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“But they’re the best band in the world. Dave Grohl is awesome, and this’ll be my only chance to see them.” I’m trying to keep my voice calm, but it’s tough. If I start to sound whiney, Mom will overreact and I won’t have a prayer of going to the Foo Fighters concert. I have to show her how rational and mature I can be.

“I’m sure they’ll come back when you’re a bit older,” Mom says as she begins to unload the dishwasher.

The dishwasher’s a good sign. If she’s doing something while she talks to me, it means she’s not taking it all too seriously, so I have a hope. “The Foo Fighters are famous all around the world,” I say slowly. “They tour everywhere. It might be years before they return to Toronto.”

“They have an awfully silly name,” Mom says, rattling cutlery into the drawer.

Mom’s sudden change of direction throws me momentarily, but how dangerous can a band with a silly name be?

Mom turns from pulling dinner plates out of the dishwasher and looks at me. I think I’ve made it. She’s going to say yes, but then her brow furrows. “You’re awfully young to be going to a rock concert on your own.”

My stomach lurches at Mom’s mention of my age. This is the big stumbling block. I throw out all my best arguments at once. “My birthday’s coming up. I’ll be thirteen by the time of the concert. You could drop me off and pick me up afterward. I’ll have my cell with me, so I can call when I get to my seat, at the intermission and at the end. Besides, I won’t be going alone. Sam will come with me.” This last is stretching the truth a bit. Sam is probably going through exactly the same process as I am right now, but we decided that if we each presented the other as being allowed to go, it would increase our chances.

“Grohl’s amazing. He writes most of the band’s songs, he’s a multi-instrumentalist, and he’s played with everybody. Including Paul McCartney,” I add, knowing he’s Mom’s favorite singer. She looks interested, and I feel confident. I should probably shut up at this point, but sometimes my mouth just runs off on its own. “He used to be the drummer with Nirvana.”

Mom doesn’t know many modern bands—she’s more of a Beatles or Rod Stewart sort of fan—but she has heard of Nirvana. “Didn’t the singer from that band, something Cocaine, kill himself?”

“Kurt Cobain,” I correct softly.

Mom goes quiet and stares at me. I hold my breath. She shakes her head. “You’re just a bit too young, Steven. Maybe in a couple of years.”

“It’s not fair,” I say. I’m speaking too loud, but I’m disappointed and angry at having worked hard for nothing. “I never get to do anything. You’d let DJ go to the concert. You let him go to Central America at spring break.” I’m standing now, my fists clenched and my anger building as much at my perfect brother as at Mom. “DJ gets to do anything he wants.”

“That’s not fair, Steven.” Mom’s standing by the open dishwasher door, a sparkling casserole dish in her hand. “You know DJ wasn’t on his own. Your grandfather took him for a treat.”

“It was almost like being on his own.” I say it bitterly, though secretly I’m disappointed that I haven’t been taken anywhere yet. “If anything had gone wrong, what could Grandfather have done? He’s old.”

I turn and storm off to my room. Mom calls my name, but I ignore her. I try to slam my door dramatically, but the effect is spoiled by the pile of T-shirts and jeans spilling out into the hallway. I kick them out of the way, push the door shut and collapse onto my bed. Before I even have a chance to feel sorry for myself, the door opens and my annoying twin brother, DJ, pokes his head inside. “You and Mom having a fight?” he asks.

“Noooo,” I say.

“It’s about that dumb concert you and that nerdy kid Sam want to go to, isn’t it?”

“Sam’s not nerdy just because he’s into Warhammer.”

“So it’s not nerdy to spend your life on your own, painting monsters and then sitting around a big table with other nerds playing with them?”

I want to defend my friend, but when DJ describes Sam’s hobby that way, it does sound nerdy. I change the topic. “Foo Fighters are cool. Just because you’re into dead guys like Elvis and old wrinkly dudes like the Stones doesn’t mean that everybody else is dumb.” I emphasize this point by hurling a pair of balled-up socks at DJ.

He ducks out the door but a moment later his head reappears. “Elvis is the King,” he says and closes the door before I can find something else to throw at him.

I drag out my phone and call Sam. He answers right way. “Any luck?” I ask.

“Nah,” Sam says. “Mom says I’m too young to go on my own.”

“Same here,” I say.

“I even suggested that Dad come with us so we wouldn’t be on our own, but he said he would rather have his teeth pulled out without anesthetic.”

“That sucks.”

“Yeah. Still, maybe there’ll be a big game night on the same day, so I’ll go to that instead. You should take up gaming, Steve. Warhammer’s sooo cool.”

“I’ll think about it, Sam. Talk to you soon.”

I hang up and sit thinking. I’m annoyed at not being allowed to go to the Foo Fighters concert, but I knew it was a long shot. What’s really bothering me is DJ. 

At spring break, Grandfather took him to Central America for a holiday. It isn’t that I want to hang out for a week with my grandfather. Sure, he did some cool stuff when he was young, but he’s an old guy now, and I can’t see him and me wanting to do the same thing on holiday. It’s DJ who bugs me. He’s been unbearable in the months since he came back, saying what a wonderful time he had but refusing to give me any details. He won’t even tell me what country he went to, saying that I’d just blabber about it to Mom, and he doesn’t want her worrying about the cool stuff he did—like he discovered pirate treasure or something. Still, he did go somewhere, and anywhere in Central America has to have been better than what I’m doing, which is hanging out all summer in Toronto, with only my paper route and Sam for excitement.

When Grandfather took DJ, he said my turn would come because he planned to take all six of his grandsons on a special trip when we were around twelve or thirteen. It’s almost time to go back to school, and he hasn’t said another word about it. I drag over my laptop and pull up a Foo Fighters video on YouTube. At least it’ll distract me from thinking that I might have to spend the night of the concert gaming with Sam and his nerdy buddies.
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When the doorbell rings, I don’t get up to answer it. I know it’s Grandfather showing up for lunch, and Mom will get to the door first anyway. Then they’ll sit and talk about family for half an hour. Mom will call me when lunch is ready. So the knock on my door comes as a surprise.

The door opens and Grandfather steps in. He’s wearing a dark suit and red tie, as if lunch with Mom, DJ and me is some sort of big deal, and he’s holding a padded envelope under one arm. His hair is white, neatly brushed, and when he smiles at me, the wrinkles that cover his face deepen even more. Grandfather’s in his eighties, but he keeps himself in shape and doesn’t even use a cane. His mind is sharp, and he can easily beat us all at Scrabble and Cranium. He claims it’s because he’s spent his life doing crossword puzzles. He’s the oldest person I know, but when I look in his eyes, there’s a sparkle that says he doesn’t feel that way inside.

“Hi, Steve,” he says. “Well, you’ve finally got your room exactly the way you like it,” he adds, glancing around at the mess on my floor that Mom is always trying to get me to clean up.

I’m about to say something about this being my space so I can keep it any way
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