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			CHAPTER 1

			EMILY SAW THE mountainside only a moment before the small plane crashed into it. They were in thick fog; and then there was only whiteness, and noise, and pain. Before, Emily had always associated the color white with peace, with a kind of benign erasure. Snow smoothing out the angles of her lame little town. After that moment, she didn’t.

			She felt no fear. Her life did not flash in front of her eyes; she didn’t see the things most important to her parade past, perhaps because they had already been taken away. No: her body was simply flooded with adrenaline: fight-or-flight response—though there was nothing for her to fight and nowhere to fly to, not anymore.

			There was: the screaming of metal on metal, the shock that emptied her lungs, the white snow breaking in through the windows, the impact of her head on something, perhaps the side of the plane. It was a De Havilland Otter fitted with floats. This, thought Emily, was the kind of useless information she would take to the grave. Not that she would necessarily have a grave. Even with modern technology, it was possible they would never be found.

			
			And then: the realization.

			Aidan.

			She panicked, flailed, tried to catch his hand—the little boy, her brother. But her fingers closed on nothing.

			Then, after the whiteness, the blackness.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 2

			EMILY BLINKED BACK into light.

			Part of a tree was sticking through the broken window; a cedar, she noticed uselessly. Her head was throbbing. She brought a hand up to it. Her temple and cheek were sticky with blood.

			“Emily!” said a voice. The voice of a young boy, from behind her, oddly muffled. “Emily!”

			Aidan.

			Instinctively, she rose to stand and was roughly pulled back. She wrestled with the buckle on her seat belt, but it was bent and twisted away from her in the strange, unrecognizable new contours of the plane.

			She looked around. There: on the seat next to her were shards of glass from the broken window. She picked one up and used it to saw at her belt.

			“Emily!”

			She cursed the restraint. The glass cut her—not badly, but slippery blood loosened her grip on it. “Coming. Coming,” she said. Then the belt frayed and came apart. She lowered herself to the floor—nothing in her body seemed broken, but she couldn’t be sure—and crawled into the aisle. Aidan. Aidan was the priority.

			
			That was when she saw: the back of the plane was gone. There was only a vast round hole, the tears in the fabric of the aircraft revealing—in a way that was somehow disturbing over and above the fact of the crash—the insulation material inside the layers of metal. It opened a hole in her heart too. Wind whistled through. The rearmost row of seats was nowhere to be seen. The incline of the aisle continued uninterrupted into the downslope of the mountain, all low pines pooled with snow and deepening shadow.

			It was still daylight, just, but up here, this far north and at this time of year, the night always folded itself into the day, swirled together with it. Time was a murky concept, the day an endless dusk, so it was hard to tell what time it was.

			In reality, only a moment had passed since the plane had crashed—she thought. She had a concussion—she thought. She struggled to her feet and inched down the aisle. She noticed that she couldn’t really hear her own movements. She looked into the row of seats behind her, where her little brother had been.

			Nothing.

			She swallowed a gasp, inaudible to her, like most everything else, her head jerking, casting her eyes around. But she’d heard him. She’d heard him, hadn’t she?

			“Emily!”

			The muffled voice again.

			He was at the back, near the snow, a little dark bundle in his black puffy jacket. She hadn’t buckled him in. She’d done her own belt automatically but not his. Stupid. Selfish. She half walked, half slid down to him, past random boxes and packages. The plane was mostly a kind of unofficial mail service.

			
			The soft confusion of hood and collar resolved itself as he turned and looked up at her. His eyes were huge, his skin pale. Looking to her for reassurance.

			“It doesn’t hurt,” Aidan said. “But I’m stuck.”

			Emily kneeled. The floor of the plane had cracked, and like two tectonic plates sliding against each other, one part had pushed and jutted up over the other. Aidan’s leg was caught in the gap between the old floor and its new, violent configuration.

			Emily had seen a YouTube video once of a woman lifting a car off a toddler—but when she took the slanted floor and tried to raise it higher, it didn’t move at all. Aidan didn’t scream, but he sort of whimpered. Muscles she didn’t know she had—and she knew her muscles well—tightened around her heart.

			“It’s OK,” she said. “It’s going to be OK.” Her voice was damped, as if wrapped in snow. Flakes of it were whirling in through the hole where the plane’s tail had been.

			She saw a protruding metal bar, part of what had been the frame of a pair of seats. She pried it away from the rest of the structure, one end of it flattened, but still hard, still long.

			“I’m going to lever the floor up,” she said.

			Aidan nodded. His pupils were large; frightened; animal. But at least they were both the same size. In Emily’s ballet class back in Minnesota, a girl had fallen during a lift and hit her head, knocking herself out. Matching pupils were the first thing the paramedics had checked for.

			She wedged one end of the bar into the gap, pushed it down as hard as she could, and was more shocked than she should have been when it met with a hard, jarring resistance she recognized as belonging to half-frozen earth. The ground under the plane. Then she leaned all her weight on the other end of the bar, and with a creak she felt more than heard, the raised section of floor lifted.

			
			Aidan scooted out, and as soon as he was clear, she dropped the bar and pulled him close. “Your leg?”

			He touched it experimentally. “Fine, I think. There’s a ringing in my head. Like a bell that won’t stop.”

			“Yes,” said Emily. “Mine too.”

			She pulled him to the side of the plane so they were sitting against the curve of it. He was light, small, easily movable.

			“Will the plane explode?” he asked. His head came up only to her shoulder.

			“I don’t know,” she said.

			“I’ve seen that happen in movies,” he said.

			“Yes.”

			“From the fuel.”

			“Yes.” She paused. “But it’s snowing out there and, like, minus ten. In here we’re sheltered at least. A little.”

			He looked skeptically at the snow dusting their clothes. “A very little.”

			A part of Emily’s mind marveled at itself—calmly weighing the risk of being blown up against the risk of hypothermia. If only Miss Brady could see her now. Thinking of Miss Brady made her think of that last day at school: the orange and blue flames licking up the locker-room walls; the sirens; the sparks snowing, glowing red, into the sky.

			
			She shook her head, refusing the memory.

			She tried to think, to crystallize the options. Absurdly, her first instinct was to call Jeremy, ask him for advice, but he was a lifetime away in Minnesota, and anyway she’d left her phone at home—she hadn’t wanted anyone to trace it.

			She looked forward, toward the cockpit.

			“I need to check on the pilot,” she said.

			Aidan turned his head. The back of the plane was a raw circle, a horrific O, with snow outside it. The front was a twisted mess leading to darkness. A scene from a wrecking yard.

			“Um…,” he said.

			He looked…scared. Worried. She hadn’t seen it before, that expression on him, and it hurt her more than the cut on her head.

			“Yeah” was all Emily could manage. She pushed herself up. “Wait here.”

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 3

			USING WHAT REMAINED of the seats for support, Emily made her way slowly to the front of the plane. There was a partition between the pilot and the passengers—it was how she and Aidan were here in the first place. The door was shut, but that was a nominal state—it had bowed outward, the ceiling crushing down, and Emily could see clean through to the cockpit.

			She held the handle and pulled—then braced herself and pulled even harder. The door screeched open wide enough for her to squeeze by. She’d always been small and flexible—that was how she’d ended up as the flyer on the cheerleading team. But she took up more room in the world than her size suggested. That was what her dad said. It wasn’t a compliment.

			She got through and found Bob Simpson, the pilot, splayed over the controls. She didn’t know him, only his name. Spend a year in a small town in Alaska and you know most everyone’s name. He’s dead, she thought. She touched him. He wasn’t dead.

			Bob Simpson gave a low sigh and shuddered. Emily had no clue what to do. Weren’t you supposed to leave people where they were if they had a head injury? The way he was passed out over the instruments, he must have hit his head pretty hard. When Jade Allbright had fallen out of that lift and onto the studio floor, the instructor had put her in the recovery position, curled up there, like a question mark.

			
			On the other hand, if Emily left him here and the plane did explode…As one part of her brain tried to work out whether she could and should move him, another part screamed at her to get out of the plane before it blew up, before it burst into flames. She ignored that part.

			She couldn’t tell if Bob was OK. But she did see his SPOT device—his emergency GPS beacon. They made them small enough that you could clip them on a cap—which was what her dad did. This one had fallen from the dash of the cockpit—did you say dash?—onto the floor of the plane, and was now right at her feet.

			She turned back to the pilot. Move him? Or not?

			Then he sat up, undoing the dilemma.

			Half his face was sheeted with blood. When he saw her, he frowned. “Are you…an angel?”

			She raised an eyebrow at him.

			“Right, clearly not….Forget it. It’s pretty obvious I’m not dead because my head hurts like someone hit me with a tire iron.” He looked at the broken window, the snow beyond. “I crashed,” he said.

			“Give the man a prize,” said Emily.

			“But what are you…Who are you…?”

			
			“Emily,” she said.

			He looked more closely at her, his expression shifting to a different quality of frown. “The Perez kid?”

			“Uh-huh.”

			“Aren’t you the one who—”

			“Yeah.”

			He nodded slowly. Almost respect in it. Recognition. They were rebels, these Alaska bush pilots. Renegades. “And Miss Brady? It’s still her, right?”

			It was still her. It would always be her. Hair pulled so tight in a bun it looked like she was smiling. She wasn’t when Emily was around.

			“Suspended me.”

			“Figures.” He felt in his denim-shirt pocket and took out a squashed pack of cigarettes. American Spirit. Only a bush pilot would smoke no-filters. Only a bush pilot would light one when he’d just crashed a plane into a mountainside. He flicked it out and into his mouth, and produced a lighter from another pocket. “I’m Bob. Bob Simpson,” he said.

			Emily nodded. “I know.”

			Bob lit the cigarette. Emily winced. Was he not aware that there could be leaking fuel pretty much anywhere?

			“But listen, Emily Perez, of small-town notoriety,” he said. “What are you doing on my plane? You’re not on my manifest.”

			Emily wasn’t totally sure what manifest meant, but she understood the point. “I stowed away,” she said.

			“You…stowed away? What is this, an adventure story?” He blew out smoke; it stung her eyes.

			“It is, since you crashed the plane.” Outside it was cold, and dark, and they were in the middle of nowhere. This wasn’t good for Aidan. Not good at all.

			
			He grimaced. “Not my fault.”

			“Not your fault? You’re the pilot.”

			“I log five thousand miles a year, kid. Something went…wrong. The fuel-supply line, I think. I radioed, but it was too late.”

			“You radioed?”

			“Yep.”

			Damn.

			Emily looked out the window, as if there was anything to see. It was only white out there. One side of the cockpit was ripped open, rock and ice breaking through. “We should get out of the plane,” she said. “Can you move?”

			“I think so. Shoulder’s dislocated, I reckon. And I knocked myself out pretty good. But I don’t feel anything else.”

			He eased himself out of the seat, screaming only once, when he had to twist his back, which Emily thought was quite impressive. He scanned the controls in front of him, then looked at the damaged side of the cockpit. “You see a little orange thing with buttons on it?” he said.

			“Like a SPOT tracker?”

			He looked at her, surprised.

			“My dad hunts,” she said.

			“Right. Yeah, exactly like that.”

			A moment. “No. But come on. My little brother is back there.”

			He cursed. “That tracker could be anywhere. We’ll have to hope they got a fix on my signal when I made that distress call. Now…Wait—your little brother?”

			“He’s too small to look after himself. We’ve got to keep him safe.” The plane. Leaving. It had all been for Aidan. And now that they’d crashed…it was still true, just in a different way. If she could keep Aidan safe…it would mean she’d have done something. Something big. With her life.

			
			She’d have saved his.

			Now, of course, with the plane smashed into the side of a mountain, it was going to be an awful lot harder. She shivered, thinking of the white vastness out there, trackless and blank.

			“OK,” said Bob, breaking her train of thought. “But if you and your kid brother die, it’s not on me. You’re not on my manifest.”

			She nodded. That was fair. But they weren’t going to die. Definitely not Aidan. Not if she had anything to do with it.

			Her fingers brushed against the pocket of her jeans, the small bulge there, where she had put the SPOT tracker. She felt it must be pulsing at Bob, beaming out its location—a heat, almost, came from it, burning her leg—but of course he didn’t notice at all.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 4

			IT WAS DARK now. Or at least the sun had set. There was a lot of light from the stars and moon.

			Emily had wrapped Aidan in two blankets, for shock and because he was easily chilled at the best of times. They were sitting at the new, torn entrance to the plane. She was wearing her hooded fleece-lined winter jacket, which she’d stowed under her seat before takeoff.

			Bob braced himself against the wing that was still attached to the plane, pushed his shoulder into it, and twisted. Emily realized he was trying to pop his dislocated joint back into place. He did it again—and screamed. He staggered for a moment, as if he might pass out, but steadied himself.

			He moved his arm tentatively. Then he nodded and grunted. Started gathering supplies. He set down a gas can next to various objects he had already taken from the plane: a rifle, a rope, a sheet of thin metal. Behind them, the peak of the mountain loomed, a blacker mass in the dark of the night. Below, the foothills stretched toward a glow on the horizon. A town? The ocean? Emily wasn’t sure.

			
			“We’ve got food,” the pilot said. “Plus the usual stuff I keep in case of emergency. Had a crate of water too, but it’s somewhere down the mountain. Still, if we get a fire going, we can melt snow—should be able to camp here until someone finds us. We’ll build the fire by the plane, use gasoline to get it going.” He indicated the ground in front of him.

			“Here? What if it…sets fire to the fuel tank?”

			“Fuel tanks,” he said. “Plural. And they’re above the landing gear.” He slapped the side of the plane. “This part of the fuselage is just metal bulkhead. It’s our best bet in terms of shelter.”

			Emily looked at the plane. Or rather, the pieces of it. A plane was something that flew, something with wings. This was just a jumble of broken things. Bob was right, though: around them were only conifers, buried in snow. They offered some shelter, but not as much as the body of the plane.

			She took in the gas tank, the snow, the ceiling of the plane and the space inside for protection from the elements.

			Her dad always said: water, shelter, fire. Find those things quickly, in that order of priority, or you die.

			Once, they’d been caught by a storm in the Adirondacks, too many miles out from the cabin they were supposed to be staying in that night. It had still been full daylight, but within an hour her father had found a stream, made a bivouac, lit a fire. We get cold and dehydrated, he said, and we die. And that hadn’t even been in Alaska. Emily wanted to move, to keep moving, but reluctantly admitted the best course of action was to shelter here. “You’re right,” she said.

			
			“Let’s build that fire,” said Bob.

			Aidan looked up. “Do you have marshmallows for roasting?”

			Emily raised an eyebrow at him.

			Bob grunted, a half laugh. “If you find any, knock yourself out.”

			He sent Emily into the trees to find fallen branches to burn. She set off through the snow—grateful for the leather boots she was wearing but surprised by how tiring it was to walk in the deep powder. She gathered a few branches and dragged them back, sweating, even though the air was freezing in her nostrils. Then they broke open some of the packages from the plane and tore up the cardboard—it was drier and thinner than the wood.

			With Emily’s dad, it was all military precision and attention: tinder, kindling, firewood. Bob had a different approach. He just made a pile of cardboard and wood, doused it with gasoline, and set fire to it.

			The rush of heat was immediate: something primitive, almost alive. The flames shot up, casting a glow on the side of the plane, made the nearby trees flicker and their shadows grow and recede, like breath. The mountain disappeared, and the horizon: they were in a glowing bubble now, surrounded by blackness.

			Aidan glanced around. “Quite visible,” he said, “these pyrotechnics.”

			It was exactly what Emily had been thinking. She squeezed his hand, as if to say, what could they do?

			Then she saw that Bob was staring at Aidan, brow creased.

			“Aidan’s…um…different,” she said. “Special.”

			Bob nodded slowly.

			“We should eat,” she said, so he would stop looking at her little brother.

			
			They opened cans at random: corn, tuna, beans. Even Coke, to drink. There were also cookies and chips, but Bob said to save some stuff for later. He pulled one of the broken seats from the plane and set it up next to the fire. Then he yanked a first-aid kit from under it and took out a bandages, alcohol, cotton balls, scissors.

			He walked over to Emily, snagging a water bottle from his pile of stuff, and motioned for her to look up at him.

			“This will hurt,” he said, pointing at the cut on her forehead.

			“I know,” said Emily.

			This will hurt: it was practically her motto, she’d heard it all her life. Those years of pointe shoes, building up the strength in her toes, losing nails, developing calluses as hard as horn. Hiking with her dad. Even Miss Latimer (“call me Rachel”), the cheerleading coach from this past year in Alaska, had said it, about learning the routines. But it wasn’t the routines that Emily had found painful. Not that.

			Bob poured water over her forehead—some of it ran into her nose and mouth, and she coughed; turned involuntarily—and when she faced the right way again, he rinsed off the blood before using the alcohol and a cotton ball to clean the wound at her hairline. Finally he put a bandage on it.

			“I’m no medic,” he said. “But that will at least improve your odds.”

			Emily and Aidan sat on the lip of the fuselage, and Emily shuffled up close to the little boy, wrapped her arm around him, held him close. For warmth.

			“Will someone find us?” Aidan asked.

			
			“I don’t know,” she said. She squeezed him tight. “I don’t know.”

			She was watching the fire: the shifting colors of it; the constant ribboning movement. Vertical liquid, leaping up from the branches but of them too, using them up—their hot ghosts escaping into the air. There was something unnatural and natural about it at the same time. The way the locker room had gone up, back at her school: as if it had wanted to be turned to black powder, had just been waiting for the fire to start, so it could return to its purest state.

			She kept watching the flames. Burning through the wood, turning it to ash, doing what it wanted, what it was made for.

			She envied it.

			She hadn’t danced a single time since they’d moved. Like a protest, only she didn’t know whose benefit it was meant to be for. It wasn’t like her mom noticed.

			The fire mesmerized her. Always Emily kept half an eye on Bob, though. He seemed harmless enough—had barely glanced at her, his face impassive. But she was wary. He was a man, after all. And not seeing anything didn’t guarantee safety. There were blank white landscapes, sometimes, in which wolves invisibly moved.

			When the fire had burned down a little, Bob took the thin sheet of metal he’d found, and bent it into a rough semblance of a pan. Then he piled snow on it and pushed it—with a branch—into the embers at the side of the fire. The snow melted quickly, and he hooked out the rough cookware and poured the water into empty cans for them to drink.

			
			Emily handed one to Aidan first.

			“Where are we?” she asked, when they were done drinking.

			The pilot glanced at the mountains all around them. They were near the top of one; some kind of glacier above them, and below them a sloping expanse of forest. “Somewhere in the Wrangell–St. Elias National Park,” he said. “I was heading to Anchorage.”

			“I know,” said Emily.

			He narrowed his eyes. “You wanted to get to Anchorage?”

			“Sure.”

			“Running away from home?”

			“Something like that,” she said.

			“Because of the school thing?”

			“Sure,” she said again. It wasn’t that. But how could she explain about Aidan? Though, she had to admit, even if she hadn’t had to leave, she’d have wanted to. Not that she could explain that, either. How the town was like Gilmore Girls without the jokes. Like Lost without the mystery. No Jeremy to talk to, except on WhatsApp. The school was tiny compared to her last. And she had to do cheerleading instead of ballet.

			Cheerleading.

			Brad.

			She closed her eyes and saw flames licking up the locker-room wall, heard the cheers, the noise of the crowd, the wolf whistles; felt Brad’s hand on her ass and—

			“You OK, kid?” said Bob, standing over her.

			She opened her eyes, blinked. “I’m fine.”

			He raised his eyebrows. “Seems that fire’s got you in a trance.”

			“I’m fine,” she said again. She shifted farther into the plane, away from the fire. Aidan shuffled back with her, and she pulled him in close, trying to share her warmth with him.

			
			Bob went and fetched more blankets for them. He watched as Emily silently wrapped one around Aidan. “Quiet, isn’t he?” he said to Emily.

			Emily nodded.

			“I want Mom and Dad,” said Aidan, looking up at him. “I want Goober. I can’t sleep without him.”

			“Goober?” said Bob.

			Emily looked at Aidan for a long beat, then back at the pilot. “His stuffed monkey. He fell out of the plane, I think.”

			“Goober keeps the monsters away,” said Aidan.

			“Is that right?” said Bob, but his face had relaxed a bit. Like this was more the kind of kid talk he expected. “He’s a tough monkey, huh?”

			His tone was friendly but a little stiff—like someone who has nieces or nephews but doesn’t see them that much, Emily thought.

			“No,” said Aidan. “But he’s always burping, and the monsters think it smells gross.”

			“Oh.” A blink. “OK.”

			“Don’t worry, though,” said Aidan. “If they come in the night, I’ll burp at them too.” He patted his tummy. “We had Coke.”

			“Uh-huh, we did,” said Bob. He smiled at Emily. “Let’s get some sleep.”

			Later, when the pilot was snoring, deep in the cabin by the cockpit, Emily snuggled close to Aidan.

			“What was that about Goober?” she said.

			“Improvisation,” he said.

			
			“Well…OK. But, like, try to warn me next time.”

			“How far is it from here to Anchorage?” he asked.

			“Far. Hundreds of miles, probably. And I’m not even sure which way.”

			Silence.

			“We can’t walk it?”

			“No,” she said.

			Silence again.

			“So we’re lost?”

			“Not yet,” she said. “Not yet. I’m going to get you home, I promise.”

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 5

			WHEN EMILY WOKE, the fire had gone out. She breathed in freezing air; breathed it out as mist. The cold was absolute: like all of winter in one day. It hurt her throat and chest; it put blades in the atmosphere.

			She wrapped her blanket around Aidan, who was still sleeping, or seeming to. She got up and pulled on her boots.

			“Where are you going?”

			Small, sleepy voice. Aidan.

			“To fetch wood. Stay here, I won’t be long.”

			“Can I come?” he said.

			“Won’t you get cold?”

			“Not if I’m moving.”

			Emily smiled and nodded. She liked having him by her side. She always had. She couldn’t explain it: she’d just loved him, right from the start, the same way she’d loved ballet, from the moment she learned the first positions; he was like dance to her, like freedom. And now that dance was gone, there was only him. His hand fitted into hers like a key into a lock.

			
			Always, and now, he held her hand and they walked together.

			They headed to the tree line.

			“We can’t stay here,” said Aidan. “We need to keep moving. To Anchorage.”

			“I know,” said Emily. “But we need fire first. And then…we’ll plan.”

			“What will we tell Bob?” he asked.

			“I have literally no idea.”

			Quickly, before her hands seized up, she gathered some twigs and fallen branches. Gloves, she thought. Need to find some gloves.

			Aidan put out his arms, a request, and she placed a few small branches in them. Not too many.

			“That OK?” she asked.

			He nodded. He was smart, but he was so small, so fragile. She followed, her heart contracting at the sight of his tiny figure, holding the branches—so big in his small arms.

			They walked back to the plane. Past the wing that had broken off and was lying in the snow. Bob had clearly woken with the same idea as Emily: he was dragging a branch, covered in needles, to the fire. It wouldn’t burn easily; her dad would have sneered. But she supposed Bob was counting on the gasoline as an accelerant. Her dad would have sneered at that too, but she had to admit it was effective.

			She wondered how old the pilot was. He had gray at his temples, but she wasn’t good at guessing the age of adults. Forty? Fifty? It was hard to tell. He didn’t seem older than her dad, but he didn’t seem younger, either. Different, though. Her dad was all ex-military square lines: shaved, boxlike. Everything in its compartment. Tools: he hung them on racks in the shed out back, neatly. Sometimes she thought the main reason he didn’t like his knee injury, apart from how he’d blown his military career along with his cruciate ligament, was that it offended his sense of neatness to have one leg that worked better than the other.

			
			Bob, on the other hand, seemed more like a…The word that came to her mind was buccaneer. Blurred at the edges.

			Before Emily left Minnesota, Jeremy had told her that Alaskan pilots were “cowboys of the cold”—Jeremy often said things like that, a little overblown. He was fascinated by the bush pilots: their exploits, their bravery, their stubbled chins and hard arms too, their eyes washed pale by vast skies. She had teased him about it.

			Her mom didn’t like them so much. After their flight into Stafford Landing, a year before, she’d vowed that they’d never go on one of the little planes again. The pilot hadn’t been Bob, but his vibe had been similar: unkempt, a loose cannon. Her mom had said, “If I’m going to trust my life to someone, I want it to be someone who can press a uniform.”

			Or, Emily thought, glancing at Bob in his jeans and puffy jacket, wear one.

			Emily’s mom worked part-time and had spent a lot of time in the gym when they lived in Minnesota; even now she still went running every day. She loved motivational quotes and inspirational poetry and the idea of personal growth through hard work and dedication—she was big on the power of transformation.

			When Emily had joined the cheerleading squad at her new school, her mom had been thrilled. Which made one of them. Her mom had never really understood dance—she made that clear. She didn’t understand what it was for. As if everything had to be for something, as if everything needed to be cheered and paraded. All those motivational magnets…and not a single work of art in the house, apart from a Jack Vettriano print that some aunt had given her as a housewarming gift. Jeremy had said, “Your mom is the kind of person who finds Instagram poetry inspiring.”

			
			Cheerleading, she totally got: it was supporting the football team. It was squad goals or whatever. It was motivational, like her magnets.

			Emily thought squad goals could go screw themselves.

			Anyway. Alaska was, like, the last frontier of flying—on that Mom and Jeremy would agree, though they’d disagree on the romance of it. A place where a person could test themself. A place you could still get lost, if you wanted to—or did if you weren’t careful.

			Emily thought about that, looking at Bob. He was the kind of person who might have wanted to get himself lost. Well: he was truly lost now. She winced at that thought.

			“You ever crashed before?” she asked.

			The pilot looked up. “Nope.”

			“Ever been lost in the wilderness before?”

			“Nope.”

			She nodded. “That’s comforting.”

			“They’ll come,” he said. He didn’t sound too convinced. Alaska was a big place. “They’ll see the smoke, don’t worry.”

			She squinted up. The mountain was wreathed in fog. “Hmm,” she said.

			But that was exactly what she was worrying about—that they might come. Some people wanted to be lost, and she was one of them.

			
			“Is there anything to eat?” asked Aidan, standing at the entrance to the plane. He was wearing a blanket like a shawl. He got cold very easily.

			There was a whoosh as Bob doused the fire with gasoline. Flames rose into the air, standing on their own, glowing pondweeds, undulating, and Emily felt a surge inside her. The wood crackled. She noticed that her hearing was getting better; it had been muffled since the crash, sounds made fuzzy and faraway. From the woods came creaking noises—the trees buckling under their coats of snow. She beckoned Aidan closer to the heat: she didn’t want him collapsing on her. That could raise a lot of questions.

			“Here,” said Bob. He threw a package of bread to Aidan, who fumbled it and dropped it. He bent and picked it up.

			“Might as well eat it now,” said the pilot.

			Aidan ate a slice of bread; handed one to Emily. She smiled at him, and he smiled back, a real smile. He was learning to do that.

			Despite herself, she edged a little closer to the fire and held out her hands to warm them, staring into the wild, fickle flames. Because she of all people knew that fire had two faces: the one that said home, and the one that burned things down.

			She thought of that fire, part of the reason she was here on this mountainside. How her mom had stopped jogging, because people on the street would stare at her. How her dad came home early from school every day, because, he said, he couldn’t go into the staff room anymore.

			She hadn’t meant it to happen. She didn’t like fire: though, when it had happened, she found she liked the way it took ordinary things—clothes, wood, a whole building—and made them flare, made them glow, made them beautiful; and then made them nothing but ashes. It had been…cathartic.

			
			Anyway, she didn’t care what people thought of her. She hated them all. Small-town kids. With their friends, knowing only each other, knowing what they wanted. Or just wanting what they were given.

			Never wanting more. Never wanting to get out.

			She looked around, at the wilderness. Although, she thought. Be careful what you wish for.

			Now she was stuck on a mountainside in the Alaskan spring, which was not as full of warmth and new growth as that season suggests elsewhere. It was barely above zero, even with the sun up.

			“What’s that?” said Aidan, and she put away her memories, swish, like minimizing a window on an app, and turned back to him, the little boy maximized. Bright. Backlit.

			“What?”

			He was pointing downhill. There was a kind of rumbling sound coming from that direction, something rhythmical, deep and beating.

			“That,” he said. He looked scared.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 6

			BOB FROWNED AT the noise. Emily’s eyes flicked to the rifle leaning against the side of the plane. Deer. She knew how to shoot. Had done it a lot with her dad, her mom too. Dressed in bright orange, so other hunters would see them. During the season. All day out in the woods; the whole thing. Her parents’ dream—her nightmare.

			Her eyes still on the rifle, she took Aidan’s hand and held it. She could feel his heartbeat through his fingers. Da-dum. Da-dum. It felt so real; the only thing that was real.

			Then from the treetops below them rose dark spinning movement, wide and flat. Rotor blades.

			The body of the squat black helicopter followed its blades into the murky sky; heavy and unlikely seeming. Its nose angled downward, and it roared forward, then lowered itself toward the slope of snow in front of them, on the clearest patch, where the rocks and trees were thinnest.

			Emily’s eyes were scopes, her mind a calculator. A hundred yards, she thought. Hundred and twenty, maybe. Wind strong. From the—she thought back to the sun and where it had risen, the wind blowing from the opposite direction—the west.

			
			It was stupid, she realized afterward. It was stupid, but she just expected, somehow, that Bob would know. That he would do the same as her. She pulled Aidan back, started to fade into the plane. To disappear. She knew how to do that; it was how
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