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Everyone at Rochemont Academy has a secret, 

secrets that can get them killed.
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Rochemont Academy keeps its secrets in shadowed corridors and locked archives. Zachary White knows this better than anyone — he is one of those secrets.
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When his classmate Erik Weber dies racing a Maserati through the French countryside, the school mourns. But Zach's best friend Anton has been hacking school records, and what he's found is chilling: the kid they knew as Erik Weber may not have been Erik Weber at all. Zach doesn't want to believe it. Believing it means admitting that Rochemont — the dark, ancient school that has swallowed his whole adolescence — may be hiding secrets beyond his comprehension.
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[image: ]I STAND UNDER THE DIM LIGHTS in the school chapel and stare at the coffin. There’s a kid in there, only a couple years older than me, and dead. I wonder what his injuries look like under the closed lid. I push the images out, but they’ll come back in a few seconds. My mind isn’t strong enough to defend against such gruesome thoughts for long.

I’m at the front of the line. I’m supposed to move, but I’m frozen in place. I haven’t been to a funeral since my father died. That was nine years ago and thousands of miles away. Here, now, I don’t know what to do. When I walked through the doors there was a line, so I got in it. I’ve kept my head down the past few minutes, advancing one step at a time and avoiding eye contact with any of the hundreds of other boys crammed into the chapel. Now I’m next up to pay my respects, mourn our collective loss, grieve for a boy I hardly knew. But how?

At my father’s funeral my mother led me around by the hand, acted like someone would snatch me away if she let go for even a second. Looking back, I can see it was the first sign of her quiet insanity. If I had known then how bad it would get, if I had known that she would snatch me away from Arcanville, would bring me here to France and then disappear, I might have run. But at least for that day I knew where to stand, where to put my attention. I just stayed at her side and tried not to be afraid.

This evening there’s no one to stick close to. My best friend, Anton, had his face in his laptop when I stopped by his room. He had no interest in getting here early, in coming to the memorial service at all. He would sit and play games all night if attendance weren’t mandatory. Instead, he’ll slip in as late as he can without getting in trouble. Then he’ll bolt at the end so he can get back to his computer.

Why am I here on time? I can only guess that it’s simple, morbid curiosity. How do people act when someone dies? Is there a right way? What do people say when the death is so grisly and violent? What would I feel if I were the one lying in that casket?

“Ahem...” A boy behind me clears his throat, prompting me to move. The voice is high, so I know it’s one of the younger boys taking the chance to rib me. Normally I would turn around and burn him with an angry glare. I’m not into a power trip, but this boarding school has a hierarchy. I’d look like a fool to the boys my age if I let a little kid get away with being smart to an upperclassman.
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