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  Tuesday was without question the worst day of the week. It was still close enough to the weekend for pleasant memories to be fresh, and so far from next Friday that it seemed impossible that a calendar could hold that many days. Under ordinary circumstances, it would have been barely tolerable. Today, however, Rosiland wondered if she would make it through last period without bursting into tears or throwing her math book through the window.


  Simply sitting at her desk was driving her crazy.


  It was bad enough Bart had moved all the way to Oregon without even saying goodbye except for a hasty phone call; bad enough some of her friends hadn’t the grace not to say I told you so; and bad enough she absolutely could not get him out of her head no matter how hard she tried.


  What made today worse was the weather.


  Spring, she thought wistfully, was supposed to be a vibrant and beautiful season—flowers waking up to return color to the world, grass turning a vivid new green, leaves finally back on the trees where they belonged, birds returning from their winter homes to nest, and the air smelling different, clean, and bracing.


  It was also the season when she began to run in earnest, stretching her long, slender legs on the school track and around town, taking in that newly minted air and forcing winter from her lungs and bones. It was a time when she no longer felt self-conscious about her height, but used it to her advantage, helping in her drive to become the school’s best long-distance runner.


  It was a goal that, if last season had been any indication, wasn’t all that unattainable.


  But because of the weather, she wouldn’t be able to practice either.


  Today just was not beautiful.


  As a matter of fact, today was rotten.


  Her row, in which she had the last seat by choice, was next to the first-floor windows overlooking the playing fields behind Ashford North High. Usually this time of year she’d be able to see gym classes messing around on the practice fields, or some of the football players getting into shape for spring workouts, and some of the track and baseball team members puffing their lungs out on the track.


  But not today.


  Since dawn the sky had been low and overcast, the air a miserable motionless gray, and a constant chilly mist back in the trees looked like waiting fog. The tall classroom windows were spattered with droplets, smearing the view as they ran like skittish snakes from one pane to another. There was no wind, no breeze.


  She sighed. It looked like November.


  And to make matters worse, she was stuck in last-period geometry. Not just your ordinary, run-of-the-mill last-period geometry, either. It was geometry with Mrs. Ecland, who was famous for making the subject supremely, if not terminally, boring. To see her name on your schedule in September was to know that your sophomore year was absolutely not going to be filled with cheer and laughter and straight A’s. “Miss Jordan?”


  Blinking rapidly, Roz looked to the front, trying not to appear panicked. The teacher, in a severe black dress, her wiry salt-and-pepper hair looking like unruly steel wool, slapped a pointer against a complicated diagram on the blackboard. Her penciled eyebrows lifted in silent question while her lips, which were practically nonexistent, pursed in forced patience.


  Great, Roz thought. Just great.


  “I don’t know,” she admitted, not having the faintest idea what the question had been.


  She braced herself then, anticipating the reprimand that surely would be like baring her back to a cat-o’-nine-tails. No one giggled at her dilemma. No one even moved. In Mrs. Ecland’s class, even breathing wrong was grounds for a week’s detention.


  Miraculously, however, the math teacher only shook her head in exasperation and called on someone else.


  The class droned on.


  Roz sagged in relief and looked back out the window. She feigned taking notes, but she really was preparing to write Bart a scathing, vicious note—part of which would include her devout wish that he take his precious damn motorcycle and ride it off the highest cliff the West Coast had.


  But instead she stared and frowned.


  Something was out there.


  At first, because the view was so blurred, she thought some of the seniors had rolled a boulder into the soccer field. She figured it was a practical joke, maybe, or some kind of revenge thing against one of the coaches. They were always doing something dumb like that.


  But when she squinted she could see that it wasn’t a rock at all.


  It was a motorcycle.


  She checked to be sure the teacher wasn’t watching, and she rubbed her eyes quickly with the knuckles of one hand, stared again, and couldn’t believe it. She wasn’t mistaken.


  It was there.


  So what was a motorcycle doing out there, in the middle of the grass? Weird. The coaches were going to have a cow if those tires ruined the turf.


  It was easily the largest machine she had ever seen, and it was a solid deep black from front to back, including the handlebars, which didn’t seem made of chrome. She noticed that the motorcycle didn’t have a windscreen, saddlebags, a support behind the seat, or reflectors that she could see. In another time, another place, it could have been a black stallion covered in black armor. And even in the dim afternoon light, it gleamed, almost glowed.


  Roz glanced once again to the front—Mrs. Ecland was scratching another problem on the board—and she quickly looked out again.


  This time she nearly gasped.


  Someone was on it.


  She swallowed nervously, her right hand drifting up to her throat.


  Bart?


  Could it be Bart? Was he back?


  The moment the notion struck her, she almost rose from her seat in equal parts joy and rage, then told herself she was being worse than stupid. It couldn’t possibly be him. He was gone, to the other side of the country, and had been there for over a month. He wasn’t coming back, ever. And his bike definitely wasn’t anything like that monster sitting out there.


  Neither was the rider anything like Bart.


  Even sitting down, it was clear he was tall, much taller than the boy who had stolen her heart and hadn’t bothered to give it back. He was dressed in black as profound as the enormous vehicle beneath him, wearing a thick leather jacket with the collar turned up, gloves, jeans, and heavy boots. His sleek helmet was black, and the black visor was pulled down. It was as if he and his machine were made of the same ebony steel.


  And he sat there.


  Just sat there, facing the school.


  “Miss Jordan?”


  She started, and stared intently at the blackboard, willing herself to come up with something, anything, that didn’t sound too outrageous. One more mistake and she’d be locked in detention for life. “Isosceles triangle,” she answered firmly, slipping her left hand under the desk and crossing her fingers.


  Mrs. Ecland smiled.


  Roz nearly fainted.


  The sweatered girl seated in front of her glanced over her shoulder, dropped her purple-rimmed glasses to the tip of her nose, and winked congratulations.


  “Miss Bannon, is there a problem?”


  “Oh no, ma’am, no,” Melanie Bannon answered quickly; turning back so fast her glasses nearly fell off. She grabbed them and set them on more firmly. “No problem at all. Really.”


  “Wonderful. Then suppose you explain to the class, in the few minutes we have left, just how the isosceles triangle got its name.”


  Roz swallowed a laugh and forced herself to pay attention. Math wasn’t her best subject—it didn’t matter who the teacher was—and she was barely squeaking by as it was. Nevertheless, she couldn’t ignore the rider out there, sitting motionless in the mist. She could feel him. She could sense him. And for the first time since spotting him, she sensed he was looking not just at the building; he was looking at her.


  Now that’s ridiculous, she argued to herself while Melanie fumbled through her answer. I can’t see his face—how could I know where he’s looking?


  She dared a glance.


  He was still there.


  Then the rasping roll and grating squeal of a library cart being pushed down the hall made Roz realize, with a puzzled frown, that she hadn’t heard the motorcycle drive up. She also realized that the windows weren’t so thick that they’d be able to smother the sound a huge bike like that would make.


  His arrival should have been announced by thunder; instead, there’d just been silence.


  She shivered and rubbed her arm with one hand. That was wrong; of course
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