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			12:30?
The last thing I remember is sucking down a lungful of gas and closing my eyes. My friend Wexler tells me that I set down the cartridge, stood up again, paused like I wasn’t going anywhere, and then fell over, almost slow motion, like a tree going down, until I landed face-first on the cement.

			All of that’s blank in my memory.

			When I woke up, if that’s what you can call it, the first thing I saw were these yellow and blue streaks, moving away from me like paint running down a windshield. On the other side of that, I saw one of Wexler’s black Keens, the ones he wore at the restaurant, but just one of them, right there in front of my face.

			“Hang on, man. You’re going to be okay. I called the ambulance. It’s okay.”

			It wasn’t, though. I could see the shoe, and I heard Wexler’s voice, but they weren’t, at that time, Wexler’s shoe and Wexler’s voice. They were just shoe and voice. I had no idea where I was, or how I’d gotten there, or why everything was sideways.

			
			The first thing that kind of made sense was the sound of the siren. I knew it was an ambulance. That was good. At least I knew something.

			And then there were all these people. EMTs and police. More shoes.

			A cop kneeled down next to me. It was starting to come together.

			“What’s your name, son?”

			I tried to answer, but everything came out g, l, a, and r. “Glaaarh…gharr…”

			“Your name?”

			The first words I actually managed were “I’m having…trouble…speaking.”

			He just shrugged and took his lack of grasp for the obvious somewhere else. I heard Wexler giving them my information. Then they put a big thick collar around my neck and lifted me onto a stretcher.

			The back of the ambulance was like this lit portal with night all around it, and I slid right in. My face didn’t hurt. I don’t know why, it just didn’t. I thought the collar was a bit much, but someone took my hand away when I tried to loosen it.

			And then we were moving.

			I’d always wanted to ride in an ambulance. It was on the list with helicopter, glider, and, yes, fire truck, so I couldn’t help at least noticing that it was happening. The whole thing was so much like a movie or TV show that reality kind of got drowned out. “Riding in an ambulance” was all front and center. “I am so screwed” wouldn’t show up for another forty-five minutes or so.

			
			At the emergency room, they wheeled me right in. A doctor came into the bay where they had stuck me and felt around on my face. When she got to my nose, she made this sympathetic kind of sucking sound.

			“What happened to you?” she said.

			“Well…” I didn’t know how to tell her anything but the truth. “I did a hit of nitrous oxide and passed out on the cement.” My voice was really small, like if I barely said it, it would barely be true. “Does my mom have to know about that?”

			“You’re eighteen,” she said, with the same kind of tone she might use to say You’re a dumbass kid in every respect but the law. “That part’s up to you.”

			I’m not sure how the standard exam is supposed to go in these situations, but I’m pretty sure I got the discount package after that. She gave me another quick once-over, said something about X-rays, and left.

			I lay there alone for a while, and the shame started to creep in, but also a dose of aggravation with myself. Why couldn’t I have just said I fell down on the cement?

		

	
		
		
			
			1:15
Wexler came in a little later. He was still wearing his uniform, minus the bow tie.

			“How’s it going?” He cupped my hand, just for a second. “Does it hurt?” He was smiling, too, like he was in on the joke, which basically he was. He knew it wasn’t funny, and I knew it wasn’t funny; but still, it was kind of funny. Wexler was like my lifeline that night.

			“You scared the crap out of me, man,” he said.

			“Did anyone else see it?”

			“Nah,” he said. “Everyone else was gone. I called nine-one-one, waited with you, gave them your info—”

			“Thanks.”

			“—and, um…”

			“What?”

			“I called your mom, too.”

			I closed my eyes. Of course he called my mom. I’d do the same thing. Not if it was just some basic accident, but with police and an ambulance and all? Yeah.

			“Sorry,” he said.

			
			“No,” I told him. “It’s not like I’m going hide this from her.”

			“Have you seen your face?” He was smiling again, and I could tell he hoped the answer was no, so he could be the first one to show me.

			“Not yet.”

			“Here.” He found a pink plastic mirror, the little-girl kind. I had no idea where it came from, and I wondered for one weird little moment, Did some girl die in here?

			And then I saw myself. My hair in front was standing straight up, and there were stripes of dried blood from my upper lip to my forehead. My nose had a little quarter-inch gash on the side that didn’t look like much, and didn’t feel like anything. Of course, my nostrils were now completely different sizes.

			Wexler knocked my hand away. “Don’t mess with it.”

			“Or what? It’s going to stay that way?”

			We both laughed—but only until that little blue curtain opened and I saw my mom standing there.

			“Oh, Jesus.” She looked pretty much like someone who had gotten a call in the middle of the night to come get their kid at the hospital. It was maybe two in the morning by now. “What happened to you?”

			She came over and put a hand on my cheek. Wexler looked around like he didn’t know where to be anymore.

			And I looked up into her eyes, and I said, “I fell down on the cement.”

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 1
11:11

			When I woke up the next morning, my clock said 11:11. That meant Mom was long gone to work, and I had the house to myself.

			I lay there for a while, piecing it all together.

			The strange part was how nothing hurt. I kept touching my nose and honking it back and forth, trying to get some kind of pain out of it, but nothing came. It seemed wrong, somehow—not just physically, but theoretically. I mean, when you fall down on your face huffing whippets in back of the restaurant where you work, it’s supposed to hurt. You’d think.

			More than anything, I felt relieved. It seemed like the worst of this could be behind me, as long as Mom never found out what happened. I didn’t like lying to her, but it was done now. I wasn’t about to start undoing it.

			In fact, I wouldn’t have to. Someone else was about to do it for me.

			In two hours, Rita Neemeyer was going to come over to Mom’s desk at their real estate agency and say she wasn’t sure she should be butting in like this but thought maybe it was better to say something than not say something, just in case. And Mom would ask Rita what she was talking about, and Rita would ask Mom if she’d seen the paper that day. Then she’d put it down in front of her, opened to a small story on page 3, circled in blue pen.

			WHIPPED CREAM NOT UP TO SNUFF

				Green River—June 24—A young Green River man found there’s more than just whipped cream in those cans when he sustained a broken nose

			

			Technically, that’s a lie. I didn’t actually break my nose, and the hospital said so.

			
				after inhaling too much of the gas inside. Chris Schweitzer, 18, was treated and released at Richmond County hospital after he fell in the parking lot of Smiley’s Restaurant, where he is employed. Smiley’s management was not immediately available for comment.

			

			I have no idea how that story made its way into the paper, or which reporter was just enough of an insomniac to have somehow picked up on it in the middle of the night. All I know for sure is that it happened.

			I imagine Mom sitting at her desk and reading it, all calm on the outside while someone holds an X-ray up to her head, where you can see the little mushroom cloud going off inside. She wouldn’t say anything, though. She’d wait until she was alone again and then hunt me down on the phone, so she could be exactly as pissed off as she didn’t want Rita to see her being.

			
			That would come around one-fifteen, but right now it was just after eleven, and I was feeling like I’d dodged a major bullet.

			I took my time getting up, and called Wexler. He was in his car and said I should meet him and Anna at the platform. I told him Mom had gone out and gotten cinnamon rolls that morning, and they should get the coffee. They knew how I liked mine.

			12:00

			I don’t know what the platform used to be. Now it’s just four wooden legs and a bunch of boards about three feet off the ground, in the middle of the golf course. And we call it the golf course, but it isn’t one, and never was. It’s just this wide-open space in the middle of our town that they keep mowed, like it’s the place you’d go if you wanted to drive some balls (which I’ve never seen anyone do).

			Anna got up on her knees when she saw me coming. She made the same sucking sound the doctor had made, and her hands floated up at her sides like little wings.

			“Does it hurt?”

			I shook my head. “You should feel inside.” I put down the cinnamon rolls and stuck my two pointers in my nostrils to show her. One went straight up, the other went in at a forty-five-degree angle.

			
			“No. Way.” She already had her two fingers pointed up and ready.

			“Hold.” Wexler leaned in and took the food out of range. “Okay, go ahead.” He’s funny about stuff like that.

			So is Anna, but in the opposite way. She went right for it and put both pointers inside my nostrils, felt around for a second, and then wiped her fingers off on my shorts. “And it doesn’t hurt? How is that possible?”

			“Physically? Or theoretically?”

			I think she thought I was joking, and turned away from me toward the food. I always hated that—losing her attention. Wexler held on to the bag and handed her a roll to keep her nose-fresh fingers out, and I took one, too.

			After that, Wexler and I spent a little time getting our stories straight and making sure Anna knew what we were going to tell anyone who asked—that I tripped over a milk crate, passed out, and didn’t wake up until the ambulance got there. End of story. It didn’t seem that complicated actually, and pretty soon we were back to hanging out in the sun, doing nothing, and having exactly the kind of day I was hoping we could have all summer long.

			So when my phone rang, I didn’t even bother to pull it out of my pocket. There was nobody I felt like talking to anyway. But then, about thirty seconds later, Wex’s phone rang, too, and everything changed again.

			
			He took it out, looked at it, and looked right back up at me.

			“Schweitz,” he said. “It’s your mom.”

			5:30

			Mom’s phone call was bad, but the scene at home later was much worse. She used the word disappointed at least three times, and asked a lot—a lot—of questions, especially about “what else I’d tried” and how I’d “gotten started.” It only got more complicated from there.

			
				
					
						
								
								
								The truth

							
								
								What I told her

							
						

						
								
								What I’d tried

							
								
								Pot and beer, a few times. Vodka twice (liked it). Tequila once (hated it).

							
								
								“I tried beer at a party once, and I didn’t like it. Last night was just a stupid, one-time thing.”

							
						

						
								
								How I got started

							
								
								My brother and sister made a little project out of me when they were home two Christmases ago.

							
								
								“You know, just the usual, friends and stuff. But not Wexler or Anna. They’ve never tried anything.”

							
						

					
				

			

			That last part about Wexler shows you exactly the kind of liar I am, given that (duh) he’d been with me when this happened.

			
			Mom just looked sad. “I don’t know, Chris,” she said. “I’m not sure what to believe anymore.” Then she turned and walked away from me, which was the worst part.

			The thing with my mom is, she’s been with a lot of liars, including my father, and the one thing I’d always felt like I could do for her was to not be one, too. Now I’d blown even that ( = guilt). (And for the record, it’s not like Mom has had so many boyfriends; it’s just that the liar to non-liar ratio has been, basically, something to zero.)

			A second later, she came back in with the phone, hit the redial button, and handed it to me. That could only mean one thing.

			“You already talked to him?” I asked, incredulous. “How did you get him to answer at work?”

			And then he was there.

			“Chris?”

			As soon as I heard his voice, I tried to put the phone back in Mom’s hand, because I had nothing to say.

			“Chris?”

			She took the phone then. “Mark, it’s me. He’s just standing here. Yeah. Yeah. Okay.” She put the handset on speaker and set it down on the table. “Go ahead.”

			“Chris, it’s Dad.”

			No kidding.

			“Listen, I’m really glad you’re okay. I’ve already talked to Mom about all this, and I don’t think you’re going to like what I have to say. I’m just going to lay it out for you. Are you listening?”

			My stomach felt like a fist.

			
			“He’s here,” Mom said.

			“You’re either going to come here and live with us for the summer, successfully, by my rules, or you’re going to pay your own way in the fall.”

			Giant bomb, hitting the town. Buildings, falling over. Lives, ruined.

			“That’s it?” All of a sudden I was talking to him. “Just like that?”

			“College is a privilege, Chris. It shouldn’t be, but it is. So yes, just like that. I’m more than happy to pay for your education, you know that, but after last night, I’m going to need some assurance that this is a good investment.”

			That statement says a lot about my father. I know that he knows I’m a human being, but I think I’m also like a point on a graph to him, where graph = life. One axis is Time, the other is The Realization of My Potential, as defined by him, and I rise and fall with every accomplishment and every screwup.

			“I’ve got you on a flight Sunday morning. Nothing direct. You’ll have to change in Chicago,” he said. Like that was the part that mattered.

			“God, Dad, can you at least give me a second to think about this?”

			“Really, Chris? You really need to think about it? I know this is sudden, but I don’t imagine you’re going to give up four years at Birch College for one summer of…whatever you’ve been doing so far.”

			I hate you. I fucking. Hate you.

			
			“What are you talking about?” I asked. “I’m already in. I registered for classes.”

			Birch had been my first choice, and against all odds, not to mention my own expectations, I’d gotten in, as a film and English double major. I had no idea what I wanted to do yet (as in, when I grew up), but I knew exactly where I wanted to be for the next four years—at Birch. And, just as important, anywhere but Green River, Ohio.

			I couldn’t not go to Birch, and Dad knew that, didn’t he?

			“I know you feel forced right now,” he said. “I’d feel the same way. But this is all about choices you’ve made. You do understand that, don’t you?”

			This is what I’m talking about with him. It’s like falling down a hole and there’s nothing to grab on to because it’s all lined with that stainless steel logic of his.

			“Just…send me the flight information,” I said. And then I hung up, because what was the point? I could fight it, or I could give in. Either way, I was going down, and nothing I did or said now was going to make that not be true.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter One
11:11

			It was 11:11 when I woke up that morning. I remember, because there are certain numbers I always notice on the clock.
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			It’s kind of stupid, but for me, they’re like miniature good luck when you catch them; like this was the smallest possible way to start the day off right after a night like the one I’d had.

			I lay there in bed, replaying everything that had happened, or at least everything I could remember. I remembered the waking-up part, all sideways on the cement, and the police, and Wexler, and Mom. But not the passing out.

			After a while, I got up and looked at myself in the mirror. I had a bruise over my right eye that I hadn’t seen earlier, and my nose had the same miniature gash from the night before. It looked like I’d been in a fight, which I’d never, ever been. I stared for a long time, fascinated by my own image. But then I thought of Mom again, and about how she’d hate that this was my reaction. Although only if she knew the truth. Which she didn’t.

			
			This was getting complicated already.

			I could feel it. The lie had legs.

			I didn’t want to think about it, so I went downstairs and called Wexler. He was in his car and said I should meet him and Anna at the platform. I said Mom had gotten cinnamon rolls and they should pick up the coffee.

			Cinnamon rolls. Yeah. When they’re good, I love them as much as it’s possible to love food. Which Mom knew. She’d gone out of her way and bought them for me with this whole movie in her head about what had happened the night before. So now they were just sitting there like a big bag of guilt on the kitchen counter. I told myself I wasn’t even going to eat them. I’d just give them to Wexler and Anna.

			But that was a lie, too.

			12:00

			Wexler and Anna were already laying out when I got there. I liked that neither of them made a big deal out of my nose, although Anna did feel around inside it, to see how crazy out of shape it was. She never gets grossed out about anything.

			
			“We should get our stories straight,” Wexler said. “I already talked to Sheila, and as far as she knows, we were hanging out and you tripped. Period.”

			Sheila was the manager at Smiley’s, and cool, but probably not that cool. I wondered if there was still blood on the cement where I fell.

			“I’m supposed to work tonight.”

			“She’s covering your shift.” Wexler pointed at my nose. “No one wants to order food from that.”

			“Thanks. Again.”

			We hadn’t even discussed whether or not we were going to tell Anna. It would have been impossible not to.

			“So that’s it, then,” I said. “No one else knows, no one else finds out.” I was saying it more for myself than for them. They knew.

			It was weird to imagine that three months from now, we’d be scattered in all different directions. I was going to Birch College in North Carolina, Wexler was headed to Ohio State, and Anna was going to BU in Boston. It seemed too far off to be true yet, like a different kind of lie. Too early to be sad, anyway, with the whole summer stretched out in front of us.

			So I lay back, closed my eyes, and let the day bake me like everything was normal. Which I guess it was, except that I kept reaching up and touching my nose and wondering if it was ever going to start hurting.

			1:11

			When I got bored, I turned on my camera and started shooting, like I do anytime I get bored. Anna’s eyes were closed, and the sun on her face flared the details a little. I liked the effect.

			“What are you going to miss when you go away?” I asked, still recording.

			“You,” she said.

			“Seriously,” I said.

			“I am serious,” she said. “I’m going to miss my mom, and you, and you.” She looked over at Wex, and I panned across to him, following her gaze.

			“I’m not going to miss anyone,” Wexler said.

			“Keep telling yourself that,” I said. Wex was easily the most sentimental one of us.

			“When are you going to show us this thing, anyway?” Anna asked. “This masterpiece?”

			“When it’s done,” I said. “Or before we leave town. Whichever comes first.”

			I didn’t have a specific game plan, but the idea was to make some kind of document (or documentary) of our last summer together, as a kind of going-away present for Wex and Anna. I’d already started picking out music and cutting together some of what I’d shot, starting with graduation.

			“What about you, Wex?” I asked, still rolling. “What are you going to miss?”

			“This,” he said. “Exactly this. Doing nothing, together.”

			
			“I’ll tell you what I won’t miss,” Anna said. “This boring-ass town.”

			“Right?” I said. “Hundred percent. I just want to fast-forward to September.”

			“Slow down,” Wex said. “Don’t just wish it all away.”

			“I’m not,” I said. And I really wasn’t. I mean, yes, I couldn’t wait to put Green River, Ohio, in my rearview mirror, but it was also true that some part of me never wanted that summer—our last two months together—to end.

			Both.

			6:00

			“I want you to call your dad.”

			That’s what Mom said when I walked in the door at the end of the day. She was sitting at the kitchen table with iced tea, and a blank pad and a pencil in front of her, like she’d just made an invisible list, and Tell Chris to call Dad was at the top.

			“Why?” I said. “Is there an insurance issue or something?”

			“No, honey.” She said it like it should be obvious, which it was. “It’s just not the kind of thing he’d want to hear about at some later date. You went to the emergency room.”

			My father lived two-thirds of the country away, in California. He’s considered brilliant in terms of particle physics—whatever a step down from famous would be—but he basically sucked at being a parent. I always left him as alone as legally possible.

			
			“And I want to be there when you call him,” Mom said.

			“What?” I stood up, more pissed than I deserved to be. “There’s not that much to tell. It was an accident. I tripped.”

			“You said you fell.”

			“I tripped and fell, okay?” I hated how hard my heart was beating right now, and how wrong the words sounded to me—so much like a lie.

			“It’s not like I call Dad every time I go to the doctor,” I said. “Seriously, what does this even have to do with him?”

			“I just want us all to be on the same page,” she said. “That way we don’t have anyone wondering later if they got all the information or if there’s something more.”

			There’s something more. There’s something more. There’s something more.

			“There’s nothing,” I said. “Nothing he needs to know. It’s all taken care of.”

			And I could just feel those cinnamon rolls turning into shit in my stomach.

			Mom looked at me for a long time, not saying anything. I looked back because I knew I had to.

			Finally, I said, “Fine, I’ll call him. Just not right now, okay?”

			“Okay, but soon,” she said.

			“I will,” I told her. “Soon. I promise.”

			And then I didn’t.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 2
3:00

			Dad was right about one thing: I had to change planes in Chicago.

			Usually, I like being up in planes. Your whole life gets put on pause up there, including time. You sit down at 3:00, wait four and a half hours, and when you stand up again, it’s 5:30. It’s like getting away with something without even trying.

			But I wasn’t thinking about any of that. I was thinking about everything that had happened in the past forty-eight hours, all the way up to the last fifteen minutes I’d had with Wexler and Anna.

			We’d stayed out all night, some of the time with other people but mostly just the three of us. We drove around a lot, not even talking, just listening to music and pretending the whole thing didn’t feel like a funeral.

			We got breakfast around four, and then at five I finally had to admit that it was time to say goodbye. I was leaving at nine, and Mom, who was already going to be pissed about me staying out, had made me promise it would be just the two of us going to the airport. Also, I hadn’t even started packing yet. Hello, denial.

			
			Wexler dropped Anna off first, and I got out to say goodbye. We hugged for a long time on the curb, and I just stayed there, like at some point it was going to feel okay to break apart and get back in the car.

			Finally Anna put her hands on my shoulders and turned me around.

			“Go. Leave. See if I care.”

			I kind of hated that she did that, even though I’d probably still be standing there if she hadn’t. But it was like confirmation of what I’d always felt, on some level, that even if Anna and I would die for each other, I might die just a little bit more.


			Still, I missed her already.

			I got back in the car, and held my hand up against the glass while Wexler pulled away. Anna looked down at her phone and then back, and nodded, and I realized she’d thought I was saying something about “five,” like Wow, I can’t believe we stayed out this late!        Which was too embarrassingly lame a last word for me to not call her.

			“I was waving goodbye,” I told her.

			“I know, idiot. I love you.”

			“I love you too,” I said, and then forced myself to hang up first.

			Neither of us, Wexler or I, said much of anything on the way to my house. He just silently sped through town, given that the streets were deserted at that hour, not to mention Wex’s no cop, no stop approach to life.

			
			It was just getting light out, and I could see the outline of the water tower at Brandt Park. There was a cool, low-hanging mist in the cornfields along Route 34, and I realized how much I was going to miss all this stuff that had bored me to death for the past eighteen years.

			On the other side of my mind, things were a lot more hectic. I was depressed and pissed, and jealous of Anna and Wexler for getting the summer I wanted to have, and for having it without me. I was also incredibly sad, not just for myself but for all three of us at the same time. We were like a triangle. Take one away and all you have is an angle.

			Actually, not even, I realized. Just a straight line between two points.

			And then we were coming around the corner onto my street, and I don’t know why, but something made me ask:

			“Are you going to fuck Anna?”

			It was like the thought just showed up in my head fully formed. I went from not thinking about it at all to thinking it was probably going to happen in one tiny step, or giant step, I don’t know which.

			“What are you talking about?” Wexler said. “No.” And then again. “No.”

			“I wouldn’t want you to, but I wouldn’t tell you not to, either.”

			“Schweitz—”

			“I’m just being honest,” I said.

			“It’s not going to happen,” Wexler said. “And even if it did, we’d both totally talk to you first. You know that, right?”

			
			I got caught on the logic. If it did happen, they’d talk to me first?

			Then a few more circuits fired, and I’m thinking did it happen?

			And then I’m thinking yes.

			Meanwhile, about half a second has gone by in the car.

			They say you can withhold bleeding if you don’t know you’re cut. Then, as soon as you see the slice, or puncture, or whatever, there’s no way to stop it. I felt like I was bleeding all over the car now. Even if none of this was true, it didn’t matter because I was already stuck thinking it. (And for the record, it did matter if it was true.)

			“Please don’t worry about this,” Wexler told me.

			“I won’t,” I said automatically. “Sorry.”

			Wexler shrugged the way he did—not like putting something aside but more like taking it off. He could do that in a way I couldn’t. I always felt like the designated douche with him, never letting go of anything.

			When he got out of the car to hug me goodbye, he was already welling up. Wexler’s not self-conscious about that stuff the way Anna is.

			“I love you, Schweitz,” he said. I knew he did, but he’d never said it before.

			“I love you too,” I told him, and made him drive away before I went inside.

			That was the last I saw of or spoke to either of them before I left. I wanted to call from the airport, but I knew they’d both be asleep by then.

			
			I thought I’d sleep, too, on the plane, but I didn’t. I felt wide, wide, wide, wide awake.

			5:30

			California—meaning Dad, Felicia, and Violet—welcomed me with literally open arms. It was like they’d practiced on someone else, and now I was this pole they were all hugging in the middle of the airport.

			“Welcome to California!” Felicia said, twice. I think she thought I didn’t hear her. And she definitely didn’t realize the face she made when she saw the little gash on my nose. Her and Dad’s wedding was just over a month away, and I wondered if she was already thinking about the pictures we’d be taking that day.

			I could see Dad trying not to make a big deal about my face either way. He smiled, but he was watching me more than actually looking at me.

			“I guess everything ran on schedule,” he said.

			And thank god for that, Dad. It would be terrible if my summer didn’t start sucking in a timely manner.

			“Where’s the luggage thing?” I asked, and started walking in the same direction as the other people from the plane.

			Dad pulled up alongside me in the terminal and dropped his voice. “Listen,” he said. “You can get this attitude out of your system for the next few hours, but at seven-thirty, we’re going to talk.”

			Not seven, not eight, but seven-thirty. It wouldn’t have surprised me if he’d

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			7:30

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			7:42

			
			
			
			 
			
				
					
						
					

				

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	
OEBPS/9781524715236_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Other Titles


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						12:30?


						1:15


						Chapter 1


						Chapter One


						Chapter 2


						Chapter Two


						Chapter 3


						Chapter Three


						Chapter 4


						Chapter Four


						Chapter 5


						Chapter Five


						Chapter 6


						Chapter Six


						Chapter 7


						Chapter Seven


						Chapter 8


						Chapter 18


						Chapter Eight


						Chapter 9


						Chapter Nine


						Chapter 10


						Chapter Ten


						Chapter 11


						Chapter Eleven


						Chapter 12


						Chapter Twelve


						Chapter 13


						Chapter Thirteen


						Chapter 14


						Chapter Fourteen


						Epilogue


						Acknowledgments


						About the Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						ii


						iii


						iv


						v


						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


						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


						297


			


		
	














OEBPS/images/9781524715236_cover.jpg
oms of the same story.

One  broken pest. Two versi,

Infinite fas:ibz'////z’s,

CHR\S TEBBETTS














OEBPS/images/9781524715236_title_page.jpg
ME
MISELF

2 HIM

(S

CHR\S TEBBETTS

eeeeeeeeeeeeee





