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One

The moon is full, and so is my belly—and my heart.

It’s the weekend of our town’s annual fall carnival, and I’m here with my best friends, Melinda and Ivy. My twelfth birthday was a few days ago, but I’m celebrating tonight. Rides, fried dough, and my favorite people? I can’t think of a better combination.

“What do you think . . . should we go on the Tilt-A-Whirl again?” Ivy shouts above the crowd of people surrounding us.

“Yes!” Melinda immediately agrees.

“I’m in!” I beam at them and adjust the birthday sash over my fleece jacket. It’s one of the presents my friends got me for tonight. They also gave me a plastic jeweled tiara that unfortunately fell off at some point and got stepped on. But not before we squeezed into a photo booth and took three sets of photo strips with me wearing it.

The three of us walk toward the ride, weaving around groups of other kids, some I recognize from school.

The carnival is set up on a huge parking lot next to our town’s beach. I love coming here at night when the air is crisp, and the lights from the rides, concession stands, and arcade games flash in a rainbow of colors. The families with younger kids have gone home, and the parents of older kids let them hang out by themselves. It feels like the carnival belongs to my friends and me.

Ivy, Melinda, and I get in line for the ride. When a gust of wind blows, we huddle closer, looping our arms together. I’m in the middle, Ivy rests her head against my right shoulder, and Melinda rests hers against my left. As the line moves, we giggle as we try to stay in this same position while stepping forward. With my friends on either side of me, I feel warm again, but also happy and safe.

We ride two more times, and I scream my guts out.

When we’re finally off, the air feels chillier. “I want something warm to drink,” I say. “Like hot chocolate.”

“What the birthday girl wants, the birthday girl gets,” Ivy singsongs.

I smile, and we head to the nearest concession stand.

“Oh look, they have hot caramel apple cider,” Melinda says. “I’m getting that.”

We pay for our warm beverages and stand with them for a second while we look for a free table. There’s one near the arcade games.

As I sip my hot cocoa, which still needs to cool off, I spot Cora Burroughs taking pictures with a fancy camera. She also goes to our school, and I’ve known her since we were little kids. Once upon a time we were close friends, but we haven’t hung out or spoken much since the fourth grade. I wonder why she’s photographing the ring toss game. She stares at the camera screen before turning in our direction. I see her notice my birthday sash, and then we make eye contact. I almost look away but flash a smile instead. She smiles back, making her dimples show.

Then she walks up to me.

“Happy birthday, El—” Cora starts to say.

“Wait, I see something over there,” Melinda says, cutting Cora off. “Come look.”

Cora stands aside as Ivy gets up and follows Melinda, who’s already walking away.

I go after them, pausing first to turn and glance at Cora.

She’s staring right at me, but I can’t quite read her expression. I say “thanks” before catching up with Ivy and Melinda.

“Eww. I just burped, and it tasted like apple cider,” Ivy says.

“Eww!” Melinda says, and we all laugh.

When we get to the Whack-a-Mole game, Melinda points to a bunch of stuffed dragons hanging around it. “You need one of those,” she says.

The dragons come in different colors, but my favorite is the light blue one with the purple horn and wings. Melinda’s right—I love dragons, and this stuffie is so cute.

“Yes!” Ivy says. “We should win one for you.”

We finish our drinks. Then we play—and dramatically lose—a few rounds of the game before deciding it must be rigged. Oh well. At least we had fun playing.

By this point, my dad’s here to pick us up so we head toward the exit. It’s perfect timing because once we’re in his car, it starts to rain.

But our night is far from over. We go back to my house for a sleepover. Earlier, Ivy’s and Melinda’s parents dropped them off and we set everything up in the basement. There are three sleeping bags lined up in a row. I pull pillows off the couch to make the floor comfier. The coffee table has bowls of my favorite movie snacks: M&M’s, Sour Patch Kids, and popcorn. The TV mounted on the wall is ready to play Spirited Away.

We change into our pj’s, and then Melinda says, “Open my present.” She hands me a gift bag.

I reach inside and pull out the third book in the Dragon Island fantasy series, which I’ve been obsessed with.

“Thank you!” I say.

“Don’t you have that one already?” Ivy asks me. “You were reading it the other day.”

Ivy is right. I do already have the third book. I went to Sunny’s Books, our local bookstore, on the day it was released to get my copy.

“Oh,” Melinda says. Her cheeks redden.

“That’s okay!” I quickly say. “I don’t mind having an extra copy. Promise.”

“I got you two other things, too,” she mumbles.

I reach back into the gift bag and pull out a book light and a set of bookmarks. One of them has cats wearing glasses, and the other has “I’d Rather Be Reading” in a fun font.

“I love them!” I lean over to hug her. She relaxes a bit and leans into the hug.

Next, I open Ivy’s gift. It’s a scrapbook that she made with pictures of the three of us from the summer. She decorated each page inside with stickers and doodles.

“This is amazing!” I say. “You made this all by yourself?”

“Yup!” Ivy smiles proudly.

I glance at Melinda, who’s now focused on picking at her sweater. I hope she isn’t still upset about the book thing because it was seriously no big deal.

I open the scrapbook to the first page. There’s a picture of the three of us from the last day of sixth grade, in front of the big oak tree at school. We had a super fun sleepover that night, too.

“Let’s look at the rest together,” I say, pulling the girls toward me.

We huddle close and flip through the scrapbook, reminiscing over our favorite pictures. Like the shot of us on towels at the beach. We were in a row, lying on our bellies with our feet up behind us, in matching heart sunglasses that Melinda had gotten. Melinda always finds the cutest accessories.

There’s also a picture of us at a pottery painting place, where we decorated mugs. I painted stars on mine, and it now sits on my desk in my room and holds my bookmark collection.

My favorite picture is from the Fourth of July, when we went to a local park to watch fireworks. We each wore glow stick necklaces and bracelets.

From the photos, you’d never guess that I only started hanging out with them last spring. It looks like we’ve been friends forever. I hope we only get closer.

Before putting the scrapbook away, I grab one of our photo strips from the carnival. I slip it between two pages of the scrapbook to keep it safe.

Melinda, Ivy, and I talk for a while, and then we decide to get comfy in our sleeping bags and put on the movie. I turn off the main lights, leaving on the color-changing LED lights that Theo, my older brother, hung up around the ceiling. Right now, they’re blue and give the room a cool glow.

Mom comes down to check on us sometime after that. “You have everything you need down here?” She crouches next to me, so she doesn’t disturb my friends as they watch the movie.

“Yup,” I say.

“Good.” Then she holds out a small gold gift bag. “By the way, somebody left this present for you on the front porch. It looked like a girl your age.”

“Who was it?” I can’t think of anyone who’d drop off a gift for me.

“She didn’t ring the doorbell, but I got an alert from the camera. I couldn’t see her face on the screen. Maybe there’s a card in the bag?”

“I’ll check. Thanks.”

Mom goes back upstairs, and I open the bag. There’s a small forest-green box with a black sticker on top. It has the name of a shop—Daphne’s Delights—and a downtown address. I’ve never been to this store.

I open the box and inside, lying on top of a square piece of cotton, is an oval-shaped necklace. It’s silver, with a swirl design etched onto the front, and it’s on a delicate silver chain. As I look at it closer, I realize it’s a locket. It’s pretty. I open it and find a tiny analog clock inside, with the moving hands already set to the correct time. Then I look around the bag, but there isn’t a card or gift tag anywhere. They must have forgotten to include their name. I wish I knew who gave this to me. Maybe I can find out when I’m back at school on Monday. In the meantime, I gently place the locket back into its box and set it on the coffee table.

When the movie’s over, Ivy, Melinda, and I position our sleeping bags so that they form a circle, with our pillows in the center. We talk about what we want to do when we wake up in the morning. We decide it’ll be fun to make chocolate chip pancakes and then brainstorm costume ideas for Halloween.

Eventually we all get quiet, and Melinda’s and Ivy’s breathing gets heavier as they drift off to sleep. I wonder how late it is, but my phone is already plugged in upstairs in the kitchen, where my parents make my siblings and me leave our electronics at night.

I remember the clock inside my new locket, so I reach for it. It says it’s 11:59 and the tiny second hand clicks steadily toward midnight. I lie back down and curl up in my sleeping bag with the locket still in my hand, resting over my heart. Before I know it, sleep is pulling me in, so I close my eyes and let the darkness take over.

When I wake up the next morning, it feels like I just had the deepest sleep of my life. I open my eyes to the sun streaming in through my bedroom windows. All that birthday excitement must’ve knocked me out.

Wait a minute. Why am I back in my bedroom? I lean over to see if Ivy and Melinda are up here, too, but the floor is empty.

Did I come upstairs by myself last night?

When I stand up out of bed, something shifts on my neck. The locket. Weird . . . I remember falling asleep holding it, but not putting it on.

Still groggy, I walk downstairs and check the basement. The girls aren’t there either. Neither are our leftover snacks and drink cups. The basement is all cleaned up.

Did they go home early? What about our plans for today? And why didn’t they say goodbye?

A weird feeling settles in my stomach. Something must’ve happened between last night and this morning.

But what?
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Two

I need to find my phone. I head toward the charging station in the kitchen.

Right away, I notice something strange on the lock screen. Today’s date says Monday, April 8.

That isn’t right. I turn the phone off, wait a couple of seconds, and then turn it back on. When the home screen loads again, it still says the same date. I go into the date and time settings, which say that they’re set automatically. But why would it be wrong? I make sure my phone is connected to Wi-Fi, and it is. Maybe the problem is with our internet.

Then I notice that my sister’s tablet has the same date on the lock screen.

My head spins.

There’s got to be some explanation. One of my siblings could be playing a joke on me. But usually, we think of silly pranks to play on our parents. Like the time we put googly eyes on all of the containers and cans in the pantry and fridge. Or when we left plastic bugs in the bathroom and laundry room. We haven’t done pranks like that in a while, though—not since Shay told Theo and me that she had better things to do with her free time.

I go into my texts to find my group chat with Ivy and Melinda so I can ask them where they went. Our text chain is usually right at the top of my messages, but for some reason it’s not there.

I open a new group text and add them to it.

Where’d you go

I bite my lower lip and watch the screen, expecting one of them to respond right away. But nobody does. A few minutes later, I send another text.

Did you go home

???

A minute later, there’s still no reply.

“Oh good, you’re up.”

I jump at the voice, but it’s only Mom.

“What?” I ask.

“I was about to get you,” she says as she takes the pot off the coffee maker and brings it to the sink to rinse out. “You overslept.”

I glance at the time on my phone. It says 7:04, which is pretty early for a Sunday morning.

“Do you know where my friends went?” I ask. “Did their parents pick them up already?”

“What friends?” Mom asks.

“Ivy and Melinda.”

“Hmm. I thought you didn’t want to talk about those girls,” Mom says.

Huh?

Then Mom says, “Now hurry up and get dressed for school.”

“School?” I repeat. “What are you talking about? It’s Sunday.”

Mom gives me one of her exasperated looks. “I don’t have time for games this morning.” She dumps scoops of coffee grounds into the filter. “Please get dressed. Dad will drop you off on his way to work.”

I stand there, staring at Mom for a second in disbelief. Has she lost her mind? Or have I lost mine? She seems the same as always as she pours water into the machine and sets it to brew.

Before she can notice that I’m still standing here, I leave the kitchen and go back upstairs. No matter what’s going on, it won’t be a good idea to make my mom tell me to do something twice.

I peek into my sister Shay’s room. She’s a high school junior and is dressed in jeans and a teal sweater. One thing’s for sure—she wouldn’t be up and dressed this early if it wasn’t a school day. She’s looking at herself in her mirror as she puts on eyeliner.

“I can see you staring at me,” she says. “Stop being weird.”

I lean against her doorframe. “Did you do something to my phone?”

Shay continues lining her eyelids. “What are you talking about?”

“My phone. It has the wrong date on it.”

“Well, I didn’t touch it.” Then she leans closer to her mirror and lets out a frustrated sigh. “This looks really bad. You’re distracting me! Go bother Theo.”

If Shay wasn’t so focused on getting her makeup perfect, she’d realize that I’m not here to bother her. I’m here because I’m freaking out. If this was a few years ago, she would’ve cared more.

I’m better off talking to Theo, so I go next door to his room. He’s a sophomore. His door is closed as usual, but unlike Shay, I know he won’t be annoyed if I knock.

“Come in,” he says.

When I open the door, Theo is looking at two hoodies, deciding between them. He slips a gray UConn one on and puts the other one back in his dresser drawer.

“What’s up?” he asks me.

Unlike Shay’s room, which is an explosion of clothes, makeup, and accessories, Theo’s room is really tidy. He’s the cleanest out of all of us. He makes his bed every morning, keeps his Funko Pop figures lined up neatly on the shelf above his desk, and never keeps dirty clothes on the floor.

“Is today a school day?” I ask.

“I wish it wasn’t.” He sits on his bed and slips on a pair of socks. “Spring break should really be two weeks long, you know?”

“What?” I ask. Spring break?

“What?” Theo repeats, giving me a confused look.

“So, it’s actually April . . . ,” I say. My heart races.

“Yes.” Theo stares at me. “You okay?”

“I’m not sure . . .”

“Elise, is that what you’re wearing to school?” Dad asks from the hallway.

I look down at my pj’s, which have strawberries printed all over them. When did I get these?

“No,” I say. “I’m getting ready now. I’ll be fast.”

“Okay.” To Theo, he says, “Nice sweatshirt!” UConn is Dad’s alma mater.

I take the locket off and leave it on my dresser. Then I shower, brush my teeth, and get dressed.

All the while, I think about how wrong this all is. But I don’t know what else to do right now. If today is a school day, then I’ll go to school. I’ll find Melinda and Ivy there and get to the bottom of this.

“Is everything okay, honey?” Dad asks me once we’re in his car. “Shay’s normally running behind in the mornings, not you.”

He’s right. I like to get ready early so I can take my time. I’m usually the first one to get their bowl of cereal for breakfast. I hate feeling rushed.

“I think something’s wrong with me,” I start, but pause when I realize I don’t know how to explain it. Have I really lost my memory? I can’t remember anything after the night of the sleepover. Is that how amnesia works?

“Nothing’s wrong with you,” Dad says. “What you’re going through is completely normal. Things like this happen, especially in middle school. Ask Shay. She went through something similar, but she bounced back, and I know you will, too.”

Wait, what? I have no idea what Dad’s talking about.

But before I can ask him about it, he’s pulled into the school’s parking lot and I have to get out, so I don’t miss the first bell.

As we were driving over, I half expected to be the only one at school. Because how is it not Sunday? But there are tons of kids around like any normal weekday. I say bye to Dad and walk into school, trying to explain this to myself. Trying to rationalize why I don’t remember anything. I come up short.

Is it really not October anymore? Did I lose—I do the math—six months of my memory?

Hopefully when I find Melinda and Ivy, this will all make sense.
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Three

I search for Melinda and Ivy on the way to my locker, but don’t see them anywhere. We don’t have any morning classes together, so I check my phone one last time before putting it in my backpack. It still says Monday, April 8, and there are no new messages.

My first class is English, and our teacher, Ms. Harris, always puts the date at the top of the whiteboard, along with a couple of questions to start the class.

April 8. She wrote April 8.

Is this really happening?

“Do you have a question, Elise?” Ms. Harris asks me.

Whoops. I did not mean to say that out loud. I shake my head.

“Okay, then,” Ms. Harris says to the rest of the class. “Let’s get started.”

I can barely pay attention throughout the lesson. My stomach’s in knots. I think about raising my hand and asking to go to the nurse’s office, but what would I say to the nurse? How would I explain this?

No, what I need to do is find my friends. Maybe this is happening to them, too.

I get through my morning classes and rush into the cafeteria as soon as the bell rings.

“Hi, Elise,” a voice says. I look over, hoping it’s Melinda or Ivy.

But it’s Cora Burroughs, staring at me with hopeful eyes.

“Oh, uh. Hey . . .”

I turn to look for the table where I usually eat with Melinda and Ivy. When I spot the two of them, relief washes over me.

“I’m so sorry,” I say to Cora. “I’ve gotta go.”

I skip over to the table. “I’m having a crisis,” I say as I sit and drop my backpack by my feet. “You’re not going to believe this.”

Ivy and Melinda stop eating and stare at each other. It’s like they’re having a silent conversation with their eyes. They won’t look at me, and suddenly the air feels thick and tense.

“What’s going on?” I ask.

“Let’s go find another table,” Melinda says quietly to Ivy.

“Good idea,” Ivy says back.

They stand up, grab their stuff, and walk away without another word. And without looking back at me.

As I watch them go, my mouth drops open in shock.

They’re shutting me out. It’s worse than if they’d yelled at me or left a mean note in my locker. At least then I might be able to find out why they’re mad at me.

My chest gets really tight, and my head starts to spin.

It’s clear now that my memory isn’t the only thing I lost.

It looks like, somehow, I lost my best friends, too.

Melinda and I have math together in the afternoon, so when I get to the classroom and see her at her usual seat right in front of my desk, I try to talk to her.

“Mel, what’s going on?” I lean forward and keep my voice low. “Why aren’t you talking to me?”

At first, it seems like she’s not going to answer. Seconds pass before she turns around.

“Don’t try to pretend like you don’t know,” she finally says, before facing the front of the classroom again.

What? I think. I don’t know anything! I slump back in my chair. I take a few breaths and try to focus on our teacher’s word problems.

When class is over, I shouldn’t be surprised that Melinda doesn’t look back at me when she leaves the room. But it still hurts. When I try to talk to Ivy at the end of the school day at her locker, she ignores me, too.

Something happened the night of the carnival and sleepover. And then something big must’ve happened to make Melinda and Ivy drop me as a friend. For whatever reason, I can’t remember what that is—or anything else from the last six months.

I’ve got to figure this out. Right away.

As soon as school is over, I go home and run upstairs. Normally I stop in the kitchen for an afternoon snack, but I can’t think about eating right now.

In my room, I look around to see if there’s anything that explains what’s going on. The first thing I search for is my journal. I don’t write in it all the time, but I usually take it out whenever I’m sad about something. Losing my best friends would definitely qualify.

I find it in my nightstand and flip to the last page I wrote on. But the last entry isn’t about Melinda or Ivy. It’s about Amelia Davis. I wrote it last spring when Amelia, the girl who’d been my best friend since the fourth grade, moved away. I can still see the dried tearstains on the pages where I wrote about how devastated and lonely I felt after she moved. I was a wreck for the rest of the sixth grade.

Then I was assigned an end-of-the-year history project with Ivy. I’d never worked with her before, but she always came across as sweet, bubbly, and energetic. Like a golden retriever. And I knew she was smart because she always participated in class.

Because of that, we got along right away and aced our project. Then she invited me to hang out with her and Melinda at her house. I was nervous about that because I knew she and Melinda were besties and I didn’t want to be a third wheel.

I could tell that Melinda wasn’t sure at first about having me around. But she seemed to warm up to me, especially once I showed them the candy salad I’d brought over. It was a candy combination that Amelia and I had come up with—gummy bears, Sour Patch Kids, mini Starburst, peach
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