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“Then what about dragons?” I questioned, finally getting to the question I really
wanted to ask.
Aeron stopped looking out the window and gazed at me. His hands shook slightly
and I could see a dark change in his eyes. It was as obvious as black clouds gathering
for a deadly storm.
“Dragons?” he whispered dryly.
“Dragons,” I said firmly.
Aeron breathed out slowly, letting his shoulders drop. “Dragons,” he finally said.
“Well, unfortunately, they are a far different thing.”
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Chapter 1

Kind and Clever Hooligan
I shouldn’t have said it, but the word slipped out of my mouth as easy as air. It
wasn’t exactly the kind of word any well-behaved student would use, which sort of
explained why I had just used it. And it certainly isn’t the most elegant way to start off
a story, but it honestly represents what I was feeling. Besides, I could have said
something a lot stronger. But not everybody wants to read a story with those kinds of
words and thoughts being expressed in the very first sentence.
“Stop swearing,” Jason screamed.
“Then stop pushing,” I yelled back. “I’m pinned in.”
Jason pushed again.
“Seriously,” I snapped. “I’m stuck.”
“Then let’s crawl out!” he yelled back. “It’s too dark to see anymore.”
“I can’t move,” I insisted. “I’m really stuck.”
The “I” and the “I’m” in both those sentences was me: Beck Phillips. I hate to talk
about myself, but a few bits of information might be helpful. I’m fifteen, but I’ll be
sixteen in three months. Which makes me fifteen and three-quarters, but only a child
would describe it that way—and I don’t think of myself as a child. Unless of course
you are using the word child as in, “He’s an only child.”
In that case, it’s completely true.
I am an only child with an unbalanced single mother. I suppose both of those
things could have something to do with the mess I was in, but my mother, Francine,
watches a lot of Oprah so I’ve heard how “it’s important for people to take
responsibility for their own actions.”
That said, I, Beck Phillips, take full responsibility for being stuck in my school’s
pitch-black venting system with my friend, Jason, behind me and a garbage bag full of
angry bees in front of me.
The idea had seemed so simple: bag the huge beehive that had been hanging low
in a fast-growing tree near my apartment, release it into the school’s ventilation
system, and enjoy a couple of days off as they try to exterminate the pests. Jason
thought we should release the assailants at the vent’s outside opening, but I believe “a
job worth doing is worth doing well.” Again, my mom watches a lot of Oprah.
So I insisted we crawl into the ducts as far as possible. That way we could achieve
maximum pandemonium. My insistence now seemed stupid. In fact, the entire plan
was beginning to feel foolish.
I’d like to say I was simply doing what I was doing to make everyone’s life more
exciting, but even I didn’t believe that. In the words of my school’s counselor, I was
acting out to be heard. She thought that because I had moved around so much and
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attended so many different schools no one ever really got to know me. She thought
that my subconscious didn’t enjoy this. She thought that’s why I was “acting out.” I
thought she, like my mother, watched too much Oprah.
Of course, there may have been some truth to what she said. After all, I had been
at this school for a month and I don’t think anyone aside from Jason knew my name. I
didn’t have a grudge against any single student, I was just tired of being invisible. I
figured this would get my name out there.
Beck Phillips, bee wrangler.
Had I been standing out in the open on a sunny day I would look like most
almost-sixteen-year-old boys. My brown hair is a bit too long and hangs over my ears;
it blocks about twenty percent of what my brown eyes take in. My ears stick out a bit
and I probably have more confidence than a person in my shoes should. I’m taller than
most guys my age and even though I’m never one to brag I should point out that a
seventeen-year-old girl at the community pool told her friend that I was cute.
“I’m not staying in here, Beck,” Jason panicked, bringing me back to the situation
at hand. “I’m getting out.”
“Quiet,” I said firmly. “Someone will hear us. We’re probably right above Mr.
Shin’s class.”
“I don’t care,” Jason said. “This stinks. I never wanted to do this anyway.”
“But you are,” I pointed out, still trying to free myself from the tight duct. “Now
pull me out, I can’t move!”
“No,” Jason said.
“I’m stuck,” I hissed. “Pull me out.”
“No.”
I could hear Jason begin to move away, backing down the duct.
“You can’t just leave me,” I said as quietly as my worried soul would let me.
“Some friend.”
“Whatever,” Jason said. “I barely know you, Beck.”
Jason was right about that. He was a skinny kid with big teeth and a large, flat
forehead. He seemed to wear a lot of green shirts and his father worked for the city
auditing books. I had met Jason while playing basketball at the park. I was desperately
trying to impress a couple of girls with my moves when I ran into him crossing the
court. We fell to the ground, got up and yelled at each other for a couple of minutes,
and then decided it would probably be easier to be friends. We weren’t terribly alike,
but I thought that, with enough time, we could get along.
Apparently, I was wrong.
“I’ll tell them it was your idea,” I yelled, not able to keep my voice down any
longer. “You’ll be busted for sure.”
If Jason replied I couldn’t hear it. He was long gone. He had left me alone, in a
dark duct with a bag full of increasingly ticked-off bees.
“Nice,” I mumbled to myself. “Thanks a lot, jerk.”
I thought about yelling for help, but I still wasn’t convinced that I couldn’t find a
way out of the situation unscathed. My right hand was stretched out in front of me
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holding the cinched black bag and my left arm was pinned to my left side. I twisted
my legs, trying to get some movement, but I was stuck tight. Sweat began to slowly
and annoyingly drip down into my eyes.
“Perfect.”
I breathed deep, trying not to panic.
“I’m going to die here,” I said nervously, halfway believing it. “What a nice way
—”
Thwump!
Somewhere behind me the heat kicked on. Almost instantly large waves of warm
air washed through and around my captive body. The sweat dripping into my eyes
increased but I couldn’t reach to wipe it away.
“I’m in trouble,” I said needlessly into the warm dark.
I remembered some teacher at one of the many schools I had been shuffled
through over my life having said something about heat making things expand. With
that tiny bit of vague knowledge, I begged the universe to please expand the metal
duct currently trapping me. In return, I promised not to release the bees.
The duct didn’t expand.
I upped my commitment and promised I would start to care about others and I
would try not to swear so much.
The duct felt even tighter. I could feel myself cooking.
“Son of a . . .” I stopped myself.
I made one last promise, but even before I finished it in my head, I knew I
wouldn’t keep that particular promise.
I closed my eyes, hoping that in my last moments of life some wise wizard would
appear to me in my delirium and invite me to enter a portal to some place much cooler
and filled with light.
The sweat on my face and skin felt like boiling water. My head rang from the
noise of the hot air. I began to thrash and scream. I would have liked to go out in a
much braver and dignified way, but I couldn’t take it anymore. I hollered as loud as I
could, hoping someone would hear and come to my rescue.
In my state of panic and confusion I mistakenly forgot how important it was to keep
holding onto the bag. I began to beat my fists against the side of the duct.
“Somebody! Help!”
The furnace stopped. I couldn’t see anything in the dark, but the cooler air felt like
a positive sign.
“Hello!” I yelled. “Anyone!”
I thought I could hear someone hollering far away down another duct. I stopped
yelling to listen.
I remembered the bees.
Something light tickled my right arm at the same moment tiny wings brushed
against my nose. I grabbed for the bag in the dark, but the heat moving through the
vent had blown it just out of my reach. My heart began to beat so hard I could hear it
pounding against the metal duct.
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I don’t like bees. I never have. I find their tiny striped bodies to be as frightening
as almost anything I had ever seen in a horror movie. Now, thanks to my panic, the
bag was open and the bees were free. I could feel more and more of them moving up
my arm. I knew if I moved it would only make things worse, so I kept still, forced to
endure the horrid feeling of prickly bee feet inching their way up my arm.
They made it to my face.
One crawled over my lips and down my neck.
“Heeeellp,” I tried to scream through the corner of my sealed lips. “Heeeeeelpp
meeee.”
My plea came out like a slow leak.
Bees began moving under my collar and down the back of my neck. I could hear
them buzzing near my ears. Their wings sounded like a hundred chain saws. I had
been mad at myself for wishing the heat would turn off. Now I wanted it to flip back
on and blow the bees away.
I could feel one on my ankle.
It was too much. The sweat on my face and the thousands of tiny legs crawling
over me was more than I could take. I’d always thought if I were ever faced with some
terrible situation I would take the high road and bravely make the best of it.
It turns out that’s not true.
I went from a boy of fifteen and three-quarters to a child of five and a half in an
instant. I screamed like a tiny kid getting his hair pulled by the monster under the bed.
I violently kicked my legs and bucked my body up and down as hard as I could.
Apparently the bees didn’t like that. I could feel them sting my ankle, my cheek,
my arm, and my back.
I freaked out.
I rocked so hard I knocked my right shoulder out of joint and banged my head
against the duct. All I could hear was the noise of me shouting and what sounded like
two billion bees shouting back at me.
I suppose it was lucky for me that most heating ducts weren’t designed to hold the
weight of a person. I felt fortunate—I also felt the duct break loose beneath my waist.
My right leg slipped out. I kicked harder, banging my head with such force that I could
see stars and hear the sound of angels screaming.
The duct floor beneath my head broke open and the weight of my body shifted
wildly as the entire section came loose. I could feel a terrible scraping on my right hip
as the bottom dropped out from under me. The section of broken duct crashed down
against a large counter filled with dishes and bottles. I would have fallen with the duct
had it not been for the large metal seam where the duct had once been attached
catching at the waistband of my jeans. I dangled from the vent like a human piñata.
Bees burst out of the broken vent and into the room. I could see I had been wrong
about a couple of things: one, I was not above Mr. Shin’s room. I was above Miss
Harpthorn’s home economics class. And two, it had not been a bunch of angels
screaming, but a large group of girls—some of the very girls I had once unimpressed
on a basketball court.
Miss Harpthorn and her class looked up at me like I was a mangled animal that
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had come to life to attack them. I was about to say something so funny that it would
have put everyone at ease and made the whole situation nothing but a great story, but
just then my pants ripped, sending me pants-less down onto a counter full of dishes
and surrounded by far too many eyewitnesses.
Bees swarmed through the room. I closed my eyes and prayed I was dreaming. I
opened them just in time to witness a fat bee sting the tip of my nose. I screamed and
swatted at the bee as I fell off the counter onto the hard linoleum floor. A broken dish
sliced a long cut along my right arm.
The room was filled with girls screaming and bees buzzing. I felt a strange sense
of accomplishment. Someone grabbed me by my cut arm and tried to pull me up. I
shifted and turned, sitting up on my rear. Whoever was helping me let go. I looked up
and saw the large face of Principal Spools.
“Beck, are you okay?” he asked, his red face simmering.
A fistful of bees flew between us.
“I think so.”
“I’ve been looking for you,” he said sadly, sounding way too calm after what I
had just done.
“I was in the duct.”
He reached his hand out and I took it. He pulled me to my feet.
“You were looking for me?” I questioned, wondering if Jason had crawled out and
told on me immediately.
“Something’s happened,” he said loudly, swatting at bees with his hand.
I wanted to say, “Duh,” but his tone of voice indicated he was referring to
something besides me releasing bees into the school and falling pants-less into the
girls’ cooking class.
“Come with me,” he said much more compassionately than I expected.
“What is it?” I asked nervously.
Principal Spools said nothing, moving me out of the room and into the hall. The
school was alive with students running for the exits and batting at bees in the air. Girls
and boys alike were screaming and frantically looking for any way out.
I was torn. Part of me felt as if I had accomplished something big. I had created a
mess. My body ached from the fall as well as from the cuts and bee stings, but I could
walk. I should have been proud. But the truth was Operation a Couple of Days Off had
failed miserably. And unbeknownst to me there was still a large dose of pain in my
immediate future.
It’s interesting how something as bad as what I had done could be overlooked and
almost forgotten because of the death of someone I loved.
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Chapter 2

I’m Miserable Now
I watched the fat drops of rain roll down the car windows like frightened tears,
darting side to side and mixing quickly with the tracks of drops that had streamed
down moments before. The beating of the rain on the car’s roof was thunderous. I
wondered if my life would ever be silent again.
My eyes burned and my head ached from trying not to cry. I could see through the
wet window that my mother’s coffin was being lowered slowly into the ground by the
aid of two thick yellow straps. There was a small blue tent over the grave, protecting
the coffin and the tiny group of shivering people looking on.
“Pointless,” I whispered. I didn’t care how much protection or cover was
available. Even if a single drop of rain never touched my skin, I knew my soul was
going to be wet for some time.
My mother had not been well. My father had left us when I was an infant and my
mom couldn’t hold down a job. She couldn’t remember to pay bills or buy groceries.
We were constantly getting kicked out of apartments because she couldn’t remember
to turn off the bathtub water or the gas on the stove. I tried to help, but each year as
she grew more confused it became harder for her to even have me around. She knew I
was there, but I’m pretty sure it only made her feel trapped.
There had been state workers and cops who had worried about my welfare, but in
the end they had other cases to concern themselves with and I was always able to stay
out of their control.
The last few months had been the worst for my mother. She had gone to the
doctor just last week to get some new pills. It was now painfully obvious those pills
had not worked.
I watched the casket disappear below the horizon. Once it was out of sight, a short
dark man in overalls and carrying a shovel appeared out of nowhere. I watched as he
dug the shovel into a nearby pile of dirt. The shovel sliced into the soil and then the
man tossed the large lumps of earth down into the hole. The mourners slowly drifted
off to mourn someplace less wet.
“It was a lovely service,” Mr. Claude said soothingly, placing his left hand on my
shoulder. “Very nice indeed.”
I looked over at the man sitting next to me in the backseat of the car. Mr. Claude
was a thin man with ruddy skin and unnaturally black hair. He wore a gold tie and a
black suit that was as faded as the life that had just been honored. Mr. Claude was my
mother’s lawyer. I had never understood why she needed a lawyer in the first place,
but she said it was because of her family. I had only met him twice before and now I
was forced to share one of the worst moments of my life with him.
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“There was nothing lovely about it,” I argued.
“Well, the flowers were beautiful,” he sniffed.
“Flowers?” I said incredulously. “Who are you?”
Mr. Claude’s face reddened a bit and he straightened his already straight tie. The
rain became even heavier, making it impossible for there to be a truly awkward
silence. Eventually Mr. Claude spoke again.
“Beck, this may not be the best time, but I suppose there is no best time for what
must be said.”
I stared at Mr. Claude and wished he would disappear. It didn’t work.
“Your mother was financially strapped at the time of her death,” he said as though
it were some great surprise.
You mean us moving to a poor neighborhood and me having to go to a crummy
school and get free lunch wasn’t just her trying to be humble? That’s what I wanted to
say. Instead I sarcastically said, “Really?”
Mr. Claude sniffed.
“Fortunately for you, she comes from money.”
The words made no sense to me. I pictured a large pile of money giving birth to
her.
“What?” I asked.
“Her family was wealthy.”
“Rich?”
“I suppose.”
“And they’re sending money?” I asked hopefully.
I had been spending the last few days sleeping at my neighbor’s house. Mrs.
Welch was a kind old woman who had befriended us the second we moved in. When
she heard my mother passed away, she instantly insisted I stay with her until they
could figure out where I would be best placed.
Best placed.
I loved whenever I heard someone say that—like I was a puzzle piece or a vase
that people simply needed to find a spot for.
“They are not sending money,” Mr. Claude said. “But she has a brother. He’s sent
for you.”
He said it so casually I thought he might be joking. So I laughed.
“You’re kidding, right?”
“No,” he insisted. “I’m quite serious. You are lucky to have someplace to go. If
not for your uncle, you would be put into foster care until adopted. And I must say,
Beck, the chance for adoption at your age is not stellar.”
“I’m an orphan? What about my dad? He’s got to be somewhere.”
“We’ve made every attempt to find your father,” Mr. Claude said with authority.
“But there’s no trace or clue as to where he is. It seems your mother has had no contact
with him since he left. Nobody has.”
“So I’m being sent away?”
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“What did you expect?” he said dryly. “You’ve got no parents here.”
It took everything I had in me to stop my eyes from dripping. I hadn’t cried yet
and I was in no mood to do so now. I let the anger I felt hold back the tears. I was
tempted to get out of the car and just run away.
“Wait,” I remembered. “You said my mom’s brother is rich?”
“Your Uncle Aeron is very well off,” Mr. Claude said. “I’ve seen pictures of his
estate and it is quite astounding.”
“Did you bring the pictures?” I asked greedily.
“No, no,” Mr. Claude waved. “It didn’t seem appropriate.”
“Of course not,” I muttered. “Why show me where I’m going?”
“Listen, Beck, you’d do well to work on your manners,” Mr. Claude said boldly.
“I’m certain your uncle will not tolerate such sharpness.”
“I’ll try to be dull,” I said. “So where am I going?”
“Kingsplot is a couple of days travel from here, but there’s a single-rail line that
goes all the way” he said. “Your uncle has graciously sent a train ticket for you.”
“How nice of him,” I said bitterly. “I can’t just get on a train and go live with
someone I’ve never met.”
“It’s either that or be put into a home here with someone you’re not related to,” he
pointed out.
The rain on the roof simmered. It went from boisterous to beckoning, sounding
like a soft whisper from Mother Nature herself. Most of the dirt that had been sitting
next to my mother’s grave was gone. I hated how I felt. I hated the dark inside of me
that wanted nothing more than to break a window with my fist, or light something on
fire, or . . .
Mr. Claude tapped on the glass dividing us from the driver. “To the train station,”
he ordered.
“Train station?” I asked with panic.
“I told you they’ve sent tickets.”
“Today? I’m leaving today?”
“Well, you’ve got no place to stay,” he pointed out. “Even your neighbor has run
out of compassion for you. I guess she didn’t enjoy you putting her wig on that stray
dog.”
“It was a joke,” I defended.
“It was the final straw.”
“I can’t just leave,” I argued, feeling like I needed to be where my mother was
buried. She was all I had. “Don’t make me leave her.”
“You’ll feel better once you’re traveling,” Mr. Claude said. “I promise.”
“What about my stuff?” I asked, wondering how he could promise me how I’d
feel.
“The few things you had are packed and waiting at the station,” he said. “As your
mother wished.”
“She knew she was going to die now?”
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“She knew it was inevitable.” He sniffed again. “She also knew it would be best
to make it as easy for you as possible.”
“What about my plant?”
“What plant?” Mr. Claude scoffed.
The plant in question was a large-leafed fern I had raised from a tiny seedling. It
had meant a ton to me during the last month. It was the one living thing that responded
to me and was better off because I was around.
“My plant,” I argued. “Mrs. Welch has it.”
“I’m sure she’ll take good care of it,” Mr. Claude said callously. “Move on,
driver.”
“But—”
“It’s a plant,” Mr. Claude said soothingly. “The world is full of plants.”
I felt angry. The world wasn’t full of my plants. My world at the moment wasn’t
full of anything but pain. I had loved my mother and now the only person who had
ever had any patience or love for me was gone and I was being forced to move away.
The driver put the car into gear and pulled slowly away from the graveside.
I don’t care what you say; I had every right to cry.
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Chapter 3

Nowhere Fast
I threw my backpack onto the red cloth seat and plopped down next to it. The
backpack and an old suitcase in the storage cart made up my entire entourage. I owned
surprisingly little in my life besides the black shirt and jeans I was currently wearing.
An old man and a young girl sat across from me in the train compartment. From
the way they sat, it was obvious that they didn’t know one another. The old man was
nose deep into a magazine. He had a half-bald head and a full beard. The girl was at
least my age and looked both bored and bothered that I was what she would be staring
at for the next little while.
“It could be worse,” I tried, smiling a half smile at her.
The girl looked at me as if she were unsure of what language I was speaking.
“I mean I could be some deranged fat guy who smelled.”
It took a moment, but like waiting for a stubborn sunrise, her smile eventually
appeared across the bottom of her face. She was the prettiest girl I had seen in a long
time.
“I’m Beck,” I said.
“Kate,” she replied coolly.
“Hi, Kate.”
She sort of waved.
“How far are you going?” I asked.
“The end of the line,” she answered.
“Kingsplot?”
Kate nodded.
“Me too,” I said much too excitedly to come off sounding cool.
Her sunrise smile faded but that didn’t stop me from staring. She was beautiful in
a farmer’s daughter, spelling-bee champion kind of way. She had long red hair that
was partially held back by a thin black headband. Her skin was as white as my
knuckles had been the second before I fell from the vent. She wore a plaid skirt and
long white knee-high socks. Her white shirt was mostly covered by a thick black
sweater. She looked caught between styles, as if she had been preppy but was slowly
switching to hippie. Her eyes watched the scenery outside.
“It’s far,” she added. “Very far.”
“I’m going to live there,” I said cleverly.
“That’s great,” she replied, not bothering to turn and look at me.
I missed her smile.
“I have no idea what it’s like there,” I said, hoping she did.
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“I’m sure you’ll get to know it.”
“So, that’s your home?”
“Yes,” she said flatly.
The train jerked forward, grunting and hissing. I didn’t like the movement. I felt
like I was abandoning my mom and the little bit of life I had lived here.
The half-bald man in our compartment set his magazine down and rubbed the
point where his nose met his eyebrows. He looked tired and concerned about having to
travel in the company of two teenagers.
I watched the landscape speed up outside. In a few minutes the world was
washing by in a stream of color and stretching images. I thought about the last time I
had seen my mother alive. It had been the morning of the bee incident. I had
complained to her that I needed some money and she had slurred something about how
everyone wants more than they have. I tried to move the words around in my head to
make it seem as if she had said something less profound and more personal.
“So, it’s a nice place?” I asked Kate. “Kingsplot?”
Kate looked at me and then over to the old guy. She appeared confused by the fact
that I was still talking to her. I suddenly wished I was a fat deranged man that smelled
just to get back at her.
“All right,” I said strongly. “I guess I’ll just talk to myself from now on.”
Kate yawned and the old man pulled his coat up over his head and pushed his
body back into the seat.
“This is my first train ride,” I said, mostly to myself.
“My father doesn’t trust planes,” she said shortly. “He has no problem sending his
daughter to visit a bunch of unknown relatives in a big city, but he’s concerned about
me flying home.”
I stared at her for a moment and then said, “My father left when I was about one.”
Kate shrugged and yawned again.
A man in a blue uniform wearing a cap two sizes too big for his head stepped into
our compartment.
“Are we all in the right spots?” he asked as if we were babies in numbered cribs.
I showed him my ticket and he looked at the others.
“Don’t open the window,” he insisted. “The windows along this entire section
have not worked properly ever since the train derailed a month ago. The entire frame
has twisted just a bit.”
I couldn’t think of a single reason why he should be telling us that.
“So windows closed,” he continued. “And if you need assistance there will be an
attendant one car down.”
“Are there any vacancies on the train?” the older man asked.
“I believe we have one empty seat two cars up.”
The man gathered his stuff as quickly as he could and scurried from the
compartment as fast as a rat abandoning a sinking ship.
“Have a pleasant trip,” the uniformed man said to us.
“I can’t see how we couldn’t,” I answered sarcastically.
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The attendant’s smile looked forced. Kate simply yawned again.
I had never been on a train before and the clack of the wheels as they sped
forward was oddly intoxicating. Each mile we traveled my eyelids became
increasingly heavy. I tried to fight it, but sleep was smothering me. I said a couple of
clever things to Kate and she replied in unkind.
I shifted my backpack and stretched out on the empty seat next to me. I pushed
my head up against the small pillow the train company had provided. There was a
musty smell in the cabin that made it seem even more uncomfortable than it was. I
breathed slowly and could smell a trace of smoke. I would have opened my eyes to
investigate it, but my mind was sick of being awake. I had not slept well ever since my
mom had died. My body felt like it was in the mood to make up for lost time. I fell
asleep instantly.
When I woke up, Kate was staring at me. Despite my open eyes my body still felt
like it was asleep.
“Did I snore?” I asked sleepily.
“And drooled,” she said disgusted.
I wiped at my mouth and moved to sit up. My head weighed a hundred pounds. I
shifted and my head fell back down against the seat. I tried to blink the sleep and pain
out through my eye sockets.
“I don’t feel so great,” I said.
“Maybe that’s why you slept so long,” Kate suggested.
“How long?”
“Twelve hours.”
“What?” I said in shock, sitting up. My head wobbled like a large melon with an
off-balance center. “Whoa.”
“You slept for about twelve hours,” Kate said again. “You slept through five
stops, dinner, and unless you get up and move it you’ll miss breakfast. They stop
serving it at nine-thirty.”
“I can’t believe it.”
My stomach growled out loud.
“Maybe your stomach will convince you.”
“Where are we now?” I asked, looking out the window.
“About two hours from Kingsplot.”
The scenery was green all over. Tall trees grew along the tracks and stretched their
branches over the train creating a tunnel of foliage and making the cabin dark for the
time of day. Through the breaks in the trees I could see a dull blue lake and mountains
taller than the window would allow me to take in. I might have found the view
interesting, but my mind was quick to remind me that being on the train at all was the
result of my loss.
I felt depressed and sick.
Kate closed her eyes and leaned back. I hoped she would fall asleep and begin to
drool. I lifted my backpack up off the floor and onto the empty seat next to me. I
unzipped the main compartment and pulled out a thin book. It was a worn journal that
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