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				Intro

				I’m Jake Wambold.

				I’m Lily Wambold.

				This is the story of our lives.

				Life.

				Whatever. We’re taking turns.

				For this intro, we’re taking turns on lines.

				Like, this line is me (Jake).

				And this line is me (Lily).

				Then we’ll take turns on chapters.

				We don’t know how many chapters this book will have.

				But even if it had a million chapters, we couldn’t tell you the whole story.

				Because

				well

				uh

				it’s hard to explain.

				You’ll just have to take our word for it.

				Especially the beginning. You might think it’s weird.

				Forget might. They’re gonna think it’s weird.

				Anyway, first you’re going to hear from me (Jake) because

				Don’t say it.

				I’m older.

				Ha!

				That’s why I did the first line too.

				Whoopee.

				But that’s not the cool thing.

				Finally he’s off who’s older, who’s first.

				The cool thing is, we can do this without looking at

				what each other is writing.

				We could show each other, but we don’t have to.

				I told you you might think it’s weird.

				Gonna.

				Let’s get started before we weird them away.

				Not so fast. Tell them how much older you are than me.

				Here we go.

				Tell them.

				Eleven minutes. Happy?

				Eleven measly minutes.

				First is first.

				Because of eleven minutes, I’ll be in second place my whole life.

				Boohoo.

				One more thing.

				So you probably figured it out by now. We’re not just brother and sister. We’re

				twins!

				(That last word was done by both of us.)
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				Light!

				Hurricane of light coming at me. Swallows me. I am blinding, screaming light. It’s gone. I’m still here. Dark. Cool. Silent.

				Below me railroad tracks gleam in moonlight. Cool, rough cement on my bare feet. Somewhere a clock strikes. I count. Three. In the morning? I’m in my pyjamas. Where am I? Why aren’t I in bed? Am I dreaming?

				I smell pickles.

				I am not alone. I hold out my hand.
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				Our hands touch. Everything is OK.

				“I just had a dream,” he says.

				“What about?” I say.

				“I was standing down there –” he points to the tracks – “and there was a bright light and—”

				“—and a train went through you!”

				He looks at me. “How did you know?”

				“I had the same dream.”

				We look at each other. We look up the tracks. There is no sign of a train.

				“Maybe we’re still dreaming,” he says. “Poke me.”

				I poke him.

				“Harder.”

				I poke harder.

				He squeals, “Ow!”

				“Tickle me,” I say.

				He tickles me, in my worst spot.

				I howl.

				“We’re not dreaming,” he says.

				“Not any more,” I say.

				“Where are we?” he says.

				We look around. Railway tracks. Benches. Wooden posts prop up a roof that brims out over the concrete platform we stand on. A dim mist of light from the street behind.

				“I think it’s the train station,” he says.

				“What are we doing at the train station?” I say.

				“How did we get here?” he says.

				We stare at each other.

				“Sleepwalk?” I say, not believing myself.

				“Sleepwalk?” he says. “I don’t sleepwalk.”

				“Me neither,” I say.

				We stare into the darkness. Crickets shake their rattles.

				“Well,” I say, “I guess we do now.”

				We’re quiet some more. Thinking. Or trying to. How do you think about something you don’t understand?

				“Lil?” he says.

				“Huh?”

				“In the dream?”

				“Yeah?”

				“Did you smell something?”

				“Yeah.”

				“What?”

				“You say it.”

				“Let’s both say it.”

				“Pickles!”

				More silence. A distant voice shouts but I can’t make out the word.

				“Jake?”

				“Huh?”

				“Are you scared?”

				“No.”

				“Me neither.”

				Silence. Night.

				“Jake?”

				“Huh?”

				“When the train came?”

				“Yeah?”

				“Did you feel something?”

				“What do you mean?”

				“Feel. When the train came, did it feel like something?”

				“Yeah. It felt like a train coming.”

				“What else?”

				“Huh?”

				“What else? What else did it feel like?”

				He looks at me. His eyes go wide. He smiles. “Home.”
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				That’s how it started. I said “home” and my sister smiled and then for no good reason we both started giggling, just standing there giggling on the train platform in the middle of the night.

				We left the station. We started walking down the street. Talking…
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				and talking…
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				and talking.

				We were only six then, but we were old enough to know something amazing had just happened. We had both sleepwalked to the same place at the same time – on 29 July, our birthday!

				And there was more – the train station, the train. All our lives we had been hearing the story: we were born on a famous train, the California Zephyr. Our parents already knew they were going to have twins, but we weren’t supposed to come out for another month, so Mum figured they had plenty of time to go to San Francisco for Uncle Peaceboy’s wedding. They took the cross-country train instead of flying so Mum could be more comfortable. After the wedding, on the train back, we were born to the surprise of everybody. In the Moffat Tunnel. The Moffat Tunnel is over six miles long and goes under the mountains in Colorado. Personally, I was perfectly happy to wait till Mum got home to be born. But Lily, of course, being Lily, she couldn’t wait. I swear if I concentrate real hard, I can remember her inside our mother pushing me from behind. So into the world we came, first me (I’ll say it for her: ha!), then Lily, in a compartment in a sleeping car. By the dark windows of the Moffat Tunnel. And pickle smell. Because it happened so fast that Dad came rushing from the club car, where he had just bought and taken his first bite out of a big fat dill pickle. There was no doctor, just Dad and the conductor and two waitresses from the dining car.

				So now we walked along the night-lit streets and talked about that and boggled over it and nudged each other and giggled at the amazement of it all. And we started to remember things, things that up till then we hadn’t thought much about. Like the time Lily was crying, “I’m stuck! I’m stuck!” Only she wasn’t. She was sitting on the living-room floor with a colouring book. It was me who was stuck.

				Mum found me in the back garden. My foot had got caught beneath the fence and I couldn’t pull it loose.

				Like the time I yelled “Stop!” and Lily heard me and stopped – just as she was about to chase a ball into the street when a car was coming. No big deal, maybe you’re saying, except at the time I was at the dentist – five miles away.
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				As if that explains everything.

				As usual, Jake misses the point. He skims the top off things. Sure, what happened was that we both sleepwalked to the train station at the same time. And had the same dream. And talked and talked. But that was just the cherry, the whipped cream. Down deep with the hot fudge and ice cream was what else happened. What really happened. Which was this: we became ourselves. I know, it sounds weird. But it’s like, on the train in the Moffat Tunnel that night, not quite all of us was born. I mean, it looked like all of us was born. But something was missing. The knowing. We didn’t know who we were. Not really. (The important word there is we.) We just went along with the programme for the first six years, being but not knowing ourselves. Being “twins”. To everybody else: adorable, mysterious twins. To ourselves: duh, so what’s the big deal?

				And then we awoke that night hand in hand at the train station, and it’s like the rest of us was finally born. We knew. At last we knew. We saw ourselves like everybody else saw us. It suddenly hit us: we’re different!

				It’s like a beautiful present had been sitting there for six years and we never noticed it and then finally we did and we tore it open and…wow! The present was us.

				So what exactly is it that we finally knew?

				Well, we knew that not everybody can hear their brother from five miles away. We knew that not everybody yells, “I’m stuck!” when it’s happening to somebody else.

				OK, that’s what we knew about everybody else, but what about us? What did we finally know about us?

				We couldn’t say – we could only feel – because there were no words. It’s like, whatever it was, it existed on the other side of words. So if you were following us on the way home from the train station that night, you wouldn’t have heard regular, full-sentence talk. All you would have heard were scraps, like “Did you see…!” and “What a fantastic…!” and “Do you believe…!” And that’s about all. Because the rest of the talk was happening between our heads, not our mouths.

				What an amazing night, the night we unwrapped ourselves. Before we knew it, Jake pointed to the sky and said, “Look – it’s morning!” We had been circling our block all night – two six-year-olds in July in pj’s and bare feet. We raced for home. The front door was wide open. We ran to the kitchen, grabbed cereal boxes and bowls. We were just starting to eat – hard to do when you’re gulping giggles – when Mum came down.

				She nearly fainted. “What are you two doing up? You’re never up this early.”

				“We’re too excited to sleep,” Jake said.

				“It’s our birthday!” I said.
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				Our birthday party was in the back garden. Some cousins were there plus a couple of neighbourhood kids. Dad grilled hot dogs and hamburgers. The cake had blue and pink candles. We both blew them out at once. Well, I blew. Lily burped. It was her first public burp. Everybody laughed, so ever since then she thinks she’s the world’s greatest burper. She can burp on command. She practices.

				Dad took our picture as we stood next to a stepladder. He said he was going to do it every year on our birthday, to show how we’re growing up the ladder.

				For her present, I gave Lily a model train engine. (Mum paid for it.) Lily didn’t even know she wanted it, but I did. I wrapped it in a paper bag. When I gave it to her, she screeched, “A train!” Mum said, “Not fair, you peeked.” But she didn’t peek. She didn’t have to.

				Lily gave me a stone. I was already collecting stones by then. She must have found it at the stream, because it was worn smooth as glass. It was the size and shape of a robin’s egg, grey with thin pink lines through it. I still have it.

				Every year our parents give us tools. That year it was a tape measure for Lily, a ball-peen hammer for me. Mum and Dad have their own construction business. They build and renovate houses. They don’t believe in buying stuff you can make. Their motto is “If you want it, make it”.

				One of the kids at the party was a mystery. Nobody knew him. He said his name was Bump. Turned out he lived up the street. Bump Stubbins. He saw the party going on and invited himself. Nobody had the heart to tell him to scram. He had a Mohican haircut.

				After we opened our presents, I saw him walking away. A couple of minutes later he came back with a big grin and said, “Happy birthday,” and gave me a stone. A muddy, ordinary-looking stone. I was thinking if I washed off the mud maybe it would look pretty cool. But Lily wasn’t fooled. “That’s stinky,” she said. She grabbed the stone from my hand and threw it into the next garden. She snarled at him, “Don’t ever give my brother a stinky stone again.” Already she didn’t like Bump. She turned to Dad. “Daddy, kick him out. Nobody invited him.” Dad just laughed and said, “Now be nice, Lily. You’re the birthday girl.”

				That was the day we found out we couldn’t play hide-and-seek. There were no good places to hide in the garden, so us kids were let into the house. “You can hide anywhere downstairs,” my dad told us. “But not upstairs.”

				When Lily was It, I hid in the back of the cupboard in the utility room. As soon as Lily reached one hundred, I heard her call, “Give it up, Jake! I know you’re in the utility room!”

				When I was It, Lily cheated. She sneaked upstairs. My sister cheats a lot. Which is no big deal, because she’s so bad at it she doesn’t fool anybody. She lies too. Anyway, when I finished counting and opened my eyes, I knew exactly where she was. “Lily!” I called. “Come down from behind the shower curtain!”

				“Rats!” I heard her growl.

				As she came stomping down the stairs, Mum and Dad were gaping at me boggle-eyed.
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				Jake got one thing right – I didn’t like Bump from the start. But more about that meatball later.

				Because we had been awake since three o’clock in the morning that sixth birthday, we went to bed right after dinner. The last thing I said to Jake was, “Should we tell Mummy and Daddy?” Jake said, “Not yet.”

				Years later not yet is still going on.

				For a long time our parents didn’t have to tell us to go to bed. We couldn’t wait to be alone in the dark so we could giggle and talk about our amazing secret. Our talk happened in an up-and-down direction because we had bunk beds then. Of course I was on top.

				It’s like the secret was our new toy. But it wasn’t an easy toy to play with. I think at first we thought we were magicians or wizards. We figured we had powers. “Maybe we’re superheroes,” Jake said one day. “Yeah,” I said, “maybe this is what superheroes are like when they’re little kids.” We were actually serious. Well, not serious enough to try flying off our roof. But serious enough to make up magic words and paint a stick gold and convince ourselves it was a magic wand. We tried to make the kettle talk. We tried to make daggers spring from our fingernails. We tried to set the sofa on fire by staring at it. Nothing worked. Shoot, we couldn’t even make a chair walk across the room.

				We tried to wizardize somebody else. Bump Stubbins started coming around on his Wonder-Wheels the day we got our own WonderWheels. We would go riding off down the pavement and there he was, pedalling along with us. He kept turning off and saying, “This way! This way!” but we never followed and he had to turn around and catch up with us. One day I had enough. I pointed the gold stick at him and said, “Moozum!” three times and concentrated as hard as I could. At first I pictured his arms falling off. I peeked and saw that wasn’t happening, so I settled for just making him disappear. But there he was, as visible as ever and even more annoying because he was smirking at me.

				So we figured out pretty quick that whatever power we had – we still didn’t have a word for it – was just between the two of us. And we had more to learn. One day I heard a thump in the dining room. Jake was on the floor, ready to cry, rubbing the back of his head. “What happened?” I said. “I let myself fall backwards,” he snivelled. “I thought you would catch me.”

				Another time I was in the back garden and I wanted Jake to come out and play, so I closed my eyes and I concentrated on his name: Jake…Jake…come to me. My eyelids were getting sore, and still he wasn’t coming. I found him in the cellar playing with Mum and Dad’s tools.

				I would think about cupcakes and say, “What am I thinking about?” and he would say “donkeys” or “Bugs Bunny” – anything but cupcakes.

				Every day we said to each other, “What are you thinking? What are you thinking?” We never knew. Weeks went by. Months. Nothing happened. We tried playing hide-and-seek. We couldn’t find each other. We were back to being ordinary run-of-the-mill twins. It’s like our powers had tricked us. Teased us. Made us feel special, then backed off.

				“Maybe it was a phase,” I said.

				“What’s a phase?” said Jake.

				I had heard our parents use the word. “I think it’s, like, when you outgrow something.”

				Jake’s mouth pouted. “I don’t want to outgrow it.”

				“Me neither,” I said. Our heads came together and we were sad. We went to bed sad.

				But on our next birthday – our seventh – we woke up in the middle of the night. At the train station. To a blinding light. And the smell of pickles.
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				So that’s how it went from then on. Every birthday night – 29 July – there we were, at the old train station, in our pyjamas, waking up from the same dream, the blinding light of the oncoming train, the smell of pickles. We weren’t worried about our power ditching us any more. We knew it was there. We knew it would come and go on its own schedule, not ours.

				I was happy to call it our “thing” or “power”. But that wasn’t good enough for Lily. She kept saying it had to have its own one-of-a-kind name. Then one school morning I felt something pressing my nose. I opened my eyes. Lily’s face was hanging upside down from her upper bunk. “Goombla,” she said. I just stared. “It’s goombla.” I knew exactly what she was talking about. We finally had a word for our special thing. Goombla. I just didn’t like her timing. It was five o’clock. “Go to sleep,” I growled, and turned over.

				Every birthday I gave Lily a train car. Every year she gave me a stone. But there were no more parties at the house. Lily was afraid Bump Stubbins would show up again, so she begged our parents to do our birthdays at The Happy Hippo.

				One thing was the same for every birthday: we got twin presents from Grandpa Dooley (our mum’s dad). We call him Poppy. Poppy and Grandma Dooley lived in California. Dad says they were flower children left over from the seventies. They were hippies. They lived over a garage and drank green tea, and Grandma wore a flower in her hair every day like it was still the seventies. In pictures we saw, Poppy’s hair was as long as Grandma’s. The only shoes they had were sandals.

				Grandma died trying to save the redwoods. She was perched in a giant redwood two hundred feet up for eight days and refused to come down until they stopped cutting down the trees. But something broke up there and she fell. And then, in a way, so did Poppy.

				“Poppy went off the deep end,” Mum and Dad told us. He tried to be a regular person. He got a haircut. And socks. He got a job in a supermarket and then an office and then a bank. But he just couldn’t do it, not without Grandma. One day he walked out of the bank and never came back. He walked clear out of California. He was gone by the time of Uncle Peaceboy’s wedding and our birth on the train. Nobody heard from him until a strange box came to the house the day before our second birthday. It was from Mexico and inside it were two sombreros. Even though they were kid-sized they were still too big for us, but we wore them anyway, down over our faces, because we loved them so much.

				Poppy sailed to every continent. He worked on freighters and tankers. Every birthday a box arrived from a different country. We got bolos from Argentina, tiny silver elephants from India, emu feathers from Australia, voodoo masks from Haiti. The two gifts were always identical.

				“Why doesn’t Poppy ever come see us?” We were always asking that. The only answer we ever got was, “He’s trying to find himself.” That made no sense. When we got old enough to have our own email address, we kept sending messages to his BlackBerry: “Hurry up and find yourself so you can come see us.” He always answered us, but the only thing that showed up on our porch was a birthday box every 29 July.

				Bump Stubbins kept showing up too. Lily kept telling him to get lost. He was a real clown. He would crash his bike into a telegraph pole. He would pretend to walk into a wall. He would reach into his nose with the tip of his tongue. For a while there he had a new act every day. I guess he figured if he could make Lily laugh, she would let him join us. But she wouldn’t even look at him. Me? I just thought he was funny.

				He was especially funny the day Lily and I were on the porch wearing our sombreros and practising our Mexican: “Si si!” and “Muchos gracias!” Bump comes along, and before you know it he snatches my hat and plops it on his own head. I was mad at first, but when I saw how funny he looked, all I could do was laugh. But Lily went after him. He jumped down from the porch and started running. That’s the day he found out how fast Lily is. She caught him and grabbed for the hat. But it didn’t come right off because it had a string that went under the chin, and when she pulled at the hat the string caught his neck and he jerked to a stop. Lily grabbed the hat and brought it back to me. Bump staggered home whimpering, and we figured that was that.

				That day after dinner Bump showed up with his mum. She showed our parents the mark on his neck. And here’s where it got surprising for Mrs Stubbins. Before she had a chance to say anything else, Lily squeezed out from between Mum and Dad and piped up, all cheery, “I did it!” Mrs Stubbins first looked shocked, then disappointed because she didn’t have a chance to complain or accuse anybody. She glared at Lily, glared at me, glared at our parents. “Well,” she said, “I hope you’re going to punish her for choking my son.”

				“Oh, we will,” our father said.

				I guess Bump still wasn’t satisfied, because then he snarled at Lily, “And you ain’t twins neither. Twins look exactly alike.”

				Lily went for him, but Dad caught her by the shirt collar. He smiled at Mrs Stubbins. “We have it covered.”

				After Bump and his mum stomped off, Dad said one simple word to Lily: “Room.”

				Lily put a grump on her face and slumped upstairs. She wasn’t going to our room but to the Cool-It Room. Lily will explain that in a minute.

				See, what Mrs Stubbins didn’t know is that Lily confesses. (I already told you that she lies, but she never lies when the question is, “Did you do it?” She steals my pumpkin seeds but never denies it.) Confessing is very rare among kids. And she didn’t mind getting punished, especially when punishment was the Cool-It Room.
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				I loved the Cool-It Room. Jake knew it but our parents didn’t. They saw me grumping and slumping, and they thought I hated it. I was like Brer Rabbit in the briar patch. No! No! Anything but that! Pleeeeeze don’t throw me in the Cool-It Room!

				The Cool-It Room was on the third floor. Still is. It’s a big old house we live in, and most of the third floor is a dusty attic loaded with junk from renovated houses. But there’s also a door that leads to a little room. Dad says I first got sent there when I sawed Jake’s foam-rubber football in half because I was mad at him. I guess I couldn’t stay out of trouble, because I kept getting sent to the attic dungeon, which Dad started calling the Cool-It Room. Jake started getting sent up too, but only about once for every ten times for me. We were always sent up with a cooking timer. Dad set the timer according to “the horribleness of the crime”, as he used to say. When the timer went ping! we could come out.

				Dad was a genius. He knew that the worst punishment for a kid is boredom. And that’s what the Cool-It Room was: B-O-R-I-N-G. Ceiling, floor, four walls – it was nothing but six bare sides. So I don’t blame Dad for figuring I’d be good just to stay out of there. But it just wasn’t in the cards, I guess. I kept messing up, Dad kept pointing: “Lily – Cool-It Room.” So I figured as long as I was going to be spending a lot of time there, I might as well make myself comfortable. I started sneaking stuff from the attic into the room. Braided rag rugs. A white wicker rocking chair. A bench. Cushions. Books. Games. And my carnival prize, Joe the grinning gorilla. Whenever I wasn’t in the room, Joe got to sit in the rocking chair.

				It got to be so nice in there I started getting in trouble just so I’d get sent up. Even Jake liked it. Which he didn’t at first. He would just mope and grumble and stare at the timer till it went ping! But after I fixed up the room, we did colouring books (when we were little) and Monopoly and Old Maid. We had burping contests, which of course I always won. And we played tic-tac-toe on the walls. Those were some of the happiest times of my life, playing games and writing on the walls of the Cool-It Room with Jake. Sometimes we kept playing after the ping!

				So yeah, I confess. So yeah, I get in trouble. What’s the big deal? You do the crime, you do the time. What’s there to be afraid of? Be smart and you can even make it fun.

				My only regret was that Jake wasn’t up there enough. Sometimes I tried to frame him and get him banished with me, but it never seemed to work. He lives his life in the lines, like he colours. Hates trouble. I asked him a thousand times. I’m asking now: what are you so scared of?

				Oh, another regret. I don’t get sent to the Cool-It Room any more. Dad says I’ve outgrown it. Now I get “big girl” punishments, like grounding and cutting my allowance.
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