you should probably go.” She led me back to the front.

		When we got to the porch, Reena grabbed me by my elbow. “Listen, Little Brat. You can come back and chill with us anytime. You don’t need to be scared, but you better not tell anybody about our hangout, or else.” She squeezed my arm hard and smiled at the same time.

		I left.

	
		
			
				[image: ]

			

		My summer was great! A lot of kids complain that they get bored over the summer, but not me. I got to do a bunch of different things. Some days I spent at school helping Mr. Terupt; other days I spent on the farm. Either I pitched in with Grandma and Mom, learning more as I helped them cook and sew, or I gave Charlie a hand with the milking and walking the pastures, checking on the cows getting ready to calf. I also rode the tractors with Dad and Grandpa, and helped them fix whatever needed fixing. And Grandma and I tended to the garden together. That was an everyday thing.

		There were also times when Anna came over with her mother. Anna and I found all sorts of things to do together, and once in a while Anna hung out with my brother and I hung out with her mom. That’s when I got to do some artwork with Terri, but we always did it out of sight of Grandma and Grandpa. Mom and Dad had grown comfortable around Terri. Mom even offered Terri coffee or pie when she came over, and she was getting better at having conversation with her.

		Every day was different in a good way. In fact, I can only remember two bad days. One was on the hottest afternoon of the season when a group of us decided to go to the public pool. I had just put my stuff down when some jerk walked by and said, “No whales allowed.” No one else heard him, but I didn’t even get in the water. That was definitely a crummy day, but this other time upset me more because I didn’t understand why what happened was a big deal.

		I was outside. It was sunny, both hot and bright, and I was sweating. I was with Grandma, working in the garden. I wasn’t right next to her, so it wasn’t until I looked up that I saw she was over with Grandpa, peering off into the distance. I shaded my eyes and looked as hard as I could. The only thing I could make out was a man walking across our fields. He was way far out, so I couldn’t tell much about him. But I could tell that Grandma and Grandpa were getting all mad. They made hard arm gestures and Grandpa stomped away. When Grandma turned toward me, I saw her twisted and pained face.

		I walked over to where she stood. “Grandma, what’s wrong?”

		“Nothin’.”

		“Grandma, I saw that man walking across our fields and I saw you and Grandpa. What’s wrong?”

		“I said nothin’. Now back to pickin’ those weeds and don’t ask me any more questions.”

		Later that night, I found my family sitting around the kitchen table in serious discussion. When I walked in, the talking stopped. I knew something was up, and it wasn’t “nothin’,” like Grandma had said.

		That’s the day that kept coming back to me. I didn’t know what it was all about, but I had a feeling it wasn’t good. I kept staring out into our fields, and so did Grandpa, but I never spotted anyone else out there.

		Dear God,

		I’m not sure what that man was doing in our fields. I’m not sure who he was. But he seems to have given Grandpa, and the rest of my family, a lot to worry about. Please comfort them, and help me figure out what’s going on. And God, this isn’t as important, especially ’cause I know how busy you must be, but if you do have the time, I’d like it if you could teach that mean boy from the pool a lesson. Thanks. Amen.
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