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				Dear Reader,

				We Fell Apart is a stand-alone story. It can be read and completely understood on its own.

				It is, however, set in the same world as my novels We Were Liars and Family of Liars. There are some spoilers for those books in here.

				I wrote this book with love, gasoline, and peppermint—for you. I owe you so much.

				E. Lockhart

			

		

	
		
			
				Part One

				Matilda
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			It was a bad place to fall in love.

			On the property called Hidden Beach, a wooden castle stood on a monstrous cliff. It was a place of

			barbecues, sunblock, acoustic guitars, and midnight swims.

			Oil paint, intrusive briars. Hungry dogs.

			Drawings on skin, terrible lies, and

			long afternoons at the edge of the sea.

			The three boys who lived in the castle followed strange rules, fended for themselves, and became the whole world to each other, keeping their secrets locked in a tower. They were prisoners in an endless idyll.

			There was something rotten there, like a bowl of beautiful berries gone putrid in the heat.

			I was eighteen, a cold cup of tea, unwanted.

			I had an arsenal of weapons.

			I was the bringer of madness.

			

			—

			When he first began building the castle on the cliff, my father’s friends traveled to see him. People slept in half-constructed towers and outbuildings. They even slept in tents on the lawn. They cooked clams in bonfires on the beach and threw themselves into the ocean waves on hungover mornings. The idea was that they’d live apart from the rest of the world, free of obligations and conventional beliefs.

			Some of those friends didn’t leave for years. They took up lives in the towers and the pool house. They played guitar, wrote poetry, took photographs, and wove tapestries. They took drugs and raised children.

			And they modeled for my father. He spent his days with paintbrush in hand, capturing the faces and bodies of his friends, the frenzy of the sea at his feet.

			That’s all over now.
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			My name is Matilda Avalon Klein. I am the only child of Isadora Hirschel Klein.

			My mother escaped her parents pretty young. They told her she was worthless and she disagreed. She spoke to them as little as possible when they were alive. It was better to keep away, and now they’re gone.

			She and I have always been a family of two.

			If I asked about a dad, Isadora told me we were better off without him and left it at that. The details never seemed important.

			Then, midway through the summer after I graduate high school, my father introduces himself by email:

			
				Matilda,

				This is Kingsley Cello. I am an artist. I am your father.

				I know I have never been in your life, but I’d like to change that.

				There is a painting I want to give you. Please come see me at Hidden Beach for a visit.

			

			I never even knew my father’s name until today. And maybe I should hate this guy Kingsley for never being around, for whatever he did to Isadora. But instead, his stilted note makes the world begin to hum.

			Think of it like: You unlock a secret level you never even imagined was in a game. It’s an invitation to go in an unexpected direction. Today, I am invited to a hidden beach. Waiting there for me is the father I never thought I’d meet.

			When I search for him online, I realize the level I’ve unlocked is massive. Kingsley Cello is just about as famous as a living painter gets. There are hundreds of hits: articles in fancy-sounding art magazines and reviews of solo exhibits at major museums.

			Here are questions the search engine pops up when I look for his name:

			What is Kingsley Cello best known for? Controversial neoclassical paintings. (I have no clue what that even means.)

			What is important about Kingsley Cello? The artist’s dark vision and fairy tale interpretations have influenced many other artists.

			What was the scandal about Kingsley Cello? In his 2012 Whitney Museum show, Cello’s extremely violent painting, Prince of Denmark, enraged critics.

			Where does Kingsley Cello live? The reclusive artist does not disclose his place of residence.

			I search dollar value of Kingsley Cello paintings.

			They average two million dollars.
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			I text my mother: I got this email from Kingsley Cello.

			She texts back right away: Hm.

			I wait, but she doesn’t write more. Hm what? I ask, after a few minutes.

			Not a great guy.

			What kind of not great? I press.

			Just not. Why is he reaching out?

			What’s he like?

			Strange, she writes. Obsessive. Wounded.

			He’s my father, I write back.

			No answer from Isadora.

			Is he my father? I write. He says he’s my father.

			No answer.

			HELLO IS HE MY FATHER BECAUSE HE SAYS HE IS.

			Hold on, she texts. I’m at a fruit stand.

			YOUR FRUIT IS NOT IMPORTANT RIGHT NOW JUST TYPE YES OR NO.

			Yes. Then she adds another text: I didn’t think he knew where I was. And another. Did he ask about me?

			I ignore her and read some more about Kingsley online. The art magazine articles are filled with phrases like grandly sordid imagination and the enfant terrible of twenty-first-century neoclassicism. The story from Wikipedia is that Cello burst onto the art scene in what was probably his late twenties. (He gives different birth dates to nearly every interviewer.) He never admits to attending art school and first attracted attention with a New York pop-up exhibition in a warehouse space rented for him by an anonymous patron.

			His early paintings were considered audacious. They show women (and occasionally men) laughing. Some figures are in baths or showers. Some are watching television or cooking dinner or doing some other mundane activity. None of them wear clothes.

			The articles chronicle his rise to fame as a critical darling, but later he became a controversial figure. He started making work with classical literature and fairy tale references. Some people say Kingsley “eroticizes suffering” and others think his work is “juvenile and needlessly violent.”

			He never brings journalists to his studio and seems to do all his interviews sitting on park benches in different cities, mostly managing not to reveal much about himself at all. He says he’s American but was raised in Italy by a strict and horrific grandmother. He also says that he grew up in a hardscrabble town in the Midwest.

			And that he spent his youth in a Swedish tuberculosis sanatorium.

			And that he was raised by queer fishermen in Alaska.

			I flip through some of his most famous paintings online. Turbulent seas, burned forests, monsters, nudes, people in contemporary clothing confronting fairy tale creatures, castles crumbling, animals transforming into people. They’re beautiful and disturbing at the same time.

			Then I’m looking at a painting of my mother.
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			Persephone Escapes the Underworld shows

			a castle built of stone.

			It is burning.

			Doesn’t matter that stone doesn’t burn. It burns anyway.

			From the windows at the top, black smoke pours.

			The drawbridge is in flames, as well.

			Kingsley has painted Isadora Hirschel Klein

			as Persephone, wife of Hades.

			In Greek mythology, Hades was lord of the underworld. But Persephone never wanted to live down there with him. She wanted to breathe a different air.

			My mother wears a white slip of

			see-through fabric.

			We look at her through a

			haze of smoke that billows into the foreground.

			She doubles over with fatigue, but her face is alight with laughter, as if she’s marveling at her own

			escape.

			

			—

			The phone rings in my hand and I startle.

			My mom very rarely calls me. She lives in Mexico City. “Why are you the mostly naked runaway queen of the underworld?” I bark, without saying hello.

			“What did Kingsley want?” she shoots back.

			“He invited me to visit. He’s giving me a painting.”

			“Giving you a painting? God, they’re worth a ton.”

			“I won’t sell it, so it doesn’t matter.”

			“Why not? You should definitely sell it.”

			“Because it would be the only thing I have in the world from my father. Did you give him my email?”

			“I haven’t heard from Kingsley since before you were born.”

			“Hm.”

			“Really.”

			“So how is that painting of you—Persephone—how is that even a thing that exists?” I ask.

			“I modeled for him,” she says. “I was in college.”

			“It’s a famous piece of art, though. Right? The internet thinks it’s famous.”

			“Um-hm.”

			“So you just never told me? Or mentioned it in front of me?”

			“I didn’t even want you to know he was your father. I don’t like to talk about Kingsley Cello. You know our family is just the two of us.”

			I can hardly believe she’s saying “just the two of us” when she lives in Mexico City and I live in LA, but I don’t want to fight with her. She’s already made her choice. “It’s in the Saint Louis Museum of Art,” I say.

			“I know. Listen, I don’t think you should visit him. He’s a difficult person. Is he sending you a plane ticket?”

			“No. Maybe. I don’t think so.”

			“How did he find you?”

			“I asked you that. But it’s MatildaAvalonKlein at gmail. He probably just guessed.”

			She clucks her tongue. “You’re not some plaything he can just pick up when he decides he’s bored.”

			“Please. Will you just tell me?”

			“Tell you what?”

			“What happened with you and Kingsley.”
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			Isadora was nineteen when she met my father. And he was forty-three. Or maybe he was even older. She isn’t certain.

			She was a student at Fordham University in New York. She made money posing for classes at the Cooper Union art school, downtown. Kingsley was a friend of the painting teacher. One evening, he dropped in at the end of class. The students clustered around the famous man, asking questions, eager to bask in his light.

			Kingsley didn’t see my mother nude, but he did see fifteen paintings of her around the room in various stages of completion. As she was putting on her coat, he told her he could make a “real painting” of her, if she was willing.

			She was. She tells me it was because she was broke. But I think she liked the idea of being immortalized, liked being worth this great man’s attention. Her beauty interested a man who famously specialized in beauty.

			She went to his studio, which was in a warehouse neighborhood in Brooklyn. Upstairs was a loft apartment where Kingsley lived in haphazard splendor. Isadora had imagined he’d pay her for posing, but money was never discussed. Instead, she moved in with him for three months and shared his bed. She found herself pregnant several days after he told her to pack her things.

			Insert angry phone calls, hateful arguments, and the revelation that Kingsley was seeing another woman. He refused to help with the pregnancy or the baby, and before I was even born, Kingsley had disappeared from that Williamsburg loft.

			He was impossible to find. Isadora never heard from him again. She sent a birth announcement to his old address.

			She moved back home with her parents temporarily, but the Kleins told her she was a stupid, lazy dropout and unfit to be a mother, so Isadora moved out to live with another single mom and share childcare. Soon after that, she met a different artist—a sculptor this time. We moved to Santa Fe to live with him.

			Later my mother learned that Kingsley’s painting of her, Persephone Escapes the Underworld, sold for upwards of four million dollars to a private collector who eventually donated it to that museum in St. Louis. It’s now used to advertise their twenty-first-century art collection.

			She never made a penny from it.
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			I haven’t explained why I don’t live with my mother anymore. It’s because she’s a muse. Or, you could say, a groupie. That’s her calling.

			Yes, she baked cookies and taught me to swim and took me for doctors’ checkups.

			She tucked me into bed and drove me to school.

			But she doesn’t really like being a mother.

			Even at thirty-eight, Isadora looks like a tree nymph—earthy and feral and somewhat magical. She’s petite, with strong features and wild black curls. We look alike, if you describe us only as five foot two with lots of dark hair and big eyes.

			But Isadora looks romantic. Creative men who like to feel strong and vital adore her. And she adores them.

			She has a remarkable ability to charm people who are more sophisticated or better educated than she is. She never acts meek, never apologizes, and always follows her impulses. To Isadora, all her whims are valid. She puts herself first because no one else ever put her first, when she was young.

			I admire her for all that, but my skin crawls at the way she glows in the light of a new man’s validation.

			As I grew up, she was a muse (or lover, or companion) to a long series of male artists, of which my father appears to have been the first. He’s the only one I didn’t meet. Until I was three, we lived in a Santa Fe art studio with that sculptor. I slept on a mattress on the floor, surrounded by aloe vera plants.

			Then Isadora left the sculptor for a video artist who was documenting people who decorate their cars. We lived with him until she found someone else. And then someone else.

			When I was six, Isadora packed two small suitcases and took us to Rome. There, she was the lover of a famous installation artist. We lived with him in a rented villa. I ate spaghetti every night and slept under a canopy.

			A few months later, just as I began to understand Italian, the artist abandoned us. Isadora and I woke up one morning to find ourselves alone. Her boyfriend and his entourage had left in the night. No message.

			My mother had zero cash, no work permit, and a maxed-out credit card. We lived off what was left in the fridge while the villa’s owner tried to force us to leave. We were there for several weeks. We got down to eating pickles and stale crackers.

			We were eventually rescued because Isadora put on her prettiest dress and went to a gallery opening, where she met an aging ceramicist whose work was displayed in New York’s Museum of Modern Art. He was English, and he grandly whisked us off to a thatched-roof cottage he owned in his home country. We lived with him until Isadora attached herself to a singer-songwriter who was big on the folk music circuit.

			A year after that, we were living with his rival.

			We lived with (let me count them) seven other men, and I had seven other schools or remote-school situations. At some point, Isadora got me a handheld gaming console. And later, an iPhone. Even though I was limited to small screens, games became everything to me—probably the same way books become everything for readers. The games were friends I could rely on. There was escapism in the story worlds, but more important was the feeling of being in a flow—surfing subway cars or running through a temple. The jolt of solving a puzzle. The release of vanquishing enemies. The buzz of being good at something.

			Saar Adler was my mother’s second-to-most-recent boyfriend. When we met him, Isadora was thirty-five and I was fifteen. Saar had won an Oscar at age twenty-seven in a supporting part, playing a squirmy, anxiety-ridden gangster in a movie full of dark cinematography and brutal violence. But he hadn’t become a star after that. He isn’t a typically handsome actor. He’s short and kinda hairy, a white guy with five-o’clock shadow and a hangdog look. He ended up playing small roles: criminals and sidekicks, mostly. He got married and later divorced. No kids.

			Three years before we met him, Saar got hired last minute on a TV show, substituting for a lead actor who got injured on the second day of filming. When Highly Classified became a hit, Saar found himself at forty with a regular gig. He plays a scrappy criminal turned elite CIA operative, and the job has enabled him to buy a nice car and a two-bedroom bungalow in Venice Beach, California. The bungalow is small, but it’s newly renovated and has a plunge pool.

			Saar was an artist of a whole different kind, said my mom. He’d been to Juilliard. He’d won that Oscar. She felt his TV show was beneath him and that he was on the verge of becoming a film star of major proportions. But Saar was happy in his two-bedroom bungalow. After having so little acting work for so many years, he felt seriously lucky to have this regular show. He wasn’t aggressive or driven, like his character. He had anxiety, which he treated with medication and a weekly therapy appointment. In the mornings, he worked out for ninety minutes. In the evenings, he memorized lines. On weekends, he slept late, made vegetable omelets, played video games, and went to dinner with friends.

			That was it. Saar wasn’t much caught up in the passion of creation. He was no mysterious visionary, no international sensation or enfant terrible of twentieth-century neoclassicism. He was a television actor who was happy to be settled down in sunny California with his girl and her kid.

			One night, Saar left a dinner party early. He often had to wake up at five a.m. for all that exercise before work. My mother stayed.

			At the party was an American sculptor who lived in Mexico City. Isadora slept over with the sculptor in his hotel that night, and a week later she was invited to follow him to Mexico and live with him there.

			Same old story. The only difference was that this time, I had just turned eighteen. I was a senior in high school and a legal adult.

			I refused to go with her. I had a boyfriend, Luca, and with Luca came a group of friends I really liked—bright, talkative people who had parties and played in bands. Luca dreamed of making explosive, edgy movies, like Robert Rodriguez and Quentin Tarantino. His low chuckle when he thought something was funny made my stomach flip, it was so sweet. When he first asked if he could kiss me, he bit his lip and looked at the floor like he thought I’d say no. But of course I just kissed him.

			After that, Luca and Matilda were in the sunny haze of

			making each other laugh,

			riding down the freeway in his car, and

			losing track of whatever the teachers were saying in assemblies,

			so intent we were on the feel

			of one another’s skin,

			palm against palm.

			I felt like I might be in love with him. And he might be in love with me. I didn’t know for sure, but I wanted to find out.

			It felt important to see what might happen between the two of us.

			Also, I was applying to colleges that offered video game design programs, and I wanted to visit some of them. Going to Mexico City with Isadora would make that impossible.

			Saar told me I was welcome to finish out my senior year living with him. He liked having a kid around, since he didn’t have any himself. And I liked living at Saar’s. He was kind. He had the plunge pool, a fridge full of food, and that huge game console.

			So my mother left.
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			That happened in November. Once Isadora was gone, I felt a rush of anger at her. At the way we’d always lived. I buzzed with axe-throwing rage at my itinerant childhood,

			at not mattering enough for Isadora to want to stay,

			at patterns that kept repeating like there was no way to ever stop them.

			I wasn’t surprised she wanted to move on with a different guy. When had she ever done anything else? But I was mad that she actually went, when she’d watched me begin to care about our life in California, begin to care about Saar and Venice Beach. She’d seen me fall for Luca and make all those friends. My heart had opened right in front of her. And she still forced me to choose between her and everything else that mattered to me.

			Saar was a hot tangle of misery. He’d been devoted to Isadora and imagined he was a safe harbor for this untamed, magical woman. He thought the two of them would get married. When he left that dinner party, Saar had kissed Isadora good night, happy and trusting, with no inkling that she’d stop loving him by morning.

			Now he brought home tall chocolate cakes and ate a large piece every day after dinner, even though he normally watched his diet very carefully. He’d sit on the couch, playing video games, unshaven and wearing a pair of very old, very unattractive Juilliard sweatpants.

			Still, he didn’t drink too much. Or do any drugs. He never missed his ninety minutes of exercise. Every weekday, he went to work. He memorized his lines and asked me what groceries I’d like to have in the house.

			Saar was a very responsible person.

			Isadora never asked about him, though she texted me pretty often. She told me she was probably always meant to live in Mexico City. I feel truly alive for the first time! she wrote. She called me sometimes, too—but not on a regular schedule. Usually, she rang while I was in school and couldn’t pick up.

			Each week she was gone, I felt I knew my mother less. She was on a boat speeding out into the ocean. Smaller and smaller, she was disappearing.

			Soon I’d stop being able to see her at all.

			During the winter holidays, I celebrated Hanukkah with Saar’s family in a small Oregon town. He bought my plane tickets. By the end of January, I had written all my college essays and turned my applications in.

			In the evenings Saar and I ate dinner in front of his big screen. The meal was usually lean protein and salad, and the games were usually first-person and violent (though not always): Grand Theft Auto, Luigi’s Haunted Mansion, Arkham City, Red Dead Redemption. Around when we finished Luigi’s Mansion, he started dating again. First there was Nicki, a makeup artist. After her, Serena, who is a creative writing professor at UCLA.

			In April, I get into UC Irvine. It has affordable in-state tuition and a program in game design. Saar buys me a sweatshirt with the college logo and helps me apply for student housing. I fill out financial aid forms explaining that I don’t live with a parent anymore and get a job behind the counter at a coffee shop. I plan to work there full-time until school starts.

			I am coping.

			I am fine.

			I’m raging and bereft—but I’m a responsible person, too.

			I do my homework and unload the dishwasher and try to be an adult, even though I feel like a lost little girl.

			Then Luca breaks up with me.
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			We are in his car on the way to a party. Luca is driving and I am talking about this game I’ve started playing called Killer Odyssey—what I think of it, and how I would have made it different if I’d built it. I like the sound design. I’m trying to figure out what makes an effective soundscape for a game, because it’s not just the music that’s important. It’s the bounce noises, the bangs, the swish of a weapon through the air.

			I dig my sketchbook out of my backpack. It’s a graph-paper notebook where I write down ideas and make sketches for levels. I talk as I draw, with my feet on Luca’s dashboard. “Instead of Odysseus killing the Cyclops monster by stabbing it through its single eye, which is how you beat the level,” I say, “it would be cool if you could actually pop the Cyclops eyeball out of the monster’s head and then use it as a tool. The eyeball could let you see around corners, maybe. Or you could throw it in the air to get a bird’s-eye view of the game map that you couldn’t get any other way, like to see shortcuts. Or maybe it could be an exploding eyeball, or a poison-gas eyeball. How would you want to use an eyeball weapon? Like, imagine it’s a very ginormous eyeball.”

			I’m drawing eyeball weapons in my notebook as I talk, and Luca is grunting back at me in what I think is an appreciative way, when I realize he has parked the car.

			I turn to look at him. “Are we there?”

			“You should hear yourself, Matilda.”

			“Huh?” Honestly, I think he’s going to tell me I’m smart.

			“You’re just—you’re a lot.”

			“Yeah. But that’s what you like about me.” I say it confidently, but now I’m sinking inside.

			Luca sighs. He taps his strong, beautiful hands on the wheel. “We should break up.”

			“What?”

			“You’re kind of obsessive,” he says. His profile is silhouetted by the streetlight. It seems very possible he’s going to stop talking any second and reach for my neck, pressing his pillowy lips against mine. “Like with the gaming. And being angry at your mom. And you talk a lot. It’s hard to take.”

			Suddenly, I can see all the signs I’ve missed.

			He doesn’t look at me unless he wants to hook up.

			He runs late.

			He doesn’t ask me questions.

			He’s slow to text back.

			Luca is tired of me, the way my mom got tired of Saar. The way my mom gets tired of everyone.

			He goes on explaining while I try not to cry. I concentrate on twisting the ends of my hair in my fingers.

			I’m too needy, too driven, he says. My face is always in my sketchbook; it’s weird. He doesn’t see why I always have to have an opinion on every little thing. My feelings are on the surface all the time. I’m saying more than anyone wants to hear.

			“Okay,” I interrupt. “I get that you don’t like me anymore. I have really, completely understood that point.”

			Then Luca says we’re late to this party, so we should probably go inside. Our friends are waiting for us. “Okay?”

			No, it’s not okay. I am no way in the universe going to a party right now. He has to take me home.

			Luca says no, because people are expecting him, inside.

			That’s when I snap. I tell him he’s a bad listener. He isn’t smart enough for me. And I have been letting him win at video games because he sulks like a baby when I beat him.

			He’s a weird kisser sometimes. In a bad way. He never tries hard at anything because he thinks it’s uncool to try too hard, to want something, to put effort in—but he’s wrong. Being scared of trying just makes him weak. I am a strategist and a contender and a big thinker and he is a self-sabotaging slacker boy who peaked in high school.

			Those things are true. But the truth is, I adore Luca anyway. None of it mattered till he broke up with me. I’m just defending myself.

			Luca bangs out of the car and leaves me there. I call for him to come back, but he heads into the party without even turning around.

			I sit in his car. Crying.

			With the key fob.

			I can’t think of a single friend at this party who would take me home if I asked, and I can’t spare the money for a car service when the travel time will be nearly an hour. So I slide over to the other seat.

			I drive Luca’s car home.

			I leave it parked near Saar’s bungalow, key inside.

			When I wake the next morning, Luca has picked it up. There is a string of furious texts on my phone.

			I don’t answer them.

			After that, our friends cut their ties to me. They’ve known Luca longer. They like him better. Plus, he convinces them I’m creepy, I’m nerdy, I’m off, somehow. I stole his car.

			From then on, I eat lunch on my own and don’t hang out with anyone after school. I stop being invited to parties.

			I am completely unmoored. No friends, no boyfriend, no family, no mother.

			No reason to be anywhere, at all.

		

	
		
			
				Part Two

				Martha’s Vineyard
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				Matilda,

				Hidden Beach is on South Road outside West Tisbury on Martha’s Vineyard. After the fourth mailbox past the strawberry, walk to the driveway with my name.

				Don’t be afraid of glum. See you soon!

			

			There are four strange things about Kingsley’s second email, which arrives the day after I answer his first.

			One: No normal street address.

			Two: What strawberry?

			Three: What glum?

			Four: He’s letting me buy my own plane ticket, even though I’m his child and he’s a famous painter.

			“The first three strange things are cool,” says Saar. “But the fourth one is terrible. Maybe your mom is right about this guy.”

			“I don’t even know Kingsley,” I say. We’re in the kitchen. Saar is trying to figure out the instructions for an espresso machine he just bought. “It’s weird to expect someone you’ve never met to pay for things,” I add.

			Saar hits grind on the machine and it makes a loud buzzing noise. When it stops, he takes a minute to look at the owner’s manual. “I know people who are loaded who never pick up the check for things,” he says, flipping a page. “And those people always turn out to be weasels, somewhere along the line.” He tamps down the ground coffee and sets the machine up to brew. “Let me pay for your flight.”

			“I have money saved,” I tell him. “You don’t have to.”

			“I know I don’t. But I can afford it, you pipsqueak,” he says. “You should save your cash. Don’t make it weird.” He hands me a cup of espresso. “Taste this. Any good?”

			I swallow down the awkwardness of it all, tell Saar the espresso is delicious, and let him buy the ticket.

			

			—

			I have been traveling for almost twenty-four hours. I’ve had a mocha, a Starbucks pumpkin loaf, four Diet Cokes, and three mini bags of Doritos—but nothing else to eat. My phone is almost without charge, and my portable charger likewise. I’ve been on a flight, then another flight, and finally a plane that seats only eight. It’s so small that my knees touch the back of the pilot’s seat.

			Below us stretches the island of Martha’s Vineyard, mostly green. It’s edged in sandy beaches and rocky shores, dotted with lakes and curlicue inlets.

			Kingsley Cello is on this island.

			Why is he willing, after so many years of absence, to fill the blank space I have labeled Father? Will he look at me with a light in his eyes, like a father looks at his kid?

			Maybe we’ll drink mugs of tea late in the evening or walk by the ocean, talking about video games and art. He’ll show me his painting studio and ask to see my game sketchbook. Even if it takes a long time to get to know each other, even if it’s awkward at first, Kingsley could be the person I am missing. The person I thought Luca might be. The person my mother never has been, who wants to understand the inside of my mind. Maybe in knowing him, not just a father but a great artist, I will somehow step into myself. Into my powers. I’ll no longer be lost.

			I am sweating in my squashed plane seat. The pilot wears thick headphones, but for the passengers, the noise is constant and loud. We arc over the lush green of the island and my stomach lurches.

			By the time the tiny plane lands, I’m bloated and hot. No, I’m cold. I make it to the airport bathroom and kneel on the grungy tile, heaving horrible Dorito-pumpkin vomit.

			The floor is grungy white tile. There’s a lost receipt down by my knee.

			I’m shaking and I throw up for what seems like forever, not just from travel and bad food but from the churning questions inside me, and the chaos and anger of the whole last year:

			the jagged separation from Isadora,

			the unhealed wound of Luca’s rejection,

			the loss of the friends I thought I had,

			the isolation,

			the jolt of learning about Kingsley.

			When the vomiting is finally over, I force myself to breathe slowly.

			My face feels coated with oil and sweat. I hold on to the side of the toilet to stop myself from slumping to the floor.

			“There’s someone kneeling in there
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