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			FOR FRANÇOISE, BECAUSE ONLY MENTIONING YOU IN THE ACKNOWLEDGMENTS IS NEVER ENOUGH

		

	
		
			Prologue

			THE TRUTH

			When I first heard the rumor that Ms. Krane was pregnant, I immediately felt sorry for that baby. I was dreading being stuck with her as my fourth-grade teacher for one year; I couldn’t imagine being stuck with her as my mother for the rest of eternity. That kid might as well not even be born, ’cause when it got here, its life was gonna be awful.

		

	
		
			Part I

			END OF THIRD GRADE
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			MEET YOUR TEACHER DAY

			We had this big thing at Bates Elementary called Meet Your Teacher Day. It happened at the end of the year, with everyone gathered outside on the blacktop behind the school. I had my fingers crossed, hoping not to see Ms. Krane, ’cause if she really was pregnant, then she wouldn’t be teaching come September and I could stop worrying. I don’t think a pregnant lady can teach fourth grade.

			I should’ve crossed my toes too. She was there—and she sure didn’t look like she had a baby on the way. Stupid rumor. I bet Missy Gerber started it. I kicked the ground. Then I quick double crossed all my fingers on both hands ’cause I needed all the luck I could get so that I didn’t get stuck with Ms. Krane.

			Every class from kindergarten all the way to fifth grade had a designated area where we sat and hung out while the teachers huddled in the middle—all except for Ms. Krane. She stood by herself, kinda like me whenever we had to choose partners for anything. Me and Ms. Krane weren’t the same, though. No way.

			Ms. Krane stood by herself ’cause she was mean. She was the meanest and nastiest teacher to ever step foot in a classroom. She was pretty old, I think like thirty-five or forty. She taught somewhere else before coming to Bates last month. Everyone said she got fired from her old school for being so mean.

			She’d been hiding in the library ever since getting here, working as Ms. Beecher’s assistant. Ms. Krane was rarely spotted, but now she was coming out of hiding ’cause next year she was getting her own classroom—and I wanted no part of it. No one did, ’cause not only was she mean, she was scary-looking. And that was the truth.

			Ms. Krane had this giant reddish-purple mark that covered the left side of her face, all the way from her chin up past her eye. She reminded me of a raccoon, except her first name was Olivia and all the kids called her Owl-ivia—or the Owl, for short—’cause she could twist her head all the way around like an owl, which meant you could never do anything sneaky behind her back and get away with it. If you tried, she’d see you and then you were a goner.

			I was sitting by myself at my lunch table when I overheard Kyle Pattie telling his buddies what happened after he tried shoving a book back on the shelf in the library where it didn’t belong—which was Ms. Beecher’s big no-no, but everyone did it.

			“ ‘That’s not how we do things here,’ a voice behind me whispered all creepy. I could feel her hot breath on the back of my neck!” Kyle exclaimed. “I spun around and there she was, looming over me. I swear, she came out of nowhere, and when I looked up at her face, she made her purple eye narrow. Then she pulled my book out of the wrong spot and said, ‘I’ll take care of it this time—but not the next.’ And she made that sound like a warning,” Kyle finished.

			His wasn’t the only story I heard. There were others. If Ms. Krane could make the library scary, her classroom was gonna be the worst. I crossed my fingers super tight.

			Here’s how this meet-your-teacher thing worked: Starting with first grade, each teacher stepped forward and read off the student names on their new roster. When your name was called, you got up and went and stood in line with your new teacher. Then you walked to your next year’s classroom with your next year’s class and spent the last half hour of the day meeting your new teacher and classmates. The kindergarten teachers stayed behind with the fifth graders on the blacktop ’cause the preschoolers weren’t here yet and the fifth graders were moving on to the middle school. So fourth grade was second to last—and that stunk ’cause I wasn’t very good at waiting.

			When it was finally our turn, Ms. Krane was the first teacher to step forward, and all of third grade got real quiet. I held my breath and crossed my arms and legs and eyes. I had to do everything I could for extra good luck.

			I wasn’t supposed to have to wait long to find out if I was doomed or not, but then the Owl started with the end of the alphabet first. By the time she got to the As, my face had gone from red to blue. But breathing too early would’ve been bad luck, like breathing when you drive by a graveyard. You should never do that.

			Little twinkly stars began popping up in front of me. I got wobbly—but I didn’t breathe. And then Ms. Krane read the final name on her list.

			“Carter Avery,” she hooted.

			The kids in Ms. Krane’s line groaned and the ones still sitting near me on the blacktop sighed.

			Normally I moved real fast. I was real good at running everywhere. The harder thing was sitting still. But I felt light-headed and dizzy.

			“Carter Avery,” the Owl hooted again.

			It wasn’t odd for teachers to call my name more than once, but I’d heard her the first time. I just needed a second to get air.

			“Get in line, Carter,” Missy Gerber whined from her spot behind Ms. Krane.

			With the Owl and Missy Gerber, I was getting a double dose of awful for fourth grade. “I’m coming!” I yelled. “And you’re not my boss.”

			Controlling my outbursts was one of the things I was supposed to be working on. That and sitting still. I had a lot of improving left to do on both.

			“Missy, would you please come to the front of the line,” Ms. Krane said.

			I grinned. Now, that was unusual. Normally I was the one teachers called to the front. Missy glared at me and I stuck my tongue way out at her. That’s what she got for being a bossy pants.

			I grabbed my bag and got in line. The kids ahead of me grumbled and complained, but I was used to hearing that stuff whenever I got stuck in a group.

			So anyway, there we were, the teacher no kid wanted and the kid no teacher wanted. What a start.
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			SCARFACE

			Ms. Krane puffed her chest and stood perfectly straight. Then she turned and marched us to her room. We walked single file and didn’t make a peep ’cause like I said, an owl can twist its head all the way around.

			The fourth-grade classrooms were upstairs. They were the only ones there. You heard about them sometimes, but you never got to see them until you made it. Kinda like the Owl. I’d heard about her, but I’d never really seen her up close.

			All that changed when she stopped outside our new room and spun around to stare at us. Ms. Krane was a taller, skinnier version of an owl with long hair. She wore these black pointy glasses that didn’t hide her purple scar, but they did give her scary triangle eyes, just like the great horned owl. She sized us up and got ready to give us our orders, but my words jumped out first.

			“What happened to your face?” I blurted. Told you self-control was one of the things I was supposed to be working on. I was trying. Really. But I just couldn’t hold that in any longer.

			Kids snickered. Missy Gerber gasped. “Carter!” she shrieked. “Ms. Krane, Carter doesn’t have a filter on his mouth. He’s sorry.”

			“I appreciate your concern, Missy, but Carter can ask if he wants. I imagine he isn’t the only one wondering. He just happens to be the brave soul to speak it out loud.”

			Ms. Krane zeroed her eyes back on me. “My face is covered by a birthmark called a port-wine stain,” she explained.

			“I thought it was a scar,” I said, all confused. “That’s what I heard.”

			“In many ways it is,” she replied.

			That made my forehead wrinkle. “What do you mean?”

			“My mark has made life challenging for me, Carter.”

			“But what made it happen to you?”

			“No rhyme, no reason. No one’s fault. I was just born with it.”

			After she said that, I got quiet. I didn’t always understand everything teachers said, but I understood being born a certain way. Grams says I came out fidgety and full of life from the get-go. Only my mother could get me to settle down when I got upset. Grams says my mom had a way with me. But she’s gone now.

			My parents died in a car crash when I was just a baby. Sometimes you’re born a certain way—and sometimes things just happen for no rhyme and no reason. I understood that too.

			Since I finally stopped with my questions, Ms. Krane went ahead and gave us our orders. “When you enter, I’d like you to drop your bags by the door and take a seat. You may sit in any open chair.”

			Teachers say I don’t do a good job of following directions, but if they did a better job of giving directions, then maybe I’d be better at doing exactly what they meant. I dropped my bag and raced to the chair I wanted.

			“Carter, you can’t sit there!” Missy Gerber shouted.

			I was ready to tell her to put a sock in it, ’cause I was still working on self-control, but the Owl beat me to it.

			“Missy, I will be the teacher. You worry about you,” Ms. Krane scolded. “Mr. Avery has followed my directions to a T. He dropped his bag by the door and found an open seat. Perhaps you’re upset because he got that chair and not you?”

			Boy, did that make me grin. But then Ms. Krane turned her pointy glasses on me and I shrank in her teacher chair. “It’s yours as long as you can handle sitting in it properly,” she said.

			“Yes, ma’am,” I hollered, and saluted, sitting up tall again.

			“I’m your teacher, not your drill sergeant, so please don’t salute me. And I’m much too young to be called ma’am, so please don’t do that again either.”

			“But you’re old,” I countered, unable to stop myself.

			“Old enough to know better, but definitely not old,” she said.

			That made my forehead wrinkle again and Missy Gerber snickered. I wanted to tell Missy to shut up, but I did a smart thing and slapped my hand over my mouth before those words jumped out. If Ms. Krane was getting mad at me for saluting her and calling her ma’am, we were in for a long year together.
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			TWO TRUTHS AND ONE LIE

			The Owl began swooping around the classroom, passing out paper and pencils. I stuck both hands in my pockets and played with my marbles. What I really wanted to do was spin in Ms. Krane’s chair but then I’d probly lose my seat. Fidgeting with things sometimes helped me sit still—sorta. Sitting still was really hard for me. Even harder than keeping quiet. Maybe.

			“What’re we supposed to do with this?” I blurted after Ms. Krane dropped a piece of blank computer paper in front of me. My hands were too busy with my marbles to cover my mouth and stop those words.

			“For starters, I’d like you to print your name at the top,” Ms. Krane answered. “And please make it legible.”

			“What’s that mean?” I bellowed, letting more words jump free. At least I wasn’t spinning.

			“Legible means make it neat so that we can read it,” Ms. Krane explained.

			“Nothing about Carter is neat,” Missy Gerber groaned.

			You know something, that girl hadn’t been in my class since first grade and I didn’t miss her. Even if she wasn’t trying to be funny, she got laughs.

			“Missy, if you don’t have something kind to say, then please keep your comments to yourself,” Ms. Krane scolded.

			Boy, that made me sit still—and I didn’t even need my marbles. I’d never had a teacher stick up for me—and Ms. Krane had done it twice already. Yup, she was mean. Real mean. But since she was being mean to Missy Gerber, I liked it.

			“Now for the fun part,” Ms. Krane continued, confusing me again. There wasn’t supposed to be any fun in her room. “I’d like each of you to write down three things about yourself. But…listen carefully. Two of your statements must be true, and one must be a lie. You can list them in any order you’d like, the lie first, second, or third, but you must have two truths and one lie. Once you’ve finished, we’ll begin sharing and try to guess which are the truths and which is the lie about our classmates.”

			Yes, I blurted out stuff I probly shouldn’t say sometimes, but it was always the truth. I never lied. Never. But Ms. Krane was giving us permission to lie now. She was asking us to do it. This was gonna be fun. I had my three things right away, but getting them written down was gonna take me a while ’cause I wasn’t very good at writing. It was hard for me to make the letters. And doing it that legerble way that the Owl wanted made it even harder.

			“Do I have any volunteers to share first?” Ms. Krane asked.

			“Me!” I shouted, remembering to raise my hand. I waved my arm in the air, but Ms. Krane said I needed to have my statements written down before I could go. Told you she was mean. So annoying Missy Gerber went instead ’cause she was a fast writer and a know-it-all.

			This is what she said:

			
					
					I’ve had perfect attendance my whole life. (I knew that was true ’cause she bragged about it every chance she got.)

				

					
					I’ve never received a grade below an A. (I also knew that was true ’cause she bragged about it every time we got report cards.)

				

					
					I’ve read the Mr. Terupt series six times.

				

			

			“No, you haven’t!” I yelled. “That’s a lie.”

			“You’re right,” Missy giggled. “I’ve only read it five times. But I’m on number six now.”

			If I had to write my truth about that girl, I woulda said Missy Gerber is annoying—with all capital letters.

			Kyle Pattie was the next to go. We guessed his lie too. He loved sports and tried saying he’d met Tom Brady. He only wished that was true. Mary Fergus went after that and we guessed that she hadn’t been to all fifty states, but she had been to thirty-one. And Vanessa Tucker didn’t own a horse.

			One of the coolest parts of Ms. Krane’s game was how I learned something new about my classmates—even from their lies. I learned Kyle’s favorite football player was Tom Brady, and Mary liked traveling, and Vanessa, besides wanting a horse, loved animals, same as me. And Missy Gerber was super annoying—but I already knew that.

			“Carter, would you like to share yours next?” Ms. Krane asked.

			I sighed. “I can’t. I still don’t have mine written down.”

			“Let me help you.” Ms. Krane came over and had me whisper my three things in her ear. She gave a little laugh when she heard them and then she wrote my two truths and one lie down real quick. That was the opposite of mean. That was nice of her.

			“Okay,” she said. “Now you can share.”
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			MY THREE THINGS

			I hopped out of Ms. Krane’s chair and held my paper in front of me with both hands. These were my three things. But I’m not going to tell you which was my lie.

			
					
					One time I ate a worm.

				

					
					One time I ate a worm with ketchup.

				

					
					I have a sister.

				

			

			“Ew!” Missy Gerber whined. “You ate a worm? Disgusting!”

			“Ew!” the rest of the class joined in.

			“Nuh-uh!” I exclaimed. “I ate a worm with ketchup!”

			Missy and everyone else stuck their tongues out and gagged, but Ms. Krane was smiling. I was the only one to fool the class with my lie.

			I laughed and jumped back in my chair. I was so excited I accidentally spun around a few times, but Ms. Krane didn’t yell.

			“Would you like to hear my list next?” she asked us.

			“Yeah!” everyone cheered.

			I stopped spinning. I didn’t know she’d made a list too. Teachers usually want to make sure you’re doing your work, not do it with you.

			Here’s what Ms. Krane said:

			
					
					I love books.

				

					
					I’m pregnant.

				

			

			“You’re not pregnant!” I yelled. I didn’t even let her finish.

			“Really? How can you be so sure?”

			“ ’Cause you don’t look fat!”

			There was lots of giggling after I said that—but it was the truth.

			“Suppose I’m just early in my pregnancy,” Ms. Krane wondered aloud. “A pregnant woman isn’t big and round from the very beginning. It takes time to grow a belly like that, you know.”

			My forehead wrinkled. She had a good point, but I still didn’t think she was pregnant. “Yeah, but if you were pregnant, you wouldn’t be our teacher next year.”

			“Carter, a pregnant woman can work,” Missy Gerber groaned.

			Ms. Krane nodded.

			Missy Gerber was such a know-it-all.

			“You can’t be pregnant,” I argued. “You don’t even like kids.” That was something else I’d heard.

			The room fell silent.

			“Funny you should say that,” Ms. Krane replied, “because the last statement on my list says, I don’t like kids.”

			“Told you,” I bragged.

			“Yes, but if you’re convinced I love books, then that means only one of my last two statements can be true,” Ms. Krane said, reminding me how the game worked.

			She had to love books. You couldn’t be a teacher if you didn’t love books. That’s a rule. But could you be a teacher if you didn’t like kids? My head was starting to hurt.

			“Does that mean you’re having a baby?” I shouted. I wanted to know and I didn’t want Missy Gerber to be right.

			“When you see me after summer, you’ll know for sure.”

			I didn’t have enough patience for that. “Why can’t you just tell us now?”

			The PA system crackled from above and Ms. Krane pointed at the ceiling. “Because we’re out of time.”

			Principal Ryan’s voice came over the loudspeaker. Normally, I liked it when that happened ’cause it meant I was done with sitting still for the day, but I was mad this time ’cause I wanted Ms. Krane to tell us the answer, so I spun in her chair.

			Principal Ryan did her job and wished us all a safe and happy summer with lots of reading. All the stuff a principal was supposed to say. And then she started calling buses. Mine was number nine. Mr. Wilson was my driver. He was always the last to arrive ’cause his first run with the middle schoolers took him the longest.

			Ms. Krane walked around collecting our papers and saying goodbye to everyone as they left. I wheeled her chair over to the window so that I could watch for Mr. Wilson and the big yellow taxi. That was what he called our bus. When he pulled into the pickup circle, I jumped out of Ms. Krane’s chair and made a beeline for the door, but the Owl was ready and stopped me before I got there.

			“We do not run in our classroom,” she said. Then she wrapped her wing around my shoulder and walked with me the rest of the way. “Have a good summer, Carter Avery,” she added, releasing me.

			“You too,” I yelled back, and ’cause her rule was only about the classroom, I was already running down the hall.
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			MR. WILSON

			I burst outside and bounded up the bus steps and slid into my seat behind Mr. Wilson. He had me sit in the front ’cause that way I steered clear of any trouble, and also ’cause we liked to talk on our rides. He said I kept him young even though I didn’t know how.

			“Mr. Wilson, have you ever heard stories about someone and then after you meet them you find out the stories maybe were wrong?”

			He glanced at me in his rearview mirror and smirked. “Yeah, now that you mention it, I can think of a time that’s happened before.”

			Hmm. So it was possible.

			“Mr. Wilson, are owls sneaky tricksters?”

			“I don’t know about tricksters, but folks say they’re full of wisdom. And they can be good at hiding too.”

			Hmm. So maybe Ms. Krane was hiding her pregnant belly. And maybe she was trying to trick us into thinking she could be nice.

			“Mr. Wilson, do teachers have to like kids?”

			“You’re sure doing a lot of thinking for a boy that just finished his last day of school. But your mind is always busy, isn’t it?”

			“Grams says I never slow down.”

			Mr. Wilson laughed. “She’s right about that.”

			“But do you know if teachers need to like kids? Is that a rule?”

			“I suppose they don’t have to like all the kids all the time, but they always love them.”

			Mr. Wilson was being tricky now ’cause that was really confusing. I’d have to ask Grams about owls. She’d know because old people had lots of wisdom too. Plus, we were at my stop, so I couldn’t ask Mr. Wilson any more questions. He opened the bus door and I hopped up from my seat.

			“Have a great summer, young man. I’ll be eager to hear what you find out about owls.”

			“See you later,” I yelled as I jumped over the last step and hit the ground running.

			“Thanks for the warning!” Mr. Wilson hollered, which was his favorite joke.

			Grams called it sarcasm. I called it funny—and special, ’cause he only used it with me. I liked Mr. Wilson a lot.
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			BRYNN AND TORRIE

			I ran into the house and kicked my sneakers off and threw my bag in the corner. Something smelled really good.

			“Yum!” I yelled, sliding across the kitchen floor in my socks. “Cookies!”

			“There he is,” Grams cheered. “Happy summer.”

			I spun past Grams and twirled around my sister before grabbing a warm snickerdoodle from the plate on the counter. I bent down and shared a piece with Shelby, our basset hound. She usually greeted me at the door when I got home even though she was getting old and moving from one room to the next took lots of energy, but snickerdoodles were her favorite too. She had a belly that hung close to the floor to prove it.

			“Grams, are owls tricksters?” I asked after swallowing my half and standing back up.

			“Oh boy. You got Ms. Krane for your teacher, didn’t you?” Brynn said, pulling a fresh batch of cookies out of the oven. I’d made the mistake of telling my sister about Ms. Krane’s nickname.

			Brynn was going into eleventh grade. Shelby was her dog first. Brynn was a good sister but she always thought she knew everything and had to know everything, which could get annoying, but she was nowhere near as annoying as Missy Gerber.

			“I wasn’t talking to you,” I groaned.

			“I wasn’t talking to you,” she mimicked.

			“Brynn, that’s enough,” Grams scolded.

			Grams could see I was getting upset and didn’t want us arguing, but it’s really hard for me to stop once Brynn starts in. “You don’t know everything,” I shot back at my sister. “You’ve never even seen my teacher.”

			Brynn shrugged. “So. I’ve heard all about her.”

			“Yeah, did you know she’s got a giant mark on her face?”

			“Pfft. Everyone knows that,” she scoffed.

			“It’s not a scar,” I said, which was probly what she’d heard. “It’s a part-jelly stain.”

			“What?!” Grams and Brynn both howled.

			“A part-jelly stain,” I said again. “She was born with it.”

			They laughed. “A port-wine stain,” Grams said, correcting me. “That’s a birthmark.”

			Brynn laughed more, so I stuck my tongue out at her and grabbed another one of her cookies.

			“Are owls tricksters?” I asked again, going back to my first question.

			“I don’t know,” Grams said. “And why the sudden interest in owls?”

			“ ’Cause Ms. Krane is the Owl,” I explained, which made Brynn smirk ’cause she thought she was so smart. “Her real name is Olivia,” I continued, “but all the kids call her Owl-ivia ’cause she can twist her head all the way around.”

			Grams made a face. “Sounds like we better make a trip to the library. I’m no expert on owls, but if you’ve got one for your teacher, then we should probably read up on them.”

			“Okay,” I agreed.

			Going to the library would make Principal Ryan happy, plus I liked it there. Grams had been taking me and Brynn to the library since we were little. They had this really cool jungle gym area for a reading nook. You could crawl inside a tunnel or sit in a wagon or climb into a tree fort to look at your books. Reading was one of the few things that could get me to sit still—not for super long, and only if I was interested, but it was way better than dumb writing or boring math—especially if there was something I needed to research.

			Brynn didn’t go with us to the library much anymore ’cause she and her bestie, Torrie, had jobs and were on the swim team and were real busy with high school. Torrie was Brynn’s best friend since forever. They were always together. So much so that sometimes it felt like I had two sisters.

			“Hi!” a voice called from the front door. “Something sure smells good.”

			Speak of the devil. It was Torrie. She came inside and joined us in the kitchen, snatching one of my cookies. She was here so often that she didn’t even need to knock or ring the doorbell anymore. She just let herself in.

			“Guess what?” Brynn said. “CJ’s got Ms. Krane for his teacher next year.”

			“Huh,” Torrie gasped. “The Owl,” she teased.

			“CJ was just telling us about the giant birthmark Ms. Krane has on her face,” Brynn said.

			“You don’t say,” Torrie replied.

			“Yup. And Ms. Krane is either pregnant or she doesn’t like kids, but I don’t know which yet,” I added.

			Brynn and Torrie shared a look, then glanced at Grams.

			“That does sound tricky,” Grams said.

			Brynn pulled out the last batch of snickerdoodles and turned the oven off. She slid the cookies onto the cooling rack and then she and Torrie went to get ready for work.

			I should’ve been wondering about that look Brynn and Torrie shared, and the way they quick glanced at Grams like there was some big secret I didn’t know about—’cause there was. But me and Shelby were too busy licking our chops. Brynn’s cookies were the best.
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			SUMMER READING

			So my summer vacation started with me and Grams making a trip to the library, but even I knew not to go telling everybody that ’cause it wasn’t gonna sound real cool compared to Mary Fergus going to Disney or wherever. I liked visiting the library, but that was something I only told Grams—and Brynn when she tagged along.

			When we got there, Mr. Todd helped me and Grams track down books about owls. Mr. Todd was the youth librarian. I’d known him for a bunch of years now. He was really nice and smart—but even he couldn’t tell me if owls were tricksters.

			“Maybe you’ll find the answer to your question here,” he said, pointing to the shelf with owl books.

			“Thanks, Mr. Todd.”

			“Sure thing, Carter. You let me know if I can be of more assistance. I look forward to hearing what you learn.”

			Mr. Todd went back to his desk, and me and Grams got busy thumbing through those pages. There were way more kinds of owls than I’d realized. More than two hundred species. I had a lot of research to do.

			After skimming through my choices, I picked four different books that I wanted to check out. We put the other ones back where they belonged and then walked to the front.

			Me and Grams were the only ones in the children’s area when we got to the library, but by the time we were ready to leave, there was a swarm of little kids coming in with their moms and dads.

			“What’s going on?” I asked Mr. Todd.

			“There’s a special program happening today to kick off summer reading. Would you like to join?”

			“What kind of program?”

			Mr. Todd pointed.

			I looked and saw a man wearing a fancy hat and sunglasses getting settled near the jungle gym area—and he had his dog with him.

			“That’s Mason. And his dog, Susie,” Mr. Todd said.

			“Can I meet Susie?” I asked. I didn’t have Ms. Krane write it on my list of three things, but I loved dogs.

			“That’s the idea behind the program, Carter. If you document your independent reading at least five times a week, the name of the book and amount of time you read for, and your grams signs off on it, then you can come and spend time reading to Susie and some of the other dogs when they visit us. You’ll get to meet the owners and learn more about their special companions.”

			“What makes Susie special?”

			“She’s Mason’s eyes.”

			I glanced back at them. Mason still had his sunglasses on. “You mean he’s blind.”

			“Yes,” Mr. Todd said. “Susie is an amazing dog. Mason will be giving us a short demonstration to show off some of her smarts. One of the other dogs joining us later is a retired Frisbee champion.”

			I’d heard enough. “Can we stay, Grams? Can we? Please?”

			“Okay,” she agreed. “We can stay for a little while, but then we’ve got to get home because Brynn needs the car this afternoon.”

			“Yay!” I cheered. I ran over to join the others. And that was how I got signed up for summer reading and met Mason and Susie. They got to hear me talk all about owls.
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