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Foreword


by Jim Brozina (Alice’s dad)


One warm night in the summer of 1998 I returned from taking a friend and her daughter to a concert in Philadelphia to find my own daughter Alice hopping up and down in the driveway like a madwoman, waving her arms and screaming. Since it was nearly midnight, I thought that something terrible must have happened, so I stopped the car and jumped out. She was shouting, “What are you doing? Look at the time! Look at the time!” Then it struck me. I had completely forgotten about our reading streak! We went inside, grabbed our book, and started our night’s reading posthaste.


Months before, in an effort to stave off the end of my time reading aloud to Alice, fearing she might outgrow it, we had made a pact that I would read aloud to her every night. Never one to use small measures, Alice had boldly stated that our streak should last for one thousand nights. I was taken aback by this, since in the course of a thousand nights, I felt that something was bound to go wrong and that it would be a practical impossibility. However, as a parent and teacher, I felt that my role should be to encourage and not discourage the aspirations of children. Just the same, the idea of a thousand nights did make my head spin.


As this story will tell you, our streak went on for many nights after that. Through all sorts of turmoil and circumstance we persevered until at last the streak ended almost nine years later. Since Alice and I are both people who do not look for precedent in anything we do, it only seemed a little bit odd that we spent a part of each day reading together from the time she was nine until the summer of her eighteenth year.


To keep our streak alive, there were some days when our reading started at twelve midnight and some days when we began at an ungodly hour of the morning. There were many times when I had to wake her up from a sound sleep. There were times when she (cautiously) had to awaken me. Neither of us ever complained about these circumstances. We were committed to doing this, and we were not going to allow any sort of inconvenience to stand in our way. Nothing that lasts has been accomplished without effort. The things that we are most proud of took quite a lot to achieve.


After our readings I would often ask Alice about her day and what was going on in her life. This became a natural way for us to keep in touch.


Largely, our readings came from the books that were delivered to my school through the three book fairs that I was able to hold for the students each year in my position as a school librarian. From each fair I would bring home a collection of titles that the two of us would mull over, reading sections from each until we had hit on the group of books that would serve our purpose.


Once started, a reading streak can be a hard thing to stop. The only thing that stopped us was when she moved away from home almost nine years after we began.


If you want to start your own reading streak, you should begin by taking your child to your local public library, where the two of you can look through the stacks for books that would fit your reading desires. When either of you find something, show it to the other. Let your child overrule your choices if he or she chooses, but be hesitant about rejecting those your child is excited about. Remember, this is being done by you but for him or her.


When you have accumulated as many books as will serve your purpose for now, check them out and take them home. Your child will be hopping with excitement as he or she anticipates the many good nights of reading ahead. As time goes along, you will both begin to identify favorite authors and series. Some of these you will want to return to again and again. You may consider purchasing the most popular from your local bookstore or through the many booksellers online. These treasures can be passed on from generation to generation. What greater gift to your descendants yet unborn than the love of books and reading?


My love of reading aloud began when I was very young. My mother, who did not have use of a car during the day as my father took it to work, would walk my brother and me to the local library (a distance of a mile and a half each way), where we were each allowed to check out two books. One was to be read on our own; the other she would read to us.


If you have been read to as a child, you are much more likely to read to your own children when they come along. Create a family tradition that can be passed on.


The greatest gift you can bestow upon your children is your time and undivided attention. As the years advance, you may reflect upon your life and see that in some areas, you have regrets about what you took to be a priority. No one will ever say, no matter how good a parent he or she was, “I think I spent too much time with my children when they were young.”


Children are not easily fooled. They can tell where a parent’s priorities are. When my wife left me I did not seek out companionship for more than six years. I wanted the girls to be absolutely sure that I would be there for them. If one parent moves out and the other is out on the town each night, where does that leave them? I guess they would have to think “Mom’s got her new man, Dad has his new girl, but who has us?”


In 1985, the Commission on Reading, funded by the U.S. Department of Education, declared, “The single most important activity for building the knowledge required for eventual success in reading is reading aloud to children.” Both reading in school and at home were encouraged. The conclusion the panel reached was, “It is a practice that should continue throughout the grades.”


As I recall my own years as a student there was only one teacher who read aloud to us, and that was when I was a senior in high school. Mr. Frank Duffy read to us, with great relish, the play Macbeth by William Shakespeare. At the time the other students and I thought that he was goofing off and that he must be too lazy to really teach us anything. A couple of weeks into his reading we could hardly wait to hear what happened next. Everyone sat leaning over in his or her chair to catch every word. If any of the other students started talking while Mr. Duffy was reading, they were quickly told to be quiet and identified as real fools.


The end result of his taking time to read to us instead of having us read it to ourselves was that I have retained a lifetime interest in Shakespeare’s works. What good would it have done if Mr. Duffy had taught this in the usual fashion so that when finished we would hope never to hear the name William Shakespeare again?


 


I doubt that Alice will tell you this in her story, but she was one of only three (out of over three hundred) students in her eighth-grade class to score “advanced proficient” in the reading section of her state test. At the time our reading streak was more than four years along. She had the highest PSAT in her class when she was in the eleventh grade. At that time our streak was in its seventh year. And she won two first-place awards in national writing competitions while a senior in high school, by which time we had been reading more than eight years without a miss.


All this has certainly not made Alice a dull girl. I think in everyone’s life there is an incident that defines them, that shows their character and what they are made of. I never made or wanted Alice to take a job while in school; I think those days should be reserved for learning and having fun. There is plenty of time for the workaday world in the years to come, and I made enough through my work at the schools to provide what was necessary for both of us. Alice was free to do as she pleased in her spare time. She took it upon herself to write a play called Tiny and organized other talented teens to help her put this play on at one of my schools during summer vacation.


Other than providing the money she would need for costumes and incidentals, I had no role in this except as the adult in attendance. For her players she used students from my school who had volunteered to take part in her production. These students ranged from the second to the fifth grade. None had ever taken part in an adventure such as this. My school has always had a poverty rate of 88 percent or above. She could have chosen the more affluent school that she had attended as a child, which was located near our home, but it was her purpose to bring this sort of activity to children who had never experienced such things before.


Over forty students returned permission slips, which were very specific about what would be required of the actors as far as rehearsal times and dates. Less than half of her potential thespians attended the first rehearsal. The one who had shown the most potential in tryouts quit when she found that she had not been given the female lead. It was all downhill from there.


At play practice attendance was rarely more than half the players who were scripted for parts that day, and those who came often arrived late. Her patience was sorely tested as key players would stop attending rehearsals for days at a time with no notice or reason. Her script had to be redone again and again as she dropped roles or combined them to meet the number of players she could count on being at practice. Those who had dropped out would sometimes return after a week and want their parts back.


I was heartsick at watching what was going on and what stress Alice was forced to work under to make this play a reality. Never once did Alice lose her temper or give way to despair. I hated to bring the subject of the play up with her in our spare time as I did not want my trepidations to overly influence her. I truly think that what she went through would have tested the patience of a saint and broken a man stronger than Ahab, but day after day Alice would regroup herself and refocus upon what could still be done instead of what had been lost.


The conclusion was a play that would have done a high school theater department proud. And she did another play the following year to similar results. Caring, confidence, and optimism define her. I have never known her to commit a mean-spirited act or to even think of putting herself ahead of others.


Before I had any children I used to say, “When they come along I will not speak to them until they are sixteen, and then I will tell them to get a job.” Holding them in my arms made me rethink that idea. I have discovered very little in life that I am adept at doing. I cannot fix your car, repair your roof, or even drive a nail straight. However, I have given everything I have to being a father, and I happily stand back to see the results.


If a child sees something in a parent that that child aspires to, he or she will copy that parent and be content. If children feel that a parent is living a life that shows compassion and understanding, patience and love, that child will not have to reach a stage of rebellion against that parent. Why rebel against someone who has listened to you and wants to help you fulfill your dreams? A parent who has proven time and again that the growth and happiness of his or her children is priority number one does not have to worry about where those children are heading in life. They will be sensitive and productive members of society for as long as they live.


This story is by and about one such girl.










CHAPTER ONE


Day 1


“I am terribly afraid of falling, myself,” said the Cowardly Lion, “but I suppose there is nothing to do but try it. So get on my back and we will make the attempt.”


—L. Frank Baum, The Wonderful Wizard of Oz


It started on a train. I am sure of it. The 3,218-night reading marathon that my father and I call The Streak started on a train to Boston, when I was in third grade. We were reading L. Frank Baum’s The Tin Woodman of Oz, the twelfth book in the beloved Oz series, a few hours into our trip. The woman across the aisle turned to us and asked why my father was reading to me on a train. We simply told her that this was what we always did—he had been reading to me every night for as long as I could remember, ever since we read Pinocchio when I was four. Being on vacation didn’t make much of a difference. Why not read? Why not always read?


But her surprise made us think. If we were going to read on vacation anyway, how hard could it be to make reading every night an official goal? I suggested to my father that we aim for one hundred consecutive nights of reading, and he agreed to the challenge. This is how I remember it.


If you ask my father, though, as many people recently have, he’ll paint an entirely different picture.


“Lovie,” he tells me, as I patiently endure his version of the story, “you’re cracked in the head. Do you want to know what really happened or are you just going to write down whatever thing comes to mind?”


Lovie, as I’m sure you can guess, is not my real name. Alice is, but only sort of. My full name is Kristen Alice Ozma Brozina, but I don’t care for Kristen. Alice and Ozma are names my father chose from literature, names I would later choose for myself. It’s a decision that took a long time, but one I’m very happy I made. Those names always felt like my real names to me, as I’ll explain later. Also, Lovie is not the affectionate pet name you might think it is. As are all things in my father’s vocabulary, it is a reference to something—this time it’s Mr. Howell’s nickname for Mrs. Howell on Gilligan’s Island. My father never calls me by my name; Lovie is his most commonly chosen alternative. But when I drop something, or forget something, or do any of the silly things we all manage to do on a regular basis, “Lovie” is often followed by phrases such as “you nitwit!”


“So tell me then,” I say, standing in his doorway as he gets ready to run errands.


“Well, when did Mom leave?” he asks.


“I was ten.”


“All right, so 1997 it started. The Streak was a year old when she left.”


“And what were we reading?”


“Well,” he says thoughtfully, “it had to be an Oz book. That’s what we were into around that time. I wanted to try other things, but you were set in your ways.”


So far, we agree. But I know this won’t last long.


“We were on the bed, we’d just finished reading,” he says, “and I was fearing the Curse of Mr. Henshaw.”


“What is that curse?”


“Dear Mr. Henshaw was the book I was reading to Kathy when she asked me to stop reading to her,” he says in an almost whisper.


It is clear that this memory, though nearly two decades old, still troubles him. My sister was in fourth grade when she said she no longer wanted my father to read to her. It seemed childish to her, especially since she was already reading novels on her own. But it wasn’t so easy for my father. He was an elementary school librarian, and reading to children was what he liked to do best. And maybe next to being a father, it’s also what he does best. His soothing voice and rehearsed facial expressions have won over thousands of children throughout his career. They won me over, too, but I was already on his side.


“For some time, I’d been planning to suggest to you that we do a streak, because then at least you’d be a little older when we stopped reading together. I brought it up, and honest to Pete, I thought you were going to say we should read a hundred nights in a row!” He laughs as he recalls this. I don’t laugh because I think I did suggest a hundred nights in a row. Initially.


“No,” he continues, “Right away you said, ‘Let’s do one thousand!’ And I had to pretend to be enthusiastic, of course, but I wasn’t too optimistic. One thousand nights is a long time.”


I have to stop him there. None of this sounds right to me. First I remind him that our goal had been one hundred nights. When we reached that goal, however, and celebrated with a pancake breakfast at the local greasy spoon, we decided to set a new goal. We skipped the discussions of lower options, from two hundred to five hundred, and ultimately decided to try for one thousand nights. I tell him this, but he just shakes his head. When I try to explain that The Streak actually began on the train, he cuts me off.


“Ah, the Curious Incident of the Train in the Nighttime!” he says, adapting the title of one of our favorite Sherlock Holmes stories.


“I remember that part clearly,” he continues, “because I never miss an opportunity to brag about what a good father I am. We were on the train to Boston, going up to see the sights for a weekend, and the woman next to us said how sweet it was that I was reading to you. I told her right away that we were on a streak, forty nights in! I was pleased with myself, absurdly pleased with myself, pleased as a peacock to have made it forty nights.”


We both laugh this time, but I am laughing partly because I know he is wrong. The train was the first night. Obviously.


The thing is, no matter how many times we are asked, we can never get this story straight. We agree on a few of the details, but I was very young and he is getting older. Some memories blend together with others, and our individual versions of how The Streak started change so often, it is nearly impossible to come to any sort of agreement. We can’t even remember when we started calling it The Streak, or whose idea it was to do so. If we knew it would eventually reach over thirty-two hundred nights and span almost nine years, from elementary school to my first day of college, we might have taken notes in the beginning. Years passed before we even started keeping track of the books we read during Read Hot (pronounced “Red Hot”—another term for our nightly addiction, phrasing we found in The Great Gilly Hopkins).


Just because we didn’t know how it would end, though, didn’t mean we took our Streak lightly. Our rules were always clear and firm: we had to read for at least ten minutes (but almost always much more) per night, every night, before midnight, with no exceptions. It should come from whatever book we were reading at the time, but if we were out of the house when midnight approached, anything from magazines to baseball programs would do. The reading should be done in person, but if the opportunity wasn’t there, over the phone would suffice. Well, just barely. I could always hear the annoyance in my father’s voice when I called to inform him that I was sleeping at a friend’s. He’d sigh and put down the phone, and I’d wait for him to go get our book. Sometimes, he’d ask me to call back in ten minutes.


“I haven’t even preread it yet!” he’d protest. He insisted on rehearsing (and with more adult books, sometimes censoring) our reading ahead of time.


We remember details from later in The Streak better, both because they are more recent and because our record was becoming more impressive. Once we reached over a thousand nights, close calls and readings at quarter to midnight became more nail-biting issues. Of course we both remember how it eventually ended. That’s the sort of event even my father can’t forget, an event we dreaded for years. To get there, though, we need a beginning, and frankly I don’t know what that beginning is.


I think I was leaning against him, in the crook of his arm, with my head on his chest, as our train to Boston sped past houses and schools and baseball fields that became colorful blurs. We were already dedicated to L. Frank Baum and the Oz books—in fact, we were reading the entire series for the second, or maybe third, time. My father loved Baum’s take on leadership and women, not to mention his spot-on, frank humor that made us laugh a little harder every time we reread something. I liked the wonderful descriptions of beautiful places, like palaces and magnificent dining rooms filled with people and good food. Whenever we stayed in a hotel, which we were about to in Boston, I wondered if it was like the palace of Glinda or Rinkitink. That night, as my father read the description of the palace in the Emerald City, with its marvelous banners and gem-encrusted turrets, I squirmed eagerly in my seat, excited to get to the Marriott and check in.


I review this, and my father shakes his head.


“That’s how I remember it,” my father insists, after repeating his story of the beginning, now for the third time today, the details varying just a bit each time. But then he sighs.


“Problem with my remembrances, though,” he admits, “is that they’re always so goofed up.”


I sit for a minute, comparing my notes on both versions of the story, seeing what they have in common. I am about to begin my argument once more, since simply repeating something over and over again sometimes convinces my dad that I am right (or at least wears him out). He knows I’m getting riled up, though, because his back is already to me as I’m about to begin my diatribe.


“I’m going to go look for treasures in the coat closet,” my father says, heading down the stairs.


I’m not sure if this is a saying I’m expected to know or a literal plan, but it’s apparent that the conversation is over. I didn’t think we’d come to an agreement, anyway.


But this is how I remember it.










CHAPTER TWO


Day 38


“I can swim,” said Roo, “I fell into the river, and I swimmed. Can Tiggers swim?”


“Of course they can. Tiggers can do everything.”


—A. A. Milne, The House at Pooh Corner


Seated at the center of Benjamin Franklin Memorial Hall in Philadelphia is a twenty-foot-tall statue of the man himself, looking a bit world-weary but still curious. I stood in front of him, a familiar face after years of membership at the Franklin Institute, but I looked past him; today, we were watching the sky.


At the center of the domed ceiling, eighty-two feet above our heads, a man was hanging with one arm from a red ribbon, swaying softly like a wind chime in the breeze. The room was silent—or at least I was. The latter was rare; my father smiled with surprise. The strange man’s muscles, visible through his bright leotard, pulsed and contracted. Even eighty feet below him, I could see sweat dropping from his forehead. But his face stayed perfectly still. His smile, distant and serene, was unmistakably rehearsed. To me, that made it even better. I loved showmanship. He was not a child trying acrobatics for fun. He was a professional, going to work as usual, executing his moves, if not with joy, with precision and grace. He was being paid to create beauty, and he was doing it well.


“Is this why we came here?” I asked. We were members at a slew of Philadelphia museums and visited them every Saturday, but today we were early to the Franklin Institute. He nodded.


I saw the connection, even if my father hadn’t intended one. Since we’d started our Streak just a few short weeks ago, it had felt like we were in the middle of a balancing act. What we were doing was beautiful, of course, but it was difficult. Sometimes I was tired, really tired, like last Saturday when we got back from a day trip to Baltimore so late that I’d barely been able to keep my eyes open. I struggled my way through my father’s reading of the final pages of James and the Giant Peach, and then made him reread those pages the next night, because I thought I’d dreamed them. But really, I hadn’t—there was just something about Roald Dahl books that made everything seem like a dream. The vivid colors, the underlying darkness that sometimes hinted at despair. The ending seemed just a bit too happy to fit the rest of the book, but I wasn’t one to complain about a happy ending.


“Would you ever do that?” my father asked, pointing a finger to show me just how high up the man in the strange outfit really was. I replied without even taking my eyes off of the man.


“Of course,” I said. “Who wouldn’t?”


“Plenty of people. This man knows what he’s doing, but it’s still risky. Are you sure you would go up there? What if you fell? You’d crack your head open. Your brains would go mish-mash splish-splash all over the marble, and they’d ask me to clean it up.”


I looked at the man in the sky. He seemed to be hard at work, but tireless. The movements came as fluidly twenty minutes into the routine as they did in the first seconds, if not more so. I looked at the hundred or more people standing beside us, looking up.


“If I died,” I said finally, cheerfully, “everybody would be watching me.”


He laughed. We stood for a few more minutes with our necks craned upward. The more I thought about it, the more I couldn’t decide if we were all cheering for the man or secretly waiting for him to fall. Would it be such a bad way to die, though, with a crowd of people watching you do what you loved?


But then I imagined what it would be like to have people watching you do everything you loved. We loved to read, and The Streak was going well so far, in the sense that we were enjoying ourselves and we hadn’t missed a night. But I liked that it was private, something we did at home with no one watching, something that no one one knew about. I hadn’t even told my friends yet. I was confident that we could make it to one hundred nights—it even sounded easy. But my father was less sure, and that made me nervous. At least no one had to see us if we fell. Not like this man. If he fell, everyone would see. He’d die doing what he loved, yes, but everyone would see him fall. Not that it really seemed like he might. He was working hard and sweating profusely, but he knew what he was doing. Like us.


I noticed a small contraption up there with him suspended from the highest point of the dome—a shiny silver thing like a miniature airplane. It fascinated me. At first I thought it was just a theatrical set. He was playing a character, maybe a pilot who decided to pause his plane midair and jump out to hang from the clouds. But then I noticed that the plane too was swaying, only much more softly than the man, a motion hardly noticeable but somehow hypnotic. My eyes shifted from the man to the plane. I was waiting for something to happen, but I wasn’t sure what. Was the plane going to fly? And after watching a man dangle over our heads on a handkerchief, would flight really be so impressive?


A flash of color in the miniature windows. Someone, or something, was inside. The routine seemed to be nearing an end, but the man reached for the door. A woman, dressed in beautiful peacock colors, unfolded herself from a tiny seat and sprung to meet him. I gasped. Was she up there all along? Why did he make her wait in that tiny plane, wound up like thread, while he had the whole ceiling to explore? It seemed a little selfish. More than anything, though, it was foolish; she was absolutely beautiful.


She danced with him, a silent and intense duet. When she hung from his hand, not once but three times throughout the routine, I saw that she trusted him. I wouldn’t have, if he’d kept me in a box while everyone was watching him. But when they finished, I clapped. For her.


We headed to eat our lunch, peanut butter sandwiches from home, in the High Place. It was our secret spot, a set of stairs hidden in plain sight at the top of a staircase overlooking the atrium. The High Place was perfect for people watching, which we both loved. Distracted by a boy yo-yoing as we mounted the stairs, I tripped on my shoelaces.


“You clumsy she-ape!” my dad said affectionately, as he helped me to my feet.


“They’d no sooner get you up on that plane than you’d be tearing out of the sky face-first. I wouldn’t have time to catch you, you know. Even if I did, you would crush me.”


“I could do it,” I said after he handed me my sandwich. I tried to pick the chunks out of the chunky peanut butter he insisted we eat.


“I mean, the woman up there was much better than the man,” I continued. “It comes naturally to us.”


I knew I had him there. My father was and is a devout feminist, if for no other reason than having two daughters. Female leaders were endlessly impressive to him. At this point in The Streak, we still hadn’t gotten much further than rereading the Oz books. Those lovely female rulers, level-headed and kind (not to mention beautiful), were some of the first literary friends we’d made together. He applauded strong women, especially those with wits and a little sass. Even though I was regularly wearing my shirts backward and had recently cut off one of my eyebrows with the kitchen scissors, he was sure that I was capable of great things, as all women are. I rattled on.


“Yes, the woman was really the whole act. The man didn’t know what he was doing until she got there. The man was just sweating and spinning. She pulled it all together.”


We took a moment to congratulate ourselves on our elevated seating and strong people-watching skills when we were able to spot, far across the room and behind some large signs, the trapeze artist himself, taking a new wardrobe out of a closet. To this day I do not know why a science museum hired an acrobat to dance across their ceiling, but they must have been impressed with his work, because he seemed to be preparing for a second show.


“I’ll go talk to him,” my father said.


I shrugged and continued picking at my sandwich. I hated chunky peanut butter almost more than I hated the way the sandwiches got mushy and sweaty after being wrapped in tinfoil and left at the bottom of our canvas travel bag for hours. And I still had not been able to convince my father that the bread on peanut butter and jelly sandwiches was not typically buttered, least of all heavily and on both sides. I had just decided to try to suck the jelly out and leave the rest of the lumpy mess for him to tackle when my father returned, smiling.


“Well,” he said, as he hoisted himself back up to the seat, “It looks like you might get your chance.”


Thinking he meant that we were going to eat in the museum’s cafeteria for once, my dimples creased my sticky cheeks. I sat up a little straighter.


“Really?”


“Yes,” he said, “It’s all settled. I just talked to that man, he seems like a great guy, and he was worried sick because his wife’s having some kind of gut pains. He thinks she might not be able to make the next show. Well, I told him right away that you’d already made cameos in two high school plays, and you’re great in front of a crowd, and not scared to go up at all. He was so relieved! He’s checking to see if they have a costume in your size. If they don’t, I guess you’ll have to go up in your street clothes.”


I looked at my faded T-shirt. Many of the embroidered green stars were now hidden under globs of purple jelly. But this was not my main concern.


“Did he really say that?” I asked cautiously. My father could keep a great straight face. This could be a joke.


“Well, of course he was a little surprised when I told him you were nine. But once he heard about all your experience, and how great you are in the spotlight, I think he calmed down. Really, what choice does he have?”


He shook his head like it was a done deal.


I considered. Yes, I had been excited to go up, ready and willing, but I hadn’t expected to go up without practice. This man obviously had lots of practice; he could do the routine all while keeping that same frozen smile. I needed a frozen smile, and that would take time—at least a few hours. If my father could insist, as he always did, that he needed time to practice reading a simple chapter from a book before sharing it with me, a quick rehearsal before risking my life seemed warranted.


“When is the next show?”


My father checked his watch.


“One,” he replied, and then pointed at my sandwich. “So you’d better shovel it in.”


The idea of eating, let alone “shoveling in” the mushy mess before me made me queasy.


“I don’t think I’m ready,” I said, “I need practice.”


“He said he’d talk you through the whole routine before you start. It sounded pretty easy. And remember, the woman came out later on. You can watch him while he performs the second time and pick up tips. Get an idea for how he does it.”


“What if I can’t fit in that tiny plane?”


“You’re a little thing,” he replied, “she’s a full-grown adult. If she can fit, you can fit.”


He ate in silence for a few minutes. I slid my sandwich behind me and rustled through the bag until I found some cheese crackers, which I munched thoughtfully.


“Eat with your mouth closed!” my father barked after my first bite. Open-mouthed chewing was one of his biggest annoyances. “You can hang by one hand in front of a hundred people or more, but you can’t hold your lips shut while you eat cheese crackers?”


I held my lips shut and continued thinking. I wasn’t scared to go up if I knew what I was doing, and I could figure it out quickly enough, but I needed at least a dress rehearsal on the ground before I attempted the real thing. How could two adults, two men with jobs and wives (even if my mother and father were rapidly losing interest in each other) and an interest in science museums, expect a child to perform acrobatics midair without at least a quick dress rehearsal? It was absurd. I wouldn’t do it. I’d decided.

OEBPS/OPF/titlepg_2line_logo.zoom2.jpg
HopDER G
sty





OEBPS/OPF/cover.jpg
|
THE
% READING
PROMISE

-
ALICE OZMA

e 2
P






