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			To Christine “Toph” Headley, the Marina to my Boom, for our friendship full of all things gay and the WNBA.
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			The third rule of boating:  Know when to get out of the way.
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			Chapter One
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			The Ali-O’Connor family was loud.

			Six of them—the whole family minus the eldest sibling, Harbor—currently sat in the very last row of the bleachers, cheering and bouncing up and down in their seats whenever Harbor got the basketball. Mom and Cordelia were the loudest of them all. Mama had her arms wrapped around Mom, and she shouted excitedly any time someone scored. Sometimes she even shouted for the wrong team, which would have made Harbor roll her eyes if she wasn’t too busy running back and forth on the court.

			The rest of Harbor’s siblings were quieter, but not by much. Even Marina’s newest best friend, Boom, who’d moved across the lagoon from them last summer, was loud, too.

			A whole row, cheering for her.

			No one else’s family was as loud as Harbor’s.

			It was so annoying.

			Just that morning, while Mama tried to get Cordelia and Lir out of the lagoon so they could get ready for Harbor’s game, Harbor had begged, “Please keep everyone from getting too wild while I play.”

			“We just get so excited,” Mama had said.

			“Well, please don’t.”

			Clearly, the conversation with Mama had done absolutely nothing.

			A girl on the other team had the basketball, and Harbor chased after her. Harbor tried to stop short, to block the other girl from taking a shot, but her feet got all tangled up and she fell backward, hard, instead. To make matters worse, the referee blew his whistle and called a foul on Harbor. It was insult on top of injury.

			This had been happening a lot lately. During the school year, Harbor had finally gotten the growth spurt her doctor had promised. She was the tallest girl on both her school team and her AAU—Amateur Athletic Union—basketball team, which was exactly what she had been hoping for. But being tall came with the added bonus of suddenly becoming really clumsy. She hadn’t quite gotten used to her feet, which had grown three sizes since September.

			She liked being tall. She hated being clumsy.

			And she hated that her family was still cheering their heads off, even though she’d tripped over her own two feet.

			Her dad was there, too. Not with the rest of her family—he stood alone on the side of the court by the edge of the bleachers. He didn’t cheer loudly. He didn’t really cheer at all. He stood there, and occasionally called out things like, “Plant your feet!” and “Nice follow-through!” and all the other things he’d taught her about how to play basketball in the first place.

			But even though he wasn’t loud like the rest of her family, that didn’t mean she liked having him there. She didn’t. It was distracting to see him standing to one side while her moms and siblings sat on the opposite side. She sometimes wondered if it was also weird for him, or weird for Mom, or weird for Mama. Maybe it was weird for her siblings to know Harbor had a dad who wasn’t their dad, who was at the game watching her play, too.

			“Harbor, pay attention!” That was her dad, and Harbor did snap to attention, but not before noticing Mom had turned her head to glance over at him.

			Someone passed Harbor the ball, and she planted her giant feet and reached up to take the shot. The girl who tried to block Harbor was much smaller than she was and smacked Harbor on the arm instead of hitting the basketball. The referee blew his whistle again, but this time it was good news. This time it was Harbor who would get to take the foul shots.

			The gymnasium hushed as Harbor lined up her foul shot, and she relished it. She closed her eyes and listened to the silence—a rare moment of quiet.

			But then Cordelia yelled, “Go, Harbor!”

			And Mom said, “Go, Harbor!” too.

			And her dad said, “Don’t forget to follow through.”

			And Mama said, “You’ve got this!”

			And Harbor wondered what it would be like to have a family that wasn’t so complicated or distracting.

			[image: basketball]

			Harbor missed both her foul shots. Luckily, her team still won. Even luckier, her coach didn’t reprimand her for missing those foul shots and focused instead on all the good things Harbor had done.

			Their coach dismissed them, and Harbor gathered her gym bag and water bottle. Since wrangling the Ali-O’Connor family was an ordeal, Harbor wasn’t surprised her dad was the first one to meet her. “Good game, kid,” he said.

			“Thanks, Dad.”

			“We’ll practice those foul shots next time you come over. You just gotta get used to your extra height,” he said, putting a hand on the top of her head to emphasize all her brand-new inches. He gave her a wink, and she smiled.

			People always said Harbor looked like her mom. It was true. They both were blond and they both were tall, though Harbor was now taller. But when Harbor stood next to her dad, she looked like him, too. They had the same nose and the same eyes. Sometimes Harbor wondered what other people would see if the three of them were still a family unit and stood together more often. Maybe they’d say she looked like both  of them.

			It didn’t matter, though, because they—her mom, her dad, and Harbor—rarely stood together.

			Especially since Harbor was usually surrounded by her siblings, none of whom looked like her, most of whom didn’t even look like one another, anyway, besides the twins of course. The Ali-O’Connor family was a hodgepodge of different genes—Harbor was Mom’s biological daughter; the twins were Mama’s with a donor. Sam and Marina were both adopted.

			Realizing they were taking longer than normal, Harbor looked around. “Do you know where Mom went?”

			“I think they all ran to the bathroom. Hey,” her dad said, turning around to poke the shoulder of a woman who was chatting with one of Harbor’s teammates and her parents. “I want you to meet someone. Dawn, I want you to meet  Harbor.”

			Dawn was a tall—the kind of tall that made Harbor feel small—Black woman with big dark eyes and an even bigger smile. “Ah, here’s your girl. You played quite a game, Harbor.”

			“Thanks,” Harbor squeaked out, not really in the mood for small talk—especially if this woman turned out to be her dad’s new girlfriend. He didn’t often date, but when he did, Harbor never really knew how to act around the women  he dated.

			“Really,” Dawn said. “You’re exceptionally talented.” She turned to Harbor’s dad and placed a hand on his shoulder. Harbor tried not to make a face. “I have to get going, but it was really great getting to see you. I’ll be in touch, okay?”

			“Sounds good. See you later, Dawn.”

			“Bye,” she said. “And bye, Harbor! Hope to see you real soon.”

			Harbor wasn’t sure what to make of that.

			She didn’t have time to dwell on it, though, because no sooner was Dawn walking away than two little arms were wrapping themselves around her waist, Cordelia’s body slamming into Harbor’s back in a bear hug. “Harbor! You played so good! Did you hear me cheering for you? My throat hurts now!”

			“Yeah, I bet,” Harbor mumbled.

			Lir joined in on the bear hug from the front, making Harbor the middle of a twin sandwich. “Did you hear us?”

			Harbor looked up as the rest of her family, plus Boom, made their way over. She glared at Mama as she said, “Yep. I heard you loud and clear.”

			Mama laughed. “Will you believe me if I told you I did tell them to take it down a notch or two?”

			“I wouldn’t believe you, and I was there when you told us,” Marina chimed in.

			“I totally get why you like that intense-looking WNBA player on the poster in your room,” Boom said. “Your face gets all scary and intense just like hers!”

			“Thanks, I think.”

			“Oh, it’s definitely a compliment,” Boom clarified. She held up her phone. “I got all your baskets on camera. Even the ones you missed.”

			Boom, annoyingly, always got everything on camera.

			“Let me through so I can see my little fish,” Mom said, squeezing her way around everyone else. She wrapped her arms around Harbor. When Mom rested her head against Harbor’s, Harbor liked having that extra height. It felt really nice.

			“Our kid isn’t really a little fish anymore,” Harbor’s dad said.

			Harbor had almost forgotten he was still there.

			Mom pulled back to look at him. “She’ll be my little fish no matter how big she gets.”

			“Can we go home now? Everyone else left already,” Harbor said. The gym was basically empty, but her entire family made it still feel plenty crowded. Plenty loud, too.

			“Yeah, come on,” Mom said. “Let’s get out of here, I’m starving.” 

			“Mama said we could get pizza!” Cordelia said.

			“You’re welcome to join us at the house for dinner if you’d like, Doug.” It was Mama who invited Harbor’s dad along. She was always the one to be the most cordial. Whenever Mom and Harbor’s dad fought, it was Mama who tried to play peacekeeper.

			Mom didn’t look thrilled as she said, “Yeah, sure, come have pizza with us.”

			“Do you like pineapple on your pizza, Doug?” Lir asked. “We’ve never had pineapple on our pizza, but we really want to try it.”

			“Our friend Pork says it’s really good,” Cordelia added. “It also has ham on it, that’s what Pork says.”

			“Pork is a person?” Harbor’s dad asked. “But the ham, that’s on the pizza?”

			“Yes, correct,” Cordelia confirmed.

			“I’ve never had pineapple on my pizza,” Harbor’s dad said. “And, unfortunately, I won’t be able to try it with you tonight. I should get home.”

			“You sure?” Mom said. “We’re getting regular pizza, regardless of what the twins think.”

			“Hey!”

			“What about pepperoni? Mama, you said we could get pepperoni,” Marina said.

			Harbor’s head was starting to spin a bit. The gym really was empty now except for her family and the janitors. “We should go,” Harbor said.

			“Come here, kid.” Harbor’s dad pulled her in for a hug. “We’ll practice together next time you come over, okay? You did great tonight.” He gestured in Mom’s direction, getting her attention. “Hey, I’ll call you later, okay? I need to talk to you about something.”

			“Yeah, okay,” Mom said.

			Harbor was about to ask him what he needed to talk to Mom about, but before she could, he was pulling her in for another half hug. “Okay, great, see you later, Harbor!” he said, walking away.

			“All right, for real, we need to get going so they can lock up this gym,” Mama said, ushering the rest of the family toward the exit.

			Harbor’s dad went one way, and the rest of the Ali-O’Connors went the other.
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			Chapter Two
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			They did not get the pineapple pizza. Mama knew better. The twins liked their pizza plain—always just plain—and she didn’t want to buy a pie no one would eat. Mom, Marina, and Sam chose pepperoni. Mama always ate whatever was left. Harbor, who they were supposed to be celebrating, wasn’t even consulted in the pizza-topping discussion.

			“Can I have a fork and knife, please?” Lir asked.

			“For your pizza?” Mom looked as though Lir had sprouted an extra head.

			“Yes. I don’t like the pizza grease on my fingers.”

			“Only if you’re careful with the knife. Go sit down, I’ll bring it to you,” Mama said. “Boom, plain or pepperoni?”

			“Pepperoni, please!”

			Boom was staying over for dinner because Boom was always over for dinner these days. Harbor thought they had enough Ali-O’Connors without Marina inviting her best friend to practically be part of the family, but no one asked for her opinion. The only good thing about Boom staying for dinner was that it meant they got an entire extra pie. Which meant there would be extra slices.

			Good Boy, the Ali-O’Connors’ giant Great Dane, whined at the counter where Mama placed the pizza boxes. He was tall enough to rest his head on the counter and stare longingly at the food.

			“Can I have one of each?” Sam asked.

			“I remember when most of you kids would have two bites of a slice and Mama or I would have to finish the rest of it. The bigger you kids get, the more food you eat,” Mom said.

			“That’s usually how growing works, yes,” Mama said.

			“Our poor bank account.”

			Cordelia, who couldn’t do anything without making a mess, was pulling the cheese off her pizza in big clumps. One of those clumps hit the floor with a splat, and Good Boy nearly tripped over his own big feet to get to it before anyone could clean it up.

			Harbor, who never thought she’d be able to relate to their giant slobbery dog, could absolutely relate to his giant, uncoordinated feet.

			Sam was heading to her seat with both slices of her pizza when she glanced out the back window, ducking a little for a better view. “Sonny’s outside. Can I ask if he wants some pizza?”

			Harbor snapped her head to look out the window, too. “I’ll do it,” she said. Sam had hung out with Sonny while Harbor was at basketball practice the other day. Harbor felt a little weird about that.

			She hadn’t seen Sonny yet this summer since he’d started his break with a weeklong baseball camp. And when he’d finally arrived, Harbor had been playing basketball. They hadn’t crossed paths yet, which was weird for them. Even though Sonny and his two brothers only came to Sunrise Lagoon to stay with their grandparents for the summers, he and Harbor had been best friends for as long as she could remember.

			She hadn’t seen Sonny since Labor Day weekend last year.

			“You should go wash up,” Mom said, then added playfully, “You’re a little rank.”

			“I’ll wash up after dinner. I’m gonna go invite Sonny,” Harbor said, and didn’t wait for Mom to say if it was okay or not. She went out the back door and onto their deck. Harbor loved where the Ali-O’Connors lived, on Sunrise Lagoon—especially in the summer. Instead of a backyard, they had a deck that led to a dock, which looked out on the water. A lagoon separated Sonny’s grandparents’ house from Harbor’s, and they had spent many summers swimming and kayaking and crabbing in that lagoon together.

			She wasn’t allowed to run on the back deck—Mom had a lot of rules about living on the water—so she walked only as fast as she thought her mom would allow. She stood in between her mom’s boats that were tied up on the dock so that she could see Sonny. He was hosing down the Badgers’ kayaks.

			“Hey.”

			Sonny looked up. When he saw Harbor standing there, he turned his hose off. “Oh. Hey.”

			It was always a little weird when they first saw each other after an entire school year. They spent almost every day together in the summers but missed birthdays and holidays and growth spurts the rest of the year.

			“Hi,” Harbor said again.

			“How was your game?” Sonny asked.

			“We won,” Harbor said.

			“Oh cool.”

			“Yeah.” 

			“I guess you grew a lot?” Sonny said. “I mean! It looks like you grew a lot?”

			Even from her view here, he didn’t seem to have grown at all. She was probably a lot taller than Sonny now.

			“Do you want to come over for pizza?”

			Sonny shook his head. “I already ate? Sorry.”

			“It’s okay.”

			“Maybe next time?”

			“Yeah, okay.” Harbor didn’t know what else to say. The sun was starting to set. It felt nice outside with the breeze. Harbor remembered how excited she was last year when the Badger brothers had arrived for the summer. She had immediately jumped in the lagoon to swim across and greet them. “You’re washing the kayaks?”

			“They’ve been in the shed since last year. They were so gross.”

			“Maybe we can use them tomorrow? If you want?”

			Sonny shrugged. “Yeah, okay.”

			“Okay.”

			Harbor knew she should turn around and go inside for dinner. She needed to eat, and she still needed to shower. Still, she found herself lingering on the dock, watching as Sonny started up his hose again. None of this felt like it was supposed to. “I’ll see you tomorrow then?” Harbor shouted.

			Sonny turned off the hose again. “What?”

			“I’ll see you tomorrow? We can kayak?” Harbor asked.

			“Oh. Yeah. Okay,” Sonny said. “Sounds good.”

			Sonny started the hose again. Harbor went back inside.
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			Chapter Three
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			Boom was sleeping over. Harbor had come back to her room after showering to find a sleeping bag on her bedroom floor. The bedroom was crowded enough already, since she shared it with both Marina and Sam.

			“Can’t you sleep in the living room or something?” Harbor scowled at Marina.

			“I don’t like sleeping anywhere except for here, in my bed, with my sound machine and everything I am used to,” Marina said.

			Harbor’s middle sister was anxious about a lot of things. Her moms said to give Marina a little patience, that she couldn’t control all the things that worried her or stressed her out. Still, sometimes it bugged the heck out of Harbor anyway.

			“I need my own room,” Harbor mumbled, and not for the first time.

			“I have my own room,” Boom said from her usual spot on the bedroom floor. “And it’s actually pretty lonely. There’s no one to talk to there!”

			“You’re supposed to sleep in a bedroom, not talk.”

			“That’s mighty boring, Harbor.”

			“Not everything needs to be one of your movies, Boom,” Harbor fired back.

			“Hey, be nice in here,” Mama said as she entered the bedroom. She had an extra pillow in her hands that she handed over to Boom.

			“We barely fit in this bedroom as is,” Harbor said. “Boom has her own house and her own family.”

			“Boom is an honorary Ali-O’Connor,” Marina said.

			“We have enough Ali-O’Connors!”

			Mama wrapped an arm around Harbor’s shoulders. “Hey, come on. Do you want to sleep somewhere else tonight instead? I can set you up by yourself in the living room? Or you can sleep with Mom and me?”

			“Mom snores,” Harbor said.

			“I do not!” Mom said from somewhere out in the hallway.

			“Yes you do!” Sam and Marina shouted from their beds while the twins both shouted the same thing from their room across the hall. 

			“We have no room in this house!” Harbor said. “You can’t even have a conversation without someone overhearing it!”

			“Hey, Harbor?” Mom poked her head in the bedroom. “Why don’t you come into our room for a bit. Let your sisters and Boom settle in. We need to chat about something anyway.”

			Harbor groaned but let Mama lead her across the hall. Harbor loved their home—she loved living on the water, she loved the bird sanctuary across the way with all the ospreys and blue herons and egrets, and she loved Mom’s three boats tied up to the dock in the lagoon out back. But their house, which only had three bedrooms and one bathroom, was too small for two moms, one giant dog, five kids, and, occasionally, their friends. Especially now that Harbor was older and taller. The house felt like it was shrinking.

			Good Boy was on his dog bed on the floor of her moms’ room. When he saw Harbor, he tried to roll over so she could pet his belly, but he misjudged just how close he was to the wall and his legs smacked against it with a thud. Harbor sat on the floor and Good Boy rolled over again, laid his head in her lap, and immediately started drooling as she rubbed  his ears.

			“Good Boy is too big for this house, too,” Harbor said.

			Mom sat on the edge of the bed, and Mama sat on the other side, spreading lotion on her legs and knees, her usual bedtime routine. “We can’t really do anything about the size of the house right now, Harbor,” Mom said. “Cut Marina and Boom some slack.”

			“It’s my bedroom, too, and Boom is always in it.”

			“We’ll try and limit their sleepovers each week,” Mama said. “Okay?”

			Harbor sighed. “Yeah. Fine.”

			“We actually wanted to talk to you about something else,” Mom said. “Your dad called a little bit ago. He said he introduced you to his friend Dawn?”

			Great. They were going to sit her down and tell her that her dad had a girlfriend. Harbor didn’t really want to have this conversation. “Yeah. We talked for, like, two seconds.”

			“Did he tell you she’s a basketball coach?”

			“Um. No?”

			“Well, she is. She coaches for an elite summer league, up by where your dad lives,” Mom said.

			“Oh.” Harbor was a little confused. “She watched me play?”

			Mom nodded. “She did.”

			“She thought you were excellent,” Mama added.

			“I missed my free throws.”

			“You still had a great game,” Mama said.

			Harbor shrugged. Mama wasn’t really a basketball expert. Harbor could run back and forth and not score a single basket, and Mama would tell her she did wonderfully. “So . . . what did you and Dad talk about, then?”

			“Coach Dawn wants you to play for her this summer,” Mom said. “Her summer team is a level up from where you’re playing now, and if you want to keep improving, or if you want to play after high school—”

			“Which you don’t have to commit to now,” Mama interrupted.

			“Right, which you don’t need to commit to now, but if you wanted to, this team could help you start to focus on that.”

			Harbor was so excited, she hadn’t realized she’d stopped petting Good Boy until he started to whine. “Wait, really? I want to! I mean, I really want to keep playing. I want to get better, and move up, and keep playing. Can I? Can I play on this team?”

			Her moms exchanged glances.

			“If it’s what you really want,” Mom said.

			“It is! It definitely is.”

			“There’s just one thing,” Mom said. She started toying with the strings on her pajama pants, which was a telltale sign that she was nervous about something. Which made Harbor a little nervous, too.

			“What?” she asked.

			“It’d just be on the weekends. Long practice days, and the games in the evenings.”

			“That’s fine!” Harbor said. It would give her all week to enjoy the summer on the lagoon, and hang with Sonny, without having to miss too much. “That’s perfect!”

			Mom stopped playing with her pajama strings. “You’d have to spend those weekends at your dad’s.”

			Oh. “Every weekend?” Harbor asked. “All weekend?”

			“It’d be too much for us to drive you back and forth. And your dad lives five minutes from the courts you’d be playing on,” Mama said. “So one of us would take you over on Friday night and pick you up either Sunday night or Monday morning—we still need to work the details out a bit.”

			“Oh,” Harbor said.

			Harbor usually spent two weekends a month at her dad’s house. Mostly. Sometimes they skipped a weekend or two if she had basketball or he had something to do or she had summer plans or birthday parties or whatever else. Their visits were more consistent when she was little, but they hadn’t been consistent in a long time. And she’d never spent every single weekend with him.

			“Mama!” Marina called from across the hall. “Can Boom and I borrow your laptop to watch a movie before bed?”

			Immediately after, Cordelia and Lir poked their heads into their moms’ bedroom. “Can one of you come read with us before bed?” Lir asked.

			And then Sam poked her head up behind them. With their bodies hidden behind the doorway, they looked like three floating heads stacked on top of one another, with Sam on top. “Can I have another blanket? Marina put the fan on high and it’s a little too chilly.”

			Then Good Boy suddenly got up, nudging Harbor a little to the side, and ran over to jump on and lick the twins. Her moms were already climbing out of bed. “I’ll come read to you both in a minute,” Mama was saying as Mom told Sam, “I’ll grab a blanket for you and the laptop for your sister.”

			Harbor stayed on the floor of her moms’ room and thought, At least at my dad’s house I have my own room.

			She could play basketball and have her own room every single weekend.
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