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For Adrian

—J. R.

For Diego

—Z. P.





Perhaps I stand on the brink of a great discovery, and perhaps after I have made my great discovery I will be sent home in chains.

—Jamaica Kincaid, from “Wingless”








SPIDER FACT


It’s said

that nobody

is ever more

than ten feet

from a spider.

They be everywhere

you and me are.

And even though

we see them only

when they

big enough

to see, or when

they move,

like a cursor

across the blank white

page of a wall,

or when we trip

the web-like wire

of a booby trap,

or when they

fang our flesh,

we should probably

assume most

just be right there,

right here,

looking at us,

looking over them.







Miles Morales has had quite a week.

(QUITE A) WEEK IN REVIEW (SORT OF):

Last MONDAY, Miles received a letter from his cousin, Austin. From jail. Miles never even knew Austin existed. (More on this later.)

TUESDAY, Miles was accused of stealing sausages from his campus job. Yes… sausages. He was in the dean’s office with his parents, on the brink of expulsion. Fortunately, that didn’t happen. Phew. An extra life. (More on this later.)

Later that day, still angry about the accusation and disgusted by his racist history teacher, Mr. Chamberlain, Miles, unaware of his own strength, accidentally broke his desk in history class. But that’s as far as he went.

The next day, WEDNESDAY, Miles’s crush, Alicia Carson, also Black, also in Chamberlain’s class, also upset about the teacher’s racist rants, staged a protest in the middle of the “history lesson” and was suspended. (More on this later.)

SATURDAY, Miles’s father took him to a correctional facility to see Austin. (More on this later.)

That night, the school threw a Halloween party. Two things happened: (1) Miles made his move and gave Alicia a poem he’d written for her. And (2) Miles, full of suspicion—his Spidey Sense had been wonky all week—snuck away and discovered the villain of all villains, the Warden, who also happened to be connected to Miles’s history teacher. The racist one. (More on this later.)

SUNDAY, he defeated the Warden. (More on this later.)

When Miles got back to his dorm, his best friend and roommate, Ganke, gave him a poem left for him by Alicia. Yes, that Alicia. It was in response to the poem Miles had written her. (More on this later.)

MONDAY in history class, Mr. Chamberlain told Miles he had to sit on the floor—the floor!—the duration of the class since Miles had broken his desk a few days before. (More on this later.)

Miles refuses.            (More on this now.)




ON DAYS LIKE TODAY (TUESDAY)


I wish I was:

looked over,

looked at,

looked in,

looked like.

Anything

other than

locked up.





Okay, not exactly “locked up,” but definitely locked in.





IN-SCHOOL SUSPENSION


I’m only here

for telling the truth.

I’m only here

because when you

upset or upstage or

upside-down

any authority figures,

like teachers who

can’t figure out who

you are but think

they know who you are,

and don’t know you

know who you are,

they name you a

bigmouth boy,

a trouble, a lie.







It could be said, depending on who you ask, that Miles is the bearer of good conscience. It could also be said that he’s a magnet for bad luck. What else would be the reason he landed himself in In-School Suspension after telling Mr. Chamberlain he was not going to put up with his crap anymore, besides telling Mr. Chamberlain he was not going to put up with his crap anymore? Well, that’s not exactly how Miles worded it, but it was definitely the gist of what he’d shouted. While sitting at the teacher’s desk. In the middle of class.

But who could blame the kid? Mr. Chamberlain had been disrespecting Miles all quarter and finally pushed him too far: tried to make him small by ordering him to sit on the floor—again… the floor!—to do his classwork. And Miles, drowning in embarrassment and fuming with anger, went off. Told Mr. Chamberlain he was not (1) a pincushion, or (2) a punching bag, or (3) a puppet, or (4) a pet, or (5) a pawn. None of those things.

But the truth about Brooklyn Visions Academy is that, here, sometimes Miles felt like all those things.




MY BROOKLYN


And even though

I am a bigmouth boy

and can be trouble,

I ain’t no troublemaker

and I ain’t no lie.

And just because I’m

at this fancy school,

Brooklyn Visions Academy,

don’t mean I ain’t the

vision of a different Brooklyn

where we talk loud enough

to be heard over car horns

on Fulton Street, or the grind

of the A train against the rails,

or the sirens, red, white, and blue

lights flashing in our eyes.

Little girls flash smiles at

their flashy older sisters,

doobie-wrapped and

trash-talking geniuses in

tights and sneaks. Little boys

flash middle fingers because

it’s funny, and their older

brothers’ lives flash before

their eyes before their time.

And the sidewalk’s like a runway

for whatever’s fly at the moment,

and also the possibility

we just might lift off and

take flight at any time.





There was a stark difference between Miles’s school and his block. Brooklyn Visions Academy was a boarding school or, as Miles called it, a “bored-ing” school, which meant the students actually stayed on campus. Ate there. Slept there. Which meant they lived at school, a concept only a lunatic could’ve come up with. Of course, this was also the basic premise of college, which technically was what this school was supposed to be preparing its students for. A pipeline. But Miles was sixteen, and at sixteen, nothing sounds worse than living at school. Especially when you’re from where Miles is from.





MY BLOCK


Morning is for the birds.

And the buses.

And the occasional

chunky heel clacking

toward the workday.

And the call to prayer.

And the raucous rattle

of security gates lifting.

And eyelids lifting to meet

a sun that barely breaks

the brownstone roofline.

Everything orange.

Afternoon is for the birds.

The pigeons picking at

pizza and leftover heroes.

Crosswalks like drawbridges

for the fresh-outta-school

and the old ladies coming

from rubbing pennies

against scratch-offs before

the kids rule the bodega,

buggin’ out, talking tough

like smiles are a dead giveaway,

but not juice stains or barrettes.

Night. Is for the birds.







On Miles’s block there was Ms. Shine, a woman who faithfully got up every day to water the flowers she’d carefully planted in beds in front of her house. Everyone knew she was waiting for her son, Cyrus, to return home, though no one knew where he’d gone. Somewhere high, somewhere low. And Mr. Frankie, the block’s handyman, always covered in dust or paint. A walking abstract art piece. And Fat Tony, who sat on his stoop all day bumming cigarettes and stealing lighters. Only dude in the neighborhood with a basset hound. And a young woman named Frenchie who managed the dollar store like it was a million-dollar store. Or her son, Martell, who was probably one of the best ball players in Brooklyn. At least that’s what Frenchie hoped. Or Neek, who had seen more than anyone would ever know—war, real war—and peeked at the block through the blinds of his apartment as if waiting for a tank to roll by.

And, of course, Rio and Jeff, Miles’s mom and dad.




HOME


My mother

keep a bodega

hanging off her shoulder.

And I swear my pop’s

the chin-up champ.

I’m from them.

I’m from there.

That’s my Brooklyn,

and I’m Miles

away from home.





Miles was the perfect combination of them both. His mother’s ability to make much out of the minuscule, his father’s ability to keep his head up regardless of the weight he kept tucked under his Yankee fitted.

Boricua and Black and Brooklyn as hell.





HERE


Ain’t no uniforms here, but this school

still feels buttoned-up button-up. Still

feels like a button-down collar, a blazer too tight

in the shoulders, all structure, no place

for movement. No wiggle room or flare or flavor.

This school feels like loafers in lockstep,

even though I’m more sneakers, loose laced,

tongue out, scholarship-bopping like

one foot on the sidewalk, and one in the street.

Most days I just wear a T-shirt and hoodie,

and it still feels like a tie around my neck,

with the Windsor knot my father taught me

to tie for church. But his way always

leaves space to undo the top button

and breathe some. But not here. Not at

this school. Here, the knot, though invisible,

is tight tight and pressed right up

against my voice box so I can barely

speak. And if I do say something, every

word gotta fight its way outta me,

outta my oil slick of a neck, because they be

sweating and sweating me like I ain’t cool.







Yes, Boricua and Black and Brooklyn as hell, but that didn’t necessarily mean Miles was oozing with what some of the men in his neighborhood had. What his dad and his uncle Aaron had. Guys like them seemed to have subway tracks running down their forearms. Cab smoke in their lungs. The types of fellas who styled and smiled like they were addicted to floss, whose hands curved just the right way for dap to feel and look and sound like an extension of their natural hi.

That wasn’t Miles. He had something, for sure. But not that.




AND FORREAL, I AIN’T COOL


But I am me.

Before here.

Before the hallways

and the bunkbeds.

Before the millions of

million-pound textbooks.

Before the delicious food (pizza)

and the disgusting food (pizza with pineapple).

Before the passionate teachers

and the paychecked terrors,

and even the spider bite,

and the itchy scar it left behind.

I been me.

Been.







However, Miles did have something “cool” about him. He might not have called it that, but Ganke definitely would’ve. And the evidence of it was an irritated hand. A dime-size scar, slightly raised.

You probably already know the story, but in case you don’t, Miles was hanging out with his uncle Aaron some years back—his favorite uncle—when he was bitten by a radioactive spider. Yes, yes, like another not-so-cool kid. And from there, like that other kid, Miles… changed.

He could climb walls. (Sticky fingers.)

He could leap strangely high. (With chicken legs.)

He had superhuman strength. (And noodle arms.)

He could camouflage himself. (As in, disappear.)

He could send electric current through his fingers. (Vibes.)

He could shoot web. (He… had web-shooters.)

And still looked just like regular ol’ not-so-cool Miles.

So, yeah… cool. In a different way.




TO REITERATE


And that’s why I ain’t got

a whole lot of time for

no authority figures,

like teachers who

can’t figure out who

I am but think

they know who I am,

and don’t know I

know who I am,

so they name me

an ungrateful mess,

a snowflake, a brat.





Miles also wasn’t the toughest kid. Not the type to throw himself in front of the drama train or run toward the controversy storm. If anything, he always tried his best to stay away from it all. To lie low. To just get his work done as best he could and make it to the weekend so he could cut loose from what was blocking him and get back to his block. And breathe.
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SNOWFLAKES


But the thing about

snowflakes

is that they’re distinct, like

fingerprints.

Sure, they’re collectively

beautiful

but individually special, like

cobwebs.





But despite Miles’s preference to lie low, his mother and father raised him to stand up for himself.

Brooklyn—his Brooklyn—taught him to do the same.





HISTORY CLASS


You ever had

a teacher

who taught you

like they

were teaching

you a lesson?





This is how it all started. Everything was fine—or at least as fine as things could be for Miles at Brooklyn Visions Academy—until he started taking Mr. Chamberlain’s class. Fourth period. To say Mr. Chamberlain taught history would be giving him too much credit. Mr. Chamberlain was history. A piece of parched parchment. He was a teacher stuck in the 1700s, teaching American history as if it were a story of only triumph and honor. As if the American flag hadn’t been used for tug-o’-war. As if slavery wasn’t…

slavery.

Miles thought, either Mr. Chamberlain had reached that age where his mind had started to spoil, or… Mr. Chamberlain’s mind was being controlled by a man—an idea? a monster?—who was hundreds of years old. His name: the Warden.

(Yes, I know this is hard to believe, but haven’t we all bought into more unbelievable things?)

See, a few days ago—Saturday—Miles found an underground tunnel stretching from Brooklyn Visions Academy to the King’s County Department of Corrections. And just beyond the jail was a big house, complete with pillars and porch, massive windows, and wood that had been burrowed through by termites. Hollow but still standing. In that big house lived the Warden, who attacked Miles (after Miles showed up on his doorstep clearly not looking for a cup of sugar) and even ordered all his minions—the Chamberlains, zombies in the shapes of teachers who were ushering Black and Brown kids from schools to jails through unfair disciplinary measures—to ambush Miles. To shut him up. To shut him down.

To destroy him.

But Miles… ahem… Spider-Man prevailed. Not the easiest victory, but a victory nonetheless. And afterward, Miles figured that since he’d taken out the Warden, he’d also freed Mr. Chamberlain, all the Chamberlains, of the Warden’s bigoted mind control. Because you know what they say about chopping off the head of the snake… No?… You don’t? Well, it doesn’t matter anyway, because

turned out Mr. Chamberlain was just an asshole.





THE WARDEN: A DESCRIPTION


All I know is, for some reason,

this four-hundred-year-old

wanted to flush me down,

flush me through a pristine

pipeline. Ain’t no rust

or crust on it or nothing

despite it being older than

old. It shines like it’s new.

It works like it is, too.

And this four-hundred-year-old

monster who wanted me to go

from pupil to prisoner,

from student to statistic, used

it as a damn drinking straw.







The Warden had not only controlled the minds of thousands of teachers over the course of decades—even Miles’s father and all his friends had dealt with different Chamberlains when they were young, teachers who unfairly punished them until they were forced out of school and into a life of crime—but he also got into Miles’s head, too. Gave him nightmares. Hauntings of his dead uncle, Aaron.

In the nightmares, Miles’s uncle would taunt him, telling Miles he was just like him. A future criminal. That his destiny was a dirty one. But this was all the Warden’s doing. Miles knew his uncle was much more than felonies and jail bids. Their relationship was pizza in the projects. Laughter and bad advice about how to get girls. Never about crime.

Also, never about Uncle Aaron’s son, Austin.




AUSTIN DAVIS (LONG-LOST COUSIN): A DESCRIPTION


Skin the color of grease in the Bustelo can my mother keeps on the stove.

A little bit more hair than a little bit. Probably brushes for waves.

He talks like his tongue is a dull razor blade. But still Brooklyn-sharp.

And aside from his khaki shirt and khaki pants—his ugly uniform—

he’s pretty.

Much.

Like me.





Except for the fact that Austin was incarcerated. So… not exactly like Miles, though, again, Miles often thought of his school like jail. But it wasn’t.

Miles received a letter from Austin last Monday. Austin had tracked Miles’s address down through his grandmother and just wanted to connect and also clear the air about his father, Miles’s uncle, Aaron, who Miles’s father resented for not leaving their lives as crooks behind them.

The day before fighting the Warden, Miles and his father went to the detention center to meet Austin. This was also the day Miles had given Alicia the poem he’d written for her, just three lines about how she smelled like sandalwood, which was true but… a little creepy. Had he known Austin better and had Austin not been locked up, Miles could’ve probably asked him for advice about it all. Like he used to do Uncle Aaron. Maybe Austin could’ve given Miles a way to flirt without admitting he’d been obsessing about her for weeks. But the truth was, Miles’s visit to the jail had been wrapped up in too many other questions. Too many other things he’d been sniffing out.

Why have we never met?

Why did our fathers not get along?

Why did my father make it out of the street and yours didn’t?

When do you get out?

Will you send me another letter?

What do you do for fun in here?

What books do y’all have in here?

What books do you want in here?

Will they let me bring books in here?

Why are we having the same nightmares?

How did you end up here?

Why does the guard keep yelling at us?

And why does that guard have the same name as my… history teacher?





MR. CHAMBERLAIN: A DESCRIPTION


A statue pretending to be a statue

of a severely unhappy person,

face whittled from rotten wood, carved

with a sledgehammer and classroom key

as if someone or something had decided

ugly and unkind should be on display,

unfinished and unpolished, but labeled

a masterpiece.





And Mr. Chamberlain had the nerve to say in class that during American chattel slavery, the relationship between enslaver and the enslaved person was actually a healthy, oftentimes happy one. He said it was no different than owner and dog, that dogs didn’t mind leashes, or cages, or even scraps to eat, and that despite those things, they always wagged their tails, happy to see the people who owned them.

See? Asshole.





HISTORY CLASS


You ever had

a teacher

who taught you

like student

was a synonym

for stupid?
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The answer, for Miles, was yes. He absolutely knew what that was like.

So much so that last TUESDAY he broke his own desk. There’s only so much a kid (with superpowers) can take.

WEDNESDAY, he had sat at that broken desk, wobbly legs and everything. Did the best he could.

THURSDAY and FRIDAY, the wobbly legs had been removed, and the desktop sat on the floor.

“We just don’t damage things and act like we didn’t. We have to live with that. You have to live with that,” Mr. Chamberlain had said yesterday, MONDAY, now ordering Miles to sit on the linoleum by the legless desk.

But to Mr. Chamberlain’s surprise, only the desk was broken. Miles’s legs weren’t wobbly. At all.





WHAT LANDED ME HERE


I told him:

We are not pincushions.

We are not punching bags.

We are not puppets.

We are not pets.

We are not pawns.

We are people.

We are people.

We are people.

We told him.





In a school like Brooklyn Visions Academy, desks are easily replaceable. Dignity is not.

So instead of Miles allowing himself to be treated like an animal, he began spouting a manifesto Alicia had taught him. One she and the whole class joined in chanting.

We are not pincushions. We are not punching bags. We are not puppets.…




[image: Logo: Marvel]

© 2023 MARVEL

[image: Logo: Atheneum Books for Young Readers]

An imprint of Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division

1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, New York 10020

www.SimonandSchuster.com

This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Text by Jason Reynolds

Illustration by Zeke Peña

Jacket design by Simon Schuster, LLC

Jacket illustration by Zeke Peña © 2023 By Marvel Brands LLC

Jacket design by Simon Schuster, LLC

Quotation on page 50 is from Laurie Halse Anderson’s discussion of censorship at the American Booksellers Foundation for Free Expression seminar, Feb 2013.

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

Atheneum logo is a trademark of Simon Schuster, LLC

For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact Simon & Schuster Special Sales at 1-866-506-1949 or business@simonandschuster.com.

The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event. For more information or to book an event, contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com.

The illustrations for this book were rendered digitally.

CIP data for this book is available from the Library of Congress.

ISBN 9781665918466

ISBN 9781665918480 (ebook)


e9781665918480/images/f0025-01.jpg





e9781665918480/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781665918480/fonts/Cabin-BoldItalic.ttf


e9781665918480/images/f0016-01.jpg





e9781665918480/images/logo.jpg





e9781665918480/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Spider Fact


		On Days Like Today (Tuesday)


		In-School Suspension


		My Brooklyn


		My Block


		Home


		Here


		And Forreal, I Ain’t Cool


		To Reiterate


		Snowflakes


		History Class


		The Warden: A Description


		Austin Davis (Long-Lost Cousin): A Description


		Mr. Chamberlain: A Description


		History Class


		What Landed Me Here


		In Trouble


		Inevitable


		Six Days Before or Campus (IN)Convenience or Sausage in a Can


		Spider Fact


		Waiting


		Dean Kushner’s Office


		Versions


		What My Parents Said:


		Spider Fact


		Restless


		Air


		Times Square


		This Time


		Pickpocket


		More Air


		Rem


		Dream


		A.M.


		To Sniff a Poem


		Spider Fact


		RM 501: In-School Suspension

		How It Works


		The Pledge of Annoyance


		Proctor: Coach Holt


		Cellmate No. 1: Alicia Carson


		Cellmate No. 2: Brad Canby


		Cellmate No. 3: Tobin E. Rogers


		Cellmate No. 4: Guard: Brewton


		Cellmate No. 4


		Cellmate No. 5







		Calculus

		Funny Math


		Patterns:


		Problem


		Equation No. 1


		Equation No. 2


		Equation No. 3


		Equation No. 4


		Ugh


		I Look Around the Room to Gauge Everyone Else’s Beginning of the Longest Day of Our Lives


		Spider Fact


		Which Makes Me Think


		Family Pattern


		Maps


		A Few Years Ago, Just After the Bite, My Folks Took Me on a Bus Trip to Dc or a Summer Vacation We Could Afford: An Argument


		The Last Time I Felt Like This I Was on That Bus


		Anyway







		Fire Drill

		Drill


		Hallway


		Along Came Ganke (First Five Minutes)


		More Jokes From Ganke


		Tripley on the Move (Second Five Minutes)


		‘Fight!’


		People Fight


		Disappointment


		If a Tree Falls


		Back to Class (Three Minutes Late)







		(Back To) Calculus

		Unconcerned


		What Spidey-Sense Feels Like


		Ten Minutes Later


		Brad Gotta Go


		Hand Off (‘Bzzz!’)


		Iss: A Study


		How I Learned to Mind My Business


		Spider Fact


		Bell







		Chemistry

		Green Bananas


		Banana Tree: 1. Uncle Aaron


		2. Austin


		3. Ganke


		Not to Mention


		4. Ma


		5. Dad


		6. (Even) House


		7. Spider-Man


		No


		Coach Holt Blows Her Whistle


		Thirty Seconds Before Sitting


		Touch


		Warning


		Clang Clang Knock Knock


		Eraser


		What Sense?


		Itch


		I Blinked


		How to Catch a Mouse (‘Everything is Fine’)


		Back to Bananas (‘Focus, Focus’)


		Also About Bananas


		How to Keep a Girlfriend (‘Everything Really is Fine’)


		So to Answer that Second Question (‘Focus, Miles, Focus’)


		Spider Fact







		Lunch

		As Far As Rio Morales is Concerned


		Time, Out


		Uh-Huh


		Menu


		Flavor


		Tobin’s Drink


		Spider Fact


		Harlem For Her







		English

		Packet


		Gregor Samsa


		Prompt


		Perfect


		Startled


		A Knock at the Door


		A Fool


		Ganke Code


		New Assignment


		Jamaica


		Instructions


		“Girl”


		Period


		Again


		Corners


		Bzzz!


		Scream


		Everything is Bruised


		A Complicated Lesson From Ms. Blaufuss


		Response to Ms. Blaufuss’s Other Question


		Hallway


		Losing It


		From Ganke 12:43 P.M.: (More Versions)


		Back in Class


		<The Way I Imagine It>


		Termite Fact, I Think (In Tripley’s Voice)







		History

		On Days Like Today (Tuesday Afternoon)


		A Reminder


		Literacy And The Enslaved: A Trouble;


		A Lie;


		A Trouble;


		A Lie;


		A Lie;


		A Trouble.


		To Answer Mr. Chamberlain’s Question: A Reckoning


		Golden Rule


		Extra


		I Blink


		I Blink Again


		Bathroom; Break


		Back to the Sink


		Stall


		Tap Tap


		Wall


		Which, Again, Makes Me Think


		And So It Begins (The Way It Actually Happens)


		Nervous System (‘Bzzz!’)


		Birthmark


		Versions


		Weird (What Tobin is Capable Of)


		What People Want From Me


		Food


		Another Thing About Snowflakes


		In the Wall


		I Wasted No Time, Shot My Shot


		Suspended


		When He’s Close


		Termite Fact (According to Mr. Tripley, and the Commercials)


		To Fall


		Violence


		Venom Blast


		Invisible


		Made Me Think of My Father


		And My Mother


		Hmm


		‘Achoo!’







		End of Day

		Spider Fact


		Over


		Mr. Chamberlain with Tobin E. Rogers: A Description


		History Class: ‘Mr. Morales’ I.E., A Bigmouth, A Trouble, A Lie, An Ungrateful Mess, A Snowflake, A Brat


		With Limp and Cut


		Patterns


		Termites


		Spider Fact


		A Kiss







		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Spider Fact


		On Days Like Today (Tuesday)


		In-School Suspension


		My Brooklyn


		My Block


		Home


		Here


		And Forreal, I Ain’t Cool


		To Reiterate


		Snowflakes


		History Class


		The Warden: A Description


		Austin Davis (Long-Lost Cousin): A Description


		Mr. Chamberlain: A Description


		History Class


		What Landed Me Here


		In Trouble


		Inevitable


		Six Days Before or Campus (IN)Convenience or Sausage in a Can


		Spider Fact


		Waiting


		Dean Kushner’s Office


		Versions


		What My Parents Said:


		Spider Fact


		Restless


		Air


		Times Square


		This Time


		Pickpocket


		More Air


		Rem


		Dream


		A.M.


		To Sniff a Poem


		Spider Fact


		RM 501: In-School Suspension


		How It Works


		The Pledge of Annoyance


		Proctor: Coach Holt


		Cellmate No. 1: Alicia Carson


		Cellmate No. 2: Brad Canby


		Cellmate No. 3: Tobin E. Rogers


		Cellmate No. 4: Guard: Brewton


		Cellmate No. 4


		Cellmate No. 5


		Calculus


		Funny Math


		Patterns:


		Problem


		Equation No. 1


		Equation No. 2


		Equation No. 3


		Equation No. 4


		Ugh


		I Look Around the Room to Gauge Everyone Else’s Beginning of the Longest Day of Our Lives


		Spider Fact


		Which Makes Me Think


		Family Pattern


		Maps


		A Few Years Ago, Just After the Bite, My Folks Took Me on a Bus Trip to Dc or a Summer Vacation We Could Afford: An Argument


		The Last Time I Felt Like This I Was on That Bus


		Anyway


		Fire Drill


		Drill


		Hallway


		Along Came Ganke (First Five Minutes)


		More Jokes From Ganke


		Tripley on the Move (Second Five Minutes)


		‘Fight!’


		People Fight


		Disappointment


		If a Tree Falls


		Back to Class (Three Minutes Late)


		(Back To) Calculus


		Unconcerned


		What Spidey-Sense Feels Like


		Ten Minutes Later


		Brad Gotta Go


		Hand Off (‘Bzzz!’)


		Iss: A Study


		How I Learned to Mind My Business


		Spider Fact


		Bell


		Chemistry


		Green Bananas


		Banana Tree: 1. Uncle Aaron


		2. Austin


		3. Ganke


		Not to Mention


		4. Ma


		5. Dad


		6. (Even) House


		7. Spider-Man


		No


		Coach Holt Blows Her Whistle


		Thirty Seconds Before Sitting


		Touch


		Warning


		Clang Clang Knock Knock


		Eraser


		What Sense?


		Itch


		I Blinked


		How to Catch a Mouse (‘Everything is Fine’)


		Back to Bananas (‘Focus, Focus’)


		Also About Bananas


		How to Keep a Girlfriend (‘Everything Really is Fine’)


		So to Answer that Second Question (‘Focus, Miles, Focus’)


		Spider Fact


		Lunch


		As Far As Rio Morales is Concerned


		Time, Out


		Uh-Huh


		Menu


		Flavor


		Tobin’s Drink


		Spider Fact


		Harlem For Her


		English


		Packet


		Gregor Samsa


		Prompt


		Perfect


		Startled


		A Knock at the Door


		A Fool


		Ganke Code


		New Assignment


		Jamaica


		Instructions


		“Girl”


		Period


		Again


		Corners


		Bzzz!


		Scream


		Everything is Bruised


		A Complicated Lesson From Ms. Blaufuss


		Response to Ms. Blaufuss’s Other Question


		Hallway


		Losing It


		From Ganke 12:43 P.M.: (More Versions)


		Back in Class


		<The Way I Imagine It>


		Termite Fact, I Think (In Tripley’s Voice)


		History


		On Days Like Today (Tuesday Afternoon)


		A Reminder


		Literacy And The Enslaved: A Trouble;


		A Lie;


		A Trouble;


		A Lie;


		A Lie;


		A Trouble.


		To Answer Mr. Chamberlain’s Question: A Reckoning


		Golden Rule


		Extra


		I Blink


		I Blink Again


		Bathroom; Break


		Back to the Sink


		Stall


		Tap Tap


		Wall


		Which, Again, Makes Me Think


		And So It Begins (The Way It Actually Happens)


		Nervous System (‘Bzzz!’)


		Birthmark


		Versions


		Weird (What Tobin is Capable Of)


		What People Want From Me


		Food


		Another Thing About Snowflakes


		In the Wall


		I Wasted No Time, Shot My Shot


		Suspended


		When He’s Close


		Termite Fact (According to Mr. Tripley, and the Commercials)


		To Fall


		Violence


		Venom Blast


		Invisible


		Made Me Think of My Father


		And My Mother


		Hmm


		‘Achoo!’


		End of Day


		Spider Fact


		Over


		Mr. Chamberlain with Tobin E. Rogers: A Description


		History Class: ‘Mr. Morales’ I.E., A Bigmouth, A Trouble, A Lie, An Ungrateful Mess, A Snowflake, A Brat


		With Limp and Cut


		Patterns


		Termites


		Spider Fact


		A Kiss


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		II


		IV








e9781665918480/fonts/Cabin-SemiBoldItalic.ttf


e9781665918480/images/9781665918480.jpg
uustaaTions &Y ZEKE PENA

A NEW YUHI{ IRIMYERS, BE§~§§*T‘§SWLLER
’

iy T/
SP;'I"'I]EH WAN NOVEL






e9781665918480/fonts/Cabin-Bold.ttf


e9781665918480/fonts/Cabin-Regular.ttf


e9781665918480/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Bold.ttf


e9781665918480/images/f000i-01.jpg





e9781665918480/fonts/Cabin-Italic.ttf


e9781665918480/images/logo01.jpg





e9781665918480/images/title.jpg
MARVEL
MILES MURAI.ES

A SPIDER-MAN NOVEL

JASON REYNOLDS

ILLUSTRATIONS BY ZEKE PENA

(}174 A CAITLYN DLOUHY BOOK
atheneum NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





e9781665918480/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


e9781665918480/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


