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      CHAPTER ONE


      

         Charlie Abbott put one foot on his skateboard and pushed off with the other. He gained some speed, then put both feet on and

         coasted. It was one smooth ride on a beautiful end-of-summer day. But Charlie wasn’t enjoying it.

      


      Another new neighborhood! he thought dismally.

      


      Charlie was ten years old. He and his parents had moved seven times. He’d lived in seven new houses, been to seven new schools,

         gotten to know seven new neighborhoods. And seven times, he’d tried to fit in and make friends.

      


      Now they’d moved for the eighth time. And did 

         he believe his mom when she said this was the last house he’d live in? No, he did not!

      


      Immediately, he felt guilty. The new house was special to his mother. It had belonged to her mother, Charlie’s grandmother. Grandma Beth had died a few months ago.

      


      “I’m not selling it,” his mother had said to his father. “It’s the houseI grew up in. I want Charlie to grow up in it, too.”

         And just like that, they sold their old house, packed up their belongings, and moved —again.

      


      Charlie zigzagged down the sidewalk. His mom was so sad when her mother died. Charlie was sad, too. He had always been able

         to tell Grandma Beth anything. Sometimes, she seemed to understand Charlie better than his parents did.

      


      Take sports, for example. Charlie liked to play catch with his dad and shoot hoops with his mom. Whenever they moved, his

         parents encouraged him to join one of the teams. “It’s a great way to make friends!” his dad would say.

      


      

         But Charlie never had fun on teams. He was always the new kid, the one who had to prove he could catch, throw, dribble, kick,

         shoot baskets — whatever the sport demanded. Plus, most of his teammates already knew each other. Sometimes they’d let him

         into their circle. Sometimes they wouldn’t.

      


      And in the end, it never mattered how well Charlie played or how many friends he made. His family usually moved before the

         end of the season. After this happened a few times, Charlie just stopped joining teams.

      


      That didn’t mean Charlie stopped liking sports. He still enjoyed them, but the kind he liked best were the extreme sports

         — skateboarding, inline skating, snowboarding. His parents didn’t understand why he wanted to do those kinds of sports instead

         of team sports. But his grandmother did. She knew Charlie liked them because he could do them by himself.
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