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Chapter 1


I can’t believe it’s the last day of summer vacation. I’m standing around feeling a bit chilly near the baggage claim at the airport, waiting for my suitcase. I’ve done this sort of thing before. I’ve always been aching to see my mom and dad again. But I don’t feel that way this year. Even though I’ve been away all summer. For the past six weeks, I’ve been staying with my aunt and uncle in Mallorca.


I struggle a bit with my suitcase, and walk towards the exit. I notice my parents right away. They are standing towards the front of the crowd, both waving little flags. I feel a pang in my stomach. I think it’s so embarrassing. My mom is especially annoying. She jumps up and down and squeals loudly when I reach them.


“Hi Ella, my little darling!” My mom hugs me way too hard. Her voice goes shrill when she gets excited. I usually talk nonstop about everything that has happened, but not this time. I’m in a quiet mood today. It suddenly dawns on me that I haven’t been missing them at all. I don’t know why I haven’t. I get a weird prickly sensation in my chest.


Of course I’ve been missing Ida and Sophie. Tomorrow is Thursday, and we’ll be starting ninth grade. We’ll be in completely new classes, so I don’t even know if we’ll end up in the same one. I won’t see Sophie for two weeks, since she’s leaving for Lanzarote today.


“Quite a lot has been happening here since you’ve been away,” my dad says, unlocking the car in the parking lot.


“Really?” I ask curiously, and right away I notice the chilly breeze hitting my tan arms. It’s a cold and cloudy day. Typical English summer, I think, as I get into the car.


My dad starts the engine. “Jonah will be living with us for the next two weeks,” he says, backing out of the parking booth.


“Jonah? Sophie’s brother?” I ask with puzzlement. “How come?”


But I already know why. My mom is a schoolteacher, and my dad is a childcare worker. We have had kids from troubled homes staying with us for a while before. Apparently, things are not going well for Jonah. I think about Sophie. I received a text message from her right before switching off my cell phone at the airport in Mallorca.


‘My dear beautiful Ella, I’ll miss you all so much. Please don’t forget about me. Love, Sophie.’


Right when I read it, I thought it might not be from Sophie at all. It’s not like her to write things like that. There was something desperate about it. Sophie always appears to be completely in control. I can’t remember the last time I saw her cry. For just a second, I thought her cell phone might have been stolen, and that it was the people who stole it who were texting me.


My mom pulls ferociously at the seatbelt while grinning at me.


“Jonah is going to be sleeping in our office. I’m sure it’ll be just lovely.”


I haven’t seen Jonah all summer, and tomorrow we start ninth grade. Even though he is my best friend’s twin brother, I’ve never spoken to him very much. But I know he has some issues.





My mom is his teacher. Or was, rather, since our classes are going to be re-divided.


“Don’t you think it’s going to be lovely?” My mom looks at me curiously, but I don’t say anything.





“Wasn’t he supposed to go to Lanzarote with Sophie?” I ask instead.


“He didn’t want to go,” my mom says, finally turning a bit serious. “That’s why he’ll be staying with us while they’re gone.”


Jonah is somewhere in our apartment already when we walk through the front door. I can smell it. It’s a cologne, which can only be his, because my dad doesn’t wear anything like that. My mom knocks on the door to the office, which is right next to my bedroom. My parents’ bedroom is at the other end of the apartment.


“Jonah, we’re back,” she says, opening the door.


I can’t help glancing inside. The shelves are full of my mom’s books and binders from school, but the desk has been cleared. Jonah is sitting on the dark grey sofa bed with a blue sports bag standing on the floor between his legs and his cell phone in his hand. I hardly recognize him. He is only millimeters of hair away from being completely bald.


“Alright,” he says, standing up.


He has grown as well. Now he’s taller than I am.


“Hi Jonah,” I say, walking inside the office. I smile automatically. Just like my mom does.





“How’s it going?” My voice is shrill, and I wave my arms around a little bit, feeling uncertain as to how I should position myself within the room. I feel as if I’m taking up too much space.


“Fine,” he says, pointing to my naked arms. “You really got a tan!”


“Yeah,” I say, looking at one of my arms. “Mallorca, you know.”


“The sofa bed is very nice to sleep in, Jonah,” my mom chirps, pulling the covers out of the cupboard. “And just let us know if you need anything, alright?”


Jonah sits back down on the sofa. He rubs his eyes and looks out of the window. We have a beautiful view from up here.


“Don’t you get dizzy living here?” Jonah asks. He looks at me again. His eyes are blue, just like his sister’s. I always thought they were so cool. Jonah and Sophie. The type of people you don’t dare to insult. They’ve both been taking swimming lessons for many years. They’re both really talented. I have often envied Sophie for being so good at sports. I used to play both volleyball and soccer, but then I had to give them up because they made my knees hurt. I tried taking guitar lessons instead, but that was really hard, so now I just sing in the school choir with Ida.





My mom laughs and pats Jonah on the shoulder. “It does feel a bit strange to have these rounded walls, but they don’t make us dizzy.”


We moved in last winter. It’s a bit of a quirky house, but my parents and I have always loved quirky things. And I have one end of the apartment all to myself. At least I did, until now. Now Jonah will be staying right on the other side of my bedroom wall.


“Please make yourself at home, Jonah,” my mom continues. “I mean, we do have a few rules in this family…”


“Yeah, we have a whole book of them,” I say sarcastically, rolling my eyes.


The truth of the matter is that we don’t have a lot of rules. We hate rules. My parents raise me with trust instead. But of course I do have chores. I cook once a week and empty the dishwasher every afternoon. My parents believe that it is important to have good teamwork when you’re a family.


“I know everything about rules,” Jonah says. He sounds bitter. I know his dad can be very strict. I’ve seen it with my own eyes, when I’ve been visiting Sophie. But my mom says it too. In fact, she often talks about my friends’ parents, while I listen and shudder and feel really happy to have her for a mom.





“Perhaps we ought to let Jonah have a bit of privacy,” my mom says, pulling me back into the hallway.


I think that’s a good idea, because I don’t really know what to say. Jonah is very different than me. And I’ve mostly just seen him when I’ve been visiting Sophie, and I haven’t done that too often, because Sophie prefers visiting me or Ida instead of us visiting her.


I go into my room and shut the door, but then find myself just standing in the middle of the floor, almost afraid to move. I often walk around in my underwear when I’m walking to the bathroom. Or sing along with the music from my radio or the TV, but now I worry that Jonah might hear me.


I cautiously sit down at my desk and hold my breath. I can hear Jonah in the office. The sound of the zipper on his sports bag comes straight through the wall. I find my pencil case and begin sharpening my pencils as quietly as I can. Suddenly Jonah is standing in my doorway. I drop my pencil out of sheer surprise.


“Your mom says dinner is ready,” Jonah laughs, as if he thinks I’m funny. “I suppose I should have knocked,” he says, bending down to pick up my pencil.


“No problem at all,” I say quickly, standing up. “At our house, every door is always open.” Now I’m beginning to sound like my dad. And of course I would have preferred it if he knocked. I feel my cheeks getting warm. Suppose I had been dancing around in my underwear, like I always do.


Jonah holds the door open for me as I walk out, and I almost start giggling, but instead I bite my hand as I walk to the kitchen at the other end of the apartment.


My mom is sitting at our round table waving a piece of paper. “Here is the list of kids in your class,” she says, smiling sneakily as if she were telling us a big secret. She hands Jonah a piece of paper as well. “And this is yours, Jonah.”


I rip the paper from her hand and breathe a sigh of relief when I see Ida’s name.


“Brilliant! I’ll be in the same class as Ida!” I sit down and keep reading. I don’t see Sophie’s name anywhere. But I notice that Jonah will be in my class as well.


Jonah is not looking at the paper, but at the clock on the wall. “Their flight is about to take off,” he says dryly.


My mom gives an understanding nod. “Any regrets, Jonah?” she asks


Jonah shakes his head. “None whatsoever,” he says, looking down at the table.


My dad hands him the pot with pasta in it. “It’s completely alright if you would like to talk about it,” he says. “And it is also completely alright if you would rather not.”


Jonah remains silent. His ears are red. He carefully takes two scoops of pasta.


“I don’t have anything to say,” he mutters.


“That’s completely alright,” my dad says.


It’s quiet around the table. It usually isn’t. I’m still looking at the list of people in my class. There are two names I don’t recognize. A girl named Jenna and a boy named Marco. They must have just moved to our school before this term.


“It’ll be exciting to get back to school tomorrow,” I say, to break the silence.


“I know. And you two will be in the same class,” my mom says, putting her knife and fork down.


“Alexander and Sebastian will be in it as well,” I say. Then I put down the paper and start putting food on my plate.


Jonah is looking at me. I sit up straight and run a hand through my curly hair. “What about Sophie?” I ask, looking at my mom.


“She will be in the other class.” My mom nods slowly.


I shake my head in shock. “She won’t like that one bit,” I say.





Ever since we found out our classes were going to be split up and reassembled, Sophie has been terrified at the prospect of not being in the same class as me and Ida. And now it has happened. She will be alone in another class.


“It will be a nice challenge for Sophie,” my dad says, chewing with his mouth open, because the food is still very hot.


It looks as if Jonah is not paying any attention, even though we’re talking about his twin sister. A little while later, he says thanks for dinner, and helps my dad fill the dishwasher. I go back to my room to call Ida. I want to ask her if she’d like to go to the beach tomorrow after school. I already miss the beautiful beaches in Mallorca. I sigh and sit down on my bed. The door is shut, but I’m afraid Jonah will come barging in again.
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