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1

The noise of my family getting ready for the day rings throughout the house while I sit at the dining room table, trying to read and trying my best (but not succeeding) to ignore it.

"Hey, Mom! I can't find my other shoe!" my little brother yells from the other room.

I put my hands over my ears, knowing what's coming next.

"Where did you take them off last night!?" Mom yells back to him.

There's no response, so I uncover my ears and return to my book as my mom yells again. "Did you check underneath the couch!?"

"Mary, have you seen my car keys?" My dad asks as he enters the dining room, still putting on his sweater.

"No, Frank, I haven't seen them," Mom answers from the kitchen, pouring him a travel mug of coffee.

"I have a meeting first thing this morning, and I don't have time to be running around the house looking for my car keys." He grumbles as he moves around the kitchen and dining room in search of them.

I see his keys on the table in front of me, and I pick them up and hand them to him.

"Thanks, Karlie," he says, taking them from me, "and how many times must I tell you not to read while you're eating!?"

I turn my page and gesture toward the empty cereal bowl in front of me. "I'm done."

Dad looks as if he's about to say something else but changes his mind. Instead, he takes his coffee from Mom and kisses her goodbye.

Conner comes running into the room (I don't think the kid ever walks, he is so annoying and unfair, I can't even walk, not alone run.)

"Mom, you're sure everything's set for my birthday party tomorrow, right?" He asks, sitting down across from me at the table.

He begins to pour himself a bowl of cereal but misses his bowl and spills half of it on the table. He is so distracted by his stupid birthday party right now. It has been the only thing on his mind for several weeks. He's turning seven. I don't see the big deal.

Mom comes rushing over to help him clean up his mess, and Dad says. "Yes, little man, we're sure everything's set for your party tomorrow."

"Oh good! I can hardly wait."

Maybe he can't, but I sure can. Killing half my day at an arcade is not my idea of a good time.

"Oh, Frank, have you gotten that other gift for him yet?" My mom asks my dad, bringing me back to the present."

"No, not yet. I'll pick it up on my way home this evening."

"And Karlie, have you gotten a gift for him yet?" Mom asks, turning to me."

She had to ask, didn't she? I still need to get Conner a gift and am still trying to figure out what to get him. "Yeah, fine, whatever. I'll get him something on my way home this afternoon, but he's only turning seven. So what's the big deal?"

Mom looks like she's about to yell, but instead takes a deep breath and says."Because we're a family, we love and care for each other, and we're there for each other no matter what, and giving birthday presents is a good way of showing that appreciation."

I push my wheelchair out from underneath the table and point it toward the living room before she can say anything else. "I need to get to school. I'm going to be late."

I wheel myself out of the dining room and into the living room. I begin loading up my backpack with the novel I'm reading and two others to return to the library. Finally, I throw the bag over my back handlebars, put on a plain hooded sweatshirt, and leave the house.

As I wheel down the street, I think about the day ahead. The science lab that we've been working on is due today, there's a test today in Social Studies, and I still need to figure out a birthday gift for Conner.

I'm so lost in my thoughts that I don't even realize I've turned onto the school grounds until I hear my best friend, Ann, greet me. "Good morning Karlie."

I look up at her, startled, and nearly roll off the sidewalk.

"Hello, earth to Karlie, come in, Karlie," Ann teases while she grabs my back handlebars and corrects me before I go completely off the curb.

"Sorry, I was just thinking," I say quickly.

"Are you that concerned about the Social Studies test today?" Ann asks.

"Well, it's that, and the science lab, and that it's my stupid brother's birthday this weekend, and my parents are making me buy him a stupid gift."

We stop at a crosswalk and wait for a car to enter the parking lot before continuing. Once we're across, Ann asks. "Any ideas on what you're going to get him?"

"No, and the parties tomorrow, and I'm so not ready to spend my Saturday at an arcade with a bunch of little kids either." Talk about torture. I barely tolerate people my age, what alone younger.

Ann nods. "You'll manage. I have faith in you."

Not wanting to talk anymore about it, I change the subject. "We're still on for the book fair this afternoon, right?"

The Lancing Town Book Fair is a significant new and used book sale that happens one weekend a year at an old warehouse, and several local charities sponsor it as a fundraiser. Ann and I, both bookworms, absolutely love it.

"Yes, of course, we're still on," Ann says, "why on earth did you ask such a silly question?"

"Just making sure you're still my best friend and that nothing weird replaced you, and I also need at least one thing to look forward to today," I joke.

"Right," Ann says, and we both laugh as we enter through the main doors of Lancing Middle School.

2

It felt as if school was going to last forever today. School always feels this way, but today was even worse than usual. Finally, the last bell rings, and I rush to the main doors of the building to meet up with Ann so we can head to the book fair together. It's the highlight of our day, and I don't want to keep her waiting.

"Ready?" Ann asks me as I come up alongside her.

"We're going to buy books. Of course, I'm ready." I answer.

When we're almost to the sale, my phone chimes with a text message coming in.

Mom: Remember to buy a B-day gift for Conner

Me: I will. Didn't forget

I close the message and put the phone away in frustration.

"What was that all about?" Ann asks, concerned.

"Oh, nothing, it's just that my mother doesn't trust me to remember to buy a stupid birthday present for Conner."

"You already forgot, didn't you?" Ann asks me knowingly.

You can never get anything past your best friend, can you? "Yes, I forgot, but I would have remembered later, so she didn't have to text me to remind me."

"She was only trying to help," Ann says.

I shrug. I know Ann's trying to be helpful, but it's annoying.

She continues. "Hey Karlie, it's not a big deal. After we go to the book sale, we can shop for a birthday gift for Conner."

"Hey, there's an idea we might be able to find






	A few books by Stuart Gibs

	Several books by Margret Peterson Haddix

	A few other mysteries












































	The latest action figures.

	New video games.

	The most incredible pair of sneakers I've ever seen.
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