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                          One

         
         Overcooked eggs look like exploded eyeballs. The yellow and white bits stick to the pan on the stove, glued to the surface
            because not only did I forget to spray the skillet, I got distracted by the gurgling sound of Profe’s coffee maker. The bubbling
            and hissing noise made me think of a story I wrote about an archaeologist being dangled over a pit of acid. By the time I
            imagined my hero swinging from the rope tied around his ankle to safety, the smell of burnt eggs snapped me back to reality
            and my breakfast was beyond saving.
         

         
         I pull a tortilla out of the bread box and scrape the dry, burnt yolks onto it so I can roll it up and cover my breakfast
            disaster in cheese. My taste buds have only wanted to eat scrambled eggs for breakfast for the past two weeks, but I think
            I’m finally starting to get tired of them.
         

         
         “Frani, you need to soak that pan,” a voice calls over my shoulder.

         
         Maggot nostrils. Busted.

         
         “I know,” I tell my sister, Esperanza. “I got it.”

         
         I turn just in time to see her black eyebrow arch pointedly up her forehead. “Oh really?” she says. “Like you had it when
            you set the smoke alarm off because you forgot you put bread in the toaster? Or when you boiled over an entire pot of pasta
            because you weren’t paying attention to it?”
         

         
         I groan and wave my hand across the kitchen. “Is the house still here, Essie? Have I set anything on fire? No, I haven’t,
            thank you very much.”
         

         
         At least not yet.

         
         And it wasn’t really my fault. It was Arañita, the spider that lives in my brain web. While I was making toast, Arañita scanned
            the living room and spotted the latest manga I’d been reading. She wanted to dive back into the world of human-robot hybrids
            battling sea monsters and I didn’t notice the smoke snaking out of the toaster until the loud beeping alarm pulled me out
            of my book.
         

         
         Arañita’s always to blame when my brain jumps from one thing to another. She bounces along her web, hopping across the threads
            without thinking about where she’s been or where she’s going. The teachers and counselors at school tried to give my distracted
            brain a four-letter label, but I know the truth: it’s Arañita.
         

         
         I grab the skillet and toss it in the sink, the loud clatter making Profe look up from his coffee. He glances from me to Essie, tugs on the sleeve of his blue fishing shirt with too many pockets, and goes back to scrolling through his email on his phone. 

         
         “Just make sure you don’t cook anything until I get back home. I don’t want to get a call from the fire department.” Essie
            crosses her arms and blows a strand of frizzy black hair off her forehead. “Don’t leave the refrigerator door open again either.
            You’ll spoil all our food. And you need to fold your laundry too. I keep losing my work uniform in the pile of mess you’re
            ignoring.”
         

         
         I groan at Essie’s list of chores and rules. She’s still mad at me about Disaster Day, even though it was two whole months
            ago. That week at school, I wasn’t paying attention when I grabbed my science notebook off the kitchen table and accidentally
            took Essie’s English research paper she was supposed to turn in that day. Then I made her late to school because I missed
            the bus and she had to convince her girlfriend, Yaikira, to drive me to my middle school before they went to the high school.
         

         
         It’s not my fault Arañita decided I needed to organize my closet when I was picking out what to wear. When I tried to make
            it up to Essie by baking some chocolate chip cookies, Arañita kept bouncing around the steps in the recipe and I made them
            completely wrong.
         

         
         Apparently, sisters throw up when they eat cookies made with salt instead of sugar.

         
         I roll my eyes. “I’m working with Profe today.”

         
         Essie’s lips purse in a tight line. She hates it when I call our dad Profe. But he’s Dr. Bernardo Gonzalez, senior professor
            and researcher at Central Texas University. I’ve always called him Profe, just like most of his students do. I’ve been going
            to Profe’s classes ever since I was in third grade.
         

         
         That year I got strep throat and had to miss a week of school. Profe didn’t want me staying home by myself, so I tagged along
            with him to his lectures. I sat in his Introduction to Forensic Anthropology class and learned to identify how long a body
            has been dead, how fast it takes for muscles to decompose, and what kinds of insects like to feast on cadavers. Profe even
            had huge photographs of dead bodies projected on the screen in the lecture hall. Sitting in that class, Arañita was the calmest
            she’s ever been. After that, I begged Profe to let me skip school and go to his lectures. I even faked being sick a few times
            until he caught on.
         

         
         Over the summers, though, I don’t have to convince Profe to let me miss school. We have all the time we want. So I spend my
            days helping him with whatever research he’s doing.
         

         
         “Hello?” Essie snaps her fingers in front of my face. I hate when she does that. “You’re spacing out again.”

         
         “Aren’t you going to be late for work?” I shoot back. Essie has a job at Whataburger and I point at the bright orange polo shirt she has to wear. “Those Dr Pepper Shakes don’t make themselves, you know.” 

         
         Essie glances at her cell phone, checking the time. Even though she’s seventeen, she doesn’t have a car and has to wait for
            Yaikira to pick her up. She always walks to the gate at the edge of our property since there’s so much security. And she definitely
            doesn’t want Yaikira or any of her friends seeing what’s in our backyard.
         

         
         Essie turns quickly on her heel but can’t resist calling over her shoulder “Don’t forget to do the dishes!” as she leaves.

         
         I shake my head, grabbing my egg tortilla disaster and sitting down next to Profe at the kitchen table. Biting into my breakfast,
            I wonder if it’s possible for a human being to die from eating dry, burnt eggs. Does stomach acid take one look at the overcooked
            yolks and say, “Nope. We’re sending this back where it came from.” I swallow hard, trying to make sure my breakfast stays
            down where it should.
         

         
         A chuckle from Profe snaps me from my thoughts. I look at him as he holds his coffee cup to his lips, the steam fogging up
            his glasses.
         

         
         “Probably no chance your sister will bring home cheese and jalapeño burgers for dinner now, is there? Too bad.”

         
         Profe smiles before he takes a long sip of his black coffee from the mug I decorated for him in fourth grade with pictures of colorful skulls, leg bones, and ribs. It’s his favorite mug. 

         
         I laugh. “Did you know Venus flytraps can survive on one bug every two weeks?”

         
         Profe sets his coffee cup down and examines my face. I know he’s searching for how I bounced from him talking about Essie
            getting dinner to insect-eating plants. The connection made sense in my head. The jalapeño burgers made Arañita jump to spicy
            food, which then made her leap to thinking about the time we went to a Japanese restaurant and I accidentally ate a whole
            spoonful of wasabi. Arañita remembered I brought my favorite manga to read while we waited for our food, a story about plants
            eating people who trespass in their forest. And then Arañita landed on how Venus flytraps are carnivorous plants.
         

         
         This happened in about two seconds.

         
         Profe nods. He’s used to my brain doing this as Arañita jumps all over the place. Other people aren’t. My teachers think if I just try hard enough, I can focus and not daydream. And the kids at school always give me weird looks when I blurt out the random thoughts that Arañita pushes out of my mouth. Or they complain when they have to do group work with me because I focus on one tiny piece of the project and forget to do the rest of the assignment. That’s why it’s usually just me and Arañita by ourselves at lunch. 

         
         “Everything okay, Frani?” Profe asks. He wraps his fingers around his coffee mug, and I realize I’ve been bouncing my leg
            up and down, shaking the table in the process.
         

         
         I pick at the edge of the tortilla on my plate and arrange the crumbs to spell NO.
         

         
         I open my mouth but Profe’s phone buzzes on the table. A slight smile creeps onto his lips when he reads the message.

         
         “Well, I think today will be a good day,” he says.

         
         “Why?” I wish he’d tell me exactly what he wants to say before Arañita decides to speed past this conversation and jump along
            thirty threads.
         

         
         “Just got notified we have an incoming specimen.” Profe brushes his fingers through his black hair. “I was thinking maybe
            you could lead the team. You know, take over the processing.”
         

         
         The burnt eggs in my stomach shoot up to my throat and I swallow hard to keep them down. My leg bounces again under the table.
            “Really? You’re serious? You’re not joking? Because that would be the worst joke in the history of bad jokes.”
         

         
         Profe smiles and gets up from the table, setting his coffee cup in the sink next to my discarded skillet.

         
         “I think you’re ready. Why don’t you give it a try?”

         
         I jump up, almost knocking over my chair. “I can do it. I know I can,” I tell Profe. I clench my hands at my sides as Arañita races past each step of the processing I’ll have to complete today. I try to slow her down but it’s no use. She’s speeding across silk threads, ducking under webs, and skipping along thin lines. 

         
         Profe shuffles out of the kitchen to get ready. I grab my plate from the table and dump the rest of my breakfast disaster
            in the trash.
         

         
         Before I can head to my room to find my shoes and my favorite hair tie, I hear Profe call down the hall, “Don’t forget to
            soak that pan or your sister will scream loud enough to destroy the roof.”
         

         
         He’s not wrong. I flip on the faucet and wait for the pan to fill up with water. Looking out the window above the sink, I
            gaze past the tall chain-link fence to the mesquite bushes and cacti that have sprouted up from the rocky ground.
         

         
         I can almost see the small mounds in the dirt that make up Profe’s research and his job.

         
         Our house sits on twenty-six acres that are part of the university. My backyard is probably different from anyone else’s at
            San Zavala Middle School. There’s no swing set or trampoline. No deck with a grill. And definitely no swimming pool.
         

         
         I squint and watch a large buzzard land on a live oak branch. It scans the ground, looking for its own tasty breakfast. I know exactly what it’s going to pick. The land stretching out from the kitchen window is practically a buffet. 

         
         That’s because there are two hundred and thirty-seven bodies buried in my backyard.
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                          Two

         
         Profe and I walk from our back porch and along the winding cement path to his research building, which sits down the hill
            from our house. When the old caretaker of the facility retired two years ago, Profe convinced the university that it would
            be easier for him to complete his research and maintain security if he lived on the property. So our new home became Central
            Texas University’s Forensic Anthropology Research Facility.
         

         
         Now, instead of playing on a tire swing in my backyard, I help Profe track the decomposition of cadavers so police and investigators
            can better identify human remains. I guess there’s worse things I could be doing. I can’t think of any right now, but I’m
            sure they exist. Probably.
         

         
         It’s not like I have anyone else to hang out with anyway.

         
         “Frani, let me know you heard what I just said,” Profe says as we keep walking.

         
         I tug on the hem of my T-shirt, the thick humidity already sticking it to my back with sweat.

         
         “Um, repeat, please,” I tell him. Arañita makes me have to hear things more than once.

         
         Profe clears his throat. “You know there are lots of steps to processing a new cadaver. We need to make sure we do everything
            in the right order, okay?”
         

         
         I take a deep breath. Completing things in a set order and not skipping any parts isn’t easy for Arañita. My math teachers
            always get frustrated because I don’t show every single step I use to complete a problem but I still get the right answer.
            Arañita jumps ahead in the process and didn’t need to write everything down.
         

         
         They think I’m cheating.

         
         As Profe and I enter the research building, I reassure him that I’ll do my best.

         
         “Good morning, Frani!” Dr. Simon Tanaka, one of Profe’s assistants, calls across the heavily air-conditioned room. He’s been
            at the facility since last year, researching how different types of fabrics affect the decomposition process.
         

         
         I start to greet him, but someone new is in the lab. He looks like Dr. Tanaka but about my age. He’s wearing a One Piece T-shirt and his black-and-white Vans have a small hole over his left big toe. His eyes are huge as he looks around at the
            test tubes, body bags, and bleached bones lying on tables.
         

         
         Dr. Tanaka catches me staring and clears his throat. “This is my son, Benji. He and his mom just moved from Chicago to join me while I finish my research. Profe said it was okay for him to be here today since my wife had a bunch of job interviews.” 

         
         Benji nods and gives a small wave. “Hey,” he says, picking at a loose thread hanging from the pocket of his khaki shorts.

         
         Maggot nostrils.

         
         A new kid here? That’s totally going to distract Arañita. I know this Benji kid will look at me funny as Arañita works hard
            to arrange the words in my brain correctly so they make sense when I say them. He’ll groan when I lose my place in the intake
            process for the fifth time. And he’ll think it’s weird that I need a specific kind of black ballpoint pen to write anything
            because Arañita can’t think without it.
         

         
         Profe nudges me with his elbow, and I realize I’ve been staring at Benji without saying anything.

         
         “Hi,” I mumble as my stomach rolls.

         
         Dr. Tanaka rolls the new cadaver in on a gurney, the metal cart shaking as its wheels clack, and I take a deep breath. I want
            to show Profe that even though Arañita might bounce between one hundred and thirty-four things in the span of two minutes,
            I can handle this. I’ll just make a point of not looking at Benji.
         

         
         Dr. Tanaka stops the gurney in front of me as I clench an iPad in my hands. Pilar Estrada, one of Profe’s graduate students, joins us as Dr. Tanaka unzips the thick black body bag containing the person who donated their body to science after they died. Benji gasps and takes a step back behind his dad. 

         
         “Welcome to the Dirt Nap Motel,” Pilar says to Benji with a smile, tucking a loose strand of her black hair behind her ear.
            “We still have zero stars on Tripadvisor. Rude.”
         

         
         I look from Profe to the list of things we need to do to process the cadaver before we place it outside in the research field.
            We use a standard list but I’ve made sure each item is numbered with a space for me to check it off so I can keep track of
            what I’ve done.
         

         
         My eyes scan the cadaver peeking out from the body bag. It looks like a white man, a little older and paler than my abuelo
            was when he died. His eyes are closed, like he thought it was a good idea to just take a nap on a cold metal table.
         

         
         “All right, Frani Fran,” Pilar says next to me. Her large tattoo of a skeleton wearing a broad flowered hat moves on her bicep
            as she ties up her curly hair with a scrunchie. It’s by a famous Mexican artist named José Guadalupe Posada. I looked up his
            drawings online and every single one was of a skeleton wearing regular human clothes. I asked Profe if I could get a tattoo
            just like Pilar’s.
         

         
         He said no faster than it takes blowflies to start snacking on eyeballs.

         
         Pilar claps, and snaps me from my thoughts. She juts her chin at the cadaver on the table. “Hang on a little bit longer, my
            buggy friends. You’ve got a new lunch special headed your way.”
         

         
         She winks at me, and Benji laughs, peeking out a little farther from behind his dad.

         
         “Pilar, let’s remember to be respectful,” Profe says. Pilar nods and salutes him dramatically.

         
         I shake my head, reading over my list of tasks before Arañita can bounce to thinking about how the last guest we checked into
            the Dirt Nap Motel was a white woman who had a long scar running down her chest because she’d had a heart transplant. I decided
            she was probably grateful to the person who donated their heart and wanted to make the most of her life. Arañita was the one
            who made up a story about the woman running her first marathon, going skydiving, and finally asking out the cute barista at
            her local coffee shop.
         

         
         Dr. Tanaka holds out a paper and says, “This is Mr. Rusty Gearhart, age seventy-five. Cause of death is myocardial infarction.
            He had a heart attack in his sleep. His daughter found him and called an ambulance. The EMTs certified death and brought him
            here, according to his living will.”
         

         
         “That’s really sad,” Benji says. His straight black hair falls across his forehead and he flips it off his face with a sigh.

         
         I look at him and shrug. “It happens.”

         
         Mr. Gearhart has a small tattoo in the shape of a heart with the name Patsy written in cursive on his shoulder. Arañita pictures Mr. Gearhart pulling up his sleeve and proudly showing Patsy his new
            tattoo as she gasps and a wide smile spreads across her mouth. Maybe he got it for their thirtieth wedding anniversary and
            it was his way of telling Patsy he’d love her for at least thirty years more. And then she put on their favorite song, the
            one that played at their wedding, and they danced barefoot in the middle of their kitchen.
         

         
         Sometimes Arañita is really sappy.

         
         Profe clears his throat and snaps me from my thoughts. He juts his chin to the iPad in my hands and says, “Why don’t you begin,
            Frani?”
         

         
         I run my finger along the first item on my list. “Okay,” I say, trying my best to sound confident and hold what I’m about
            to say before Arañita runs past twelve other thoughts. And I don’t look at Benji. “Cadaver is a white male, seventy-five years
            old. The assigned identification number will be 072405.”
         

         
         I triple-check the number I’ve written down, making sure it shows that this is the fifth donation we’ve received in July of
            this year.
         

         
         Looking at Pilar, I ask her, “Will you please check that livor, algor, and rigor have all happened?”

         
         Pilar groans, rolling her eyes and brushing a stray curl off her forehead with the back of her gloved hand. “You pick me?
            Ugh. Let’s make the new kid do it.”
         

         
         Benji’s eyes look like they might pop out of their sockets. “Um, no thank you.”

         
         Pilar is actually an entomologist. Her specialty is studying the bugs that appear on the cadavers we place out in the research
            field. She has no problem picking up squirming maggots and fat blowflies, but she’s not a big fan of dead bodies and is only
            working with Profe as part of a special research project she’s doing.
         

         
         I watch as Pilar takes the cadaver’s temperature, confirming that it’s the same as the temperature in the room.

         
         “Algor, check.”

         
         Next, she tries to lift up the cadaver’s arm. It barely moves, its muscles already frozen in place.

         
         “Rigor, checkity check.”

         
         Finally, she rolls the cadaver slightly to the side so she can see that the skin on his back is a purplish-red color, like
            a rotten strawberry. This means that his blood has settled to the bottom of his body because of gravity.
         

         
         “Livor, checkasaurus rex.”

         
         Pilar confirming that the cadaver’s blood has pooled makes me remember that we need to take a blood sample as part of the process. 

         
         “Dr. Tanaka, will you extract a blood sample, please?”

         
         He bites his lip and looks at me with a slight smile. “Are you sure that’s what you want me to do next?” he asks.

         
         I check the list on my iPad. We’ve just completed the second task and drawing samples is way down at number ten. I’ve messed
            up. I glance at Benji, expecting to see him rolling his eyes. Instead, he’s slowly reaching out a finger to touch Mr. Gearhart’s
            cold skin.
         

         
         I shake my head. “Oh, right. Uh, next let’s take measurements. Dr. Tanaka, will you record his weight, please?”

         
         We step back as Dr. Tanaka guides the gurney over to the large scale we use. While he weighs Mr. Gearhart, I glance at Benji
            and his One Piece T-shirt again. I should ask him if he likes manga as much as I do. But it probably won’t matter if we have that in common.
            Arañita will eventually do something weird enough to make Benji pretend he doesn’t even know me.
         

         
         I’m used to that.

         
         “Did you get it, Frani Fran?” I hear Pilar ask. She nudges me gently with her elbow and I catch myself staring at her tattoo.

         
         Maggot nostrils. Arañita got me distracted again.

         
         “Right, sorry. Could you repeat that?”

         
         My palms sweat and stick to the iPad.

         
         “No worries, he said it really fast. You’re just like me. I can never understand things if people talk too fast,” Pilar tells
            me with a wink. She doesn’t have to do that. I know this is my fault. Arañita jumped around her brainy bouncy house instead
            of focusing on what Pilar was saying to me.
         

         
         Pilar tells me the body’s height, waist circumference, and foot length again and I type them into the document. Dr. Tanaka
            pinches the skin on the body’s waist, thigh, and chest to measure the body fat with calipers that give him a number for how
            thick the fold of skin is.
         

         
         I stare at him and take deep breaths, wishing he’d hurry up and tell me the measurements before I think of something else.
            He sets the calipers aside and rattles off a few numbers. I type in the body fat numbers on my document and check that off
            the list.
         

         
         So far, so good. And Benji hasn’t thrown up yet or laughed at me. I look over the list and see several paragraphs with background
            information about Mr. Gearhart. He would’ve provided all of this when he filled out the forms to donate his body. I wonder
            what he was thinking when he completed them. Did he know a twelve-year-old was going to be in charge of his body after he
            died?
         

         
         “What’s next, Frani?” Dr. Tanaka says, giving me a smile and bringing my brain back to the room.

         
         “Okay,” I say. “Now we need blood, hair, and fingernail samples.”

         
         I look at Pilar and she groans. “I will literally rock, paper, scissors with anyone not to do that.”

         
         Benji chuckles but steps back when I hold out a small vial for the blood sample.

         
         Dr. Tanaka sticks out his hand in a fist and I catch the corner of Profe’s mouth tugging up in a smile.

         
         Pilar and Dr. Tanaka face off. “Rock. Paper. Scissors. Shoot.”

         
         Dr. Tanaka shakes his head, two fingers extended, as Pilar smiles, her hand in a fist.

         
         “You got lucky,” he says.

         
         “Dad, you always lose that game.” Benji chuckles.

         
         Once Dr. Tanaka finishes cutting a chunk of Mr. Gearhart’s wispy white hair, the samples are placed in either small bags or
            vials and tagged with the number I assigned. Profe looks at me from behind his thick glasses. “What’s next, Frani?”
         

         
         I run my finger down my checklist and take another deep breath. The sock on my left foot has slipped down under my heel and
            all Arañita can think about are the fabric wrinkles pressing into my skin instead of the list in front of me.
         

         
         Rolling my ankle, I stutter. I think I forgot to check off something on the list. As I look back over it, I don’t have a mark next to photographs, but we should’ve already done that since we just took samples. 

         
         “Did, uh, did we take the pictures we needed?”

         
         Dr. Tanaka nods. “Yep. Whole body, face, teeth, arms, and legs. We did that right after we took measurements.”

         
         I bite my lip. That was when I was reading over Mr. Gearhart’s background information on the form. There was a list of all
            the jobs he had during his life, how much money he usually made each year, everywhere he’d ever lived, and whether he smoked
            or used drugs. I never understood why we needed all that information about a cadaver. It didn’t seem to have anything to do
            with how long it took a person’s hair to slide off into the dirt or their skin to turn gray and bloat. But Dr. Tanaka explained
            that a person’s life is sometimes written on their body. Like the form says that Mr. Gearhart has several healed bones in
            both his hands and his right foot.
         

         
         When I scan the list of jobs he had, it says he was a mechanic. Maybe he had accidents while he was working. Or maybe he was
            clumsy. Or maybe a thousand-pound bear barged into his shop and threw a small car on his foot.
         

         
         “Frani?” Profe clears his throat and raises an eyebrow.

         
         I shake my head and glance at Benji. I can feel my heartbeat in my ears. This is a disaster. Stupid Arañita.

         
         “Um, okay,” I say. “I think there’s just one thing left. Tagging the body with its identification number. Right?”

         
         Dr. Tanaka shakes his head. “Mr. Gearhart is part of my study on the effects of different fabrics on the decomposition process,
            so we need to dress him.”
         

         
         He walks over to a bag on one of the lab tables and pulls out a light purple bundle.

         
         “Oh, that’s Mom’s favorite sweatshirt. She’s gonna be so mad at you,” Benji says, smirking at his dad.

         
         I swallow a chuckle as Profe and Dr. Tanaka put the purple sweatshirt along with a matching pair of purple sweatpants on Mr.
            Gearhart. They have a tough time since all of Mr. Gearhart’s limbs are frozen in place.
         

         
         Then Pilar grabs four tags and writes 072405 on each along with the cadaver’s name. I hand two of them to Benji and point
            to Mr. Gearhart’s feet. Even though his hands shake, he loops a tag around each of Mr. Gearhart’s big toes while I slip them
            around each of his wrists. I’m impressed he didn’t roll his eyes and tell me I was ridiculous to expect him to do that.
         

         
         Once we finish, Profe zips up the thick black body bag. Dr. Tanaka pushes the gurney to the main lab door, and we follow him.
            Profe pats me on the back and says, “You did fine, Frani. Just fine.”
         

         
         I loosen the death grip I had on the iPad. “Thanks,” I mumble. I know I didn’t do the best. It took us longer to process this body than the others we’ve done before because I kept losing my place, daydreaming, and getting distracted. 

         
         But Benji didn’t once laugh at me or groan. He didn’t sigh loudly while I daydreamed and forgot where I was in the intake
            process.
         

         
         I wonder how long it’ll take for Arañita to mess that up.
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                          Three

         
         “Is this where all the bodies are?” Benji asks as we bounce in the cab of Profe’s truck while it goes over limestone rocks
            weathered by the Texas sun. He stares out the window and his eyes grow wide every time we pass a cadaver.
         

         
         “Pretty much,” I say. I always like riding in Profe’s truck. You don’t have to look people in the eye when you talk to them.
            Arañita is always bad at that.
         

         
         “So this place is called the Forensic Anthropology Research Facility?” Benji bites his lip, thinking. “That makes the acronym
            FARF. Wouldn’t it be better to call it Forensic Anthropology Research and Testing?”
         

         
         “FART?” I snort as Profe shakes his head and laughs. “There’s already enough smells here to keep people away. I don’t think
            we need to go announcing it.”
         

         
         “I guess.” Benji shrugs, tapping his foot on the floor of the cab.

         
         I hold on to the hope that Benji is just as weird as I am.

         
         The truck bounces over a large rock and I peek through the back window to Dr. Tanaka and Pilar grabbing on to the sides of the bed as they make sure the body bag doesn’t slide around. Dr. Tanaka gives me a thumbs-up and smiles as Pilar raises her arms in the air like she’s on a roller coaster. 

         
         Looking over the land stretched in front of us as Profe drives, I spot Ms. Prado, a body
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