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			Dedication

			This book is dedicated to Alan Wass

			You made a blind man see,

			You made a man out of me,

			And if you go away on your own,

			Please don’t be too long,

			I will be waiting here patiently,

			From the moment you’re gone.

			— “From the Moment You’re Gone” Alan Wass and the Tourniquet
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			preface

			I carved my first star when I was six, so by the time I was sixteen there were stars everywhere in the woods. Some of them I didn’t even remember carving. Sometimes I wondered if someone else had—Hannan or Delvive or Caspar or Mortimer or Jerusalem. Or my other brother, the one who died. But I think I knew it was just me. I think I knew I was the only one carving stars.

		

	
		
			one

			At three o’clock Sunday morning, I was balanced  on the apex of Ms. Sturbridge’s roof, watching my brother upturn bundles of wet leaves with a stick. Ms. Sturbridge was in the hospital, so there was no chance of anyone hearing us cleaning her rain gutter, but Caspar kept quiet. We had to work at night so they wouldn’t see us. Caspar said he wanted it to be a surprise, but really he didn’t want Father to find out.

			I tipped my head back and narrowed my eyes at the stars. “Do you want to hear something completely disturbing I found out at school?” I knew he didn’t—completely disturbing wasn’t really Caspar’s thing—but he was also a good listener, so he just said, “Tell me,” and carried on with his work.

			“You know Cassiopeia is supposed to be my constellation?” Father had given each of us a constellation, as if they belonged to him personally. Caspar didn’t nod or anything, because he didn’t like where I was going. “Well, basically, in Greek mythology, Cassiopeia was punished for being vain, and her punishment was to be tied to a chair in the sky. So that’s where she is, up there in the sky, tied up. And that’s my constellation.”

			Down below I heard Mortimer, my other brother, whoop. He was supposed to be keeping watch. “You do realize that’s not really the queen of Ethiopia up there in the sky?” he called. “You do realize the Greeks made that shit up?”

			“Yeah, but Father calls it Cassiopeia, too,” I said. “So clearly he’s aware of it.”

			“You’re right—what is it Father says? ‘The Word has many meanings.’ I’m pretty sure he’s trying to tell us something. I’m pretty sure he wants us to tie you to a chair.”

			“Like I would notice the difference,” I said under my breath, so only Caspar heard.

			His eyes went all wide. That was one thing that bothered me about Caspar. Whenever anyone expressed frustration, he was surprised—I mean, really shocked, like it never occurred to him.

			“Castley, this is just a waiting period. Things will be better in heaven,” he said gently. God must have been kidding when he gave Caspar a voice, because even though Caspar looked like a saint, and was by far the prettiest of all of us, girls included, when he spoke he sounded like a construction worker on two packs a day, in a way that made girls go absolutely crazy. Not that he noticed.

			“I don’t want to wait. I want things better now.”

			I heard Mortimer scurrying up the drainpipe to join us. The little rat. Mortimer was pretty much an albino, so he got it worse from the townsfolk than anyone. He also gave it worse than anyone, which was generally how it worked.

			“I don’t know why you think anyone has it better than we do,” Mortimer said, climbing up onto the roof. “Life sucks for everyone.”

			“Well, I would happily trade lives with any of them. Being ‘blessed with the truth’ is pretty much a pain in the butt.”

			Caspar braced himself. Maybe I’d gone too far. He dropped down so the roof fluttered beneath our feet.

			“Caspar? What is it?” I thought he’d dropped into an emergency prayer or something.

			“There’s someone down there,” he breathed. My first instinct was to not believe him, which just goes to show how many times I’d been tricked, but then a light shot along the roof and up over our heads. Mortimer dove down, lying flat against the rooftop. Heavy feet crunched through the dried grass, and I hesitated.

			“Castley, get down!” Mortimer said. He was probably embarrassed about how quickly he’d gone down.

			A light hit the chimney, where it turned into a yellowing circle. It bounced lightly, then slithered along the apex of the roof, toward me.

			They might see me, I thought, and stupidly, I wanted to be seen. I wanted it so badly, I guess I didn’t care how it happened. I felt a hand on my wrist, and Caspar grabbed me, pulling me down beside him.

			“Is someone there?” It was an old man’s voice and it snapped me out of my stupor. It wasn’t a white knight or a prince or even just a teenage boy come to rescue me.

			I clung to Caspar, scared now, and felt his heart race through his secondhand clothes.

			“Hello? Is there someone up there or what?” he said, like we were keeping him in suspense. A dog howled, way out across the field, and the man said, “Probably just rats,” and shuffled away through the grass.

			We stayed frozen for a long time, Mortimer sprawled like a doll across the roof and Caspar beside me, watching the sky. Mortimer sat up. He screwed up his big lips and licked his teeth, flinching slightly. “Nice one, Castley. He almost saw you.”

			“But he did see you.” I extracted myself from Caspar. “You heard him: ‘just a rat.’ ”

			“He said ‘just rats.’ ”

			“Maybe you all should go home,” Caspar said abruptly. We both turned. Our jaws dropped, as if we couldn’t believe he didn’t want us there. Neither of us was helping any. We had both offered to keep watch, and we had failed even at that.

			“Caspar . . .” I started. He scooped up his stick and drove it into the rain gutter, turning up gunk that fell in wet bundles to the ground below. They’ll probably think the rats did it. Rats, or maybe God. I suppose that’s what Caspar wants.

			“Come on, Castley. Let’s go.” Mortimer slid down the roof toward the drainpipe. Although they were pretty much exact opposites, Mortimer had a weird respect for Caspar.

			I looked at Caspar. Maybe if I really helped, he would let me stay. I could find my own stick, or I could just pull leaves out with my bare hands.

			Caspar was obsessed with doing good things for the people in town: the people who hated us, who mocked us, who said terrible, disgusting things about us. Caspar liked to sweep their porches or pull their weeds or clean their windows. I wasn’t quite so enamored with them. “Fine,” I said. “We’ll go.”

			I climbed down the drain after Mortimer. The pair of us kept quiet as we followed the fence that separated the ­Sturbridge farm from the Higgins farm. When we reached the woods, we both spoke at once.

			“You shouldn’t test Caspar like that—”

			“Do you think it’ll be warm enough to go swimming tomorrow? Wait—what do you mean, test him?”

			“I mean holding on to him like that.” He forced a branch aside.

			“What are you talking about? I was scared!”

			“I’m just trying to do you a favor. Don’t act like you don’t know what I’m talking about.”

			I wanted to say something, but I didn’t, for the same reason I always kept quiet: because I could never be sure of what they thought, not any of my brothers and sisters. I could never be sure of how much they believed—I wasn’t even sure how much I believed—because Father believed a lot of crazy things.

			Father taught us that we were the only pure people left on earth, we were the only worthy people, and because of that, we would all have to marry one another. Not in a civil ceremony or anything, which would be illegal, but in a heavenly ceremony. And I was supposed to marry Caspar. Delvive was paired with Hannan, and poor, sweet Jerusalem was stuck with Mortimer.

			When I was younger, I honestly thought securing Caspar was a real score. Lucky me, I got the pretty, nice brother! Then Momma’s accident happened and we were forced to go to a real school, and I found out that not only was it illegal to marry your brother, but it was also totally disgusting.

			The six Cresswell children, bound together for all eternity. It was too perfect, except . . . I used to have an older brother. His name was also Caspar. He was born before us triplets (Delvive, Hannan, and me), but he died. And the new Caspar, the one I was supposed to marry someday, was actually a reincarnation of the one that came before.

			I shivered in the cold. “School starts tomorrow.” I didn’t really know what else to say about it. I had learned not to get too excited about school.

			“Yup,” Mortimer said, licking his teeth.

			“Is there something wrong with your mouth?”

			Mortimer bristled, pushing ahead through the trees. “No.”

			“Because you keep messing with it. You keep pushing your tongue around between your teeth, like you’ve got something in there.”

			“And what exactly would I put in there, dear sister? A suitcase? A very small umbrella?”

			I laughed in spite of myself and hurried to catch up. “I don’t know; I thought maybe you cut your lip or something.” His eyes traced my face, reading it for clues. “You can tell me, you know. I’ll never tell.” That was only lately true. I was a real tattletale growing up; we all were. There was a competition between us. If Father loves your brothers and sisters less, then he loves you more.

			Mortimer pursed his lips, then flinched in pain.

			“I swear on Momma’s life, I won’t say anything,” I said. It was a pretty serious thing to swear on, because almost as long as she’d been alive, Momma had been on the brink of death.

			Maybe that was why Mortimer stopped, leaning against the trunk of a tree so one of my stars hung over his shoulder. Mortimer had huge lips; they were his only beautiful asset—swollen and pouty and berry-colored. He took his top lip in his fingers and rolled it up like a curtain, and inside a red bulb burned, hot and painful-looking.

			“Oh my God. What happened? Did Father—”

			He released his lip. “No, Father didn’t do it to me, you idiot. But I’m scared as shit he’s gonna find out.”

			“What is it—like, herpes?” I said. He shoved himself off the tree and plunged ahead through the woods. “Oh my God. Did you catch it from somebody?” He actually growled, so I tried to collect my cool. Of all my brothers and sisters, Mortimer was the last one I would ever expect to kiss someone. Not just because of the way he looked, but because he actively hated pretty much everyone. “Oh my God! Who did you kiss?”

			“Stop saying oh my you-know-what!” That was the kind of thing that confused me about my brothers and sisters. The way they flouted some rules and upheld others at the same time. Mortimer had just confessed to kissing someone, and yet there he was, attacking me for taking the Lord’s name in vain.

			“Wow. If Father finds out, you’re in so much trouble. Like, I can’t even imagine how much trouble.” He rushed through the trees. We were almost home. I reached out to stop him. “Wait! I’m sorry. Maybe I can help you.”

			“How?” he snapped, but he still pulled up, fidgeting with his hoodie.

			“You can buy cream for that. It’ll make it less painful, make it heal faster.” Father didn’t believe in modern medicine—not that he’d have handed out ointment to a kissing little sinner anyway. I tried to look considerate, but I wanted to know who Mortimer had kissed so badly that I could feel it pushing against the tips of my fingers.

			“Oh yeah? You gonna buy that for me?”

			“No. But I could steal it.”

			His pupils expanded, black inside his muddy gray eyes. “Castley.”

			“What’s the problem? I never get caught. I know you do, but I’m smart, I’m careful. I’ll steal it for you. I’ll do it today.”

			“It’s Sunday. The pharmacy’s closed.”

			“They’ll have it at the Great American. They have everything at the Great American.”

			He swiped the sore with his tongue. “Castley, you won’t be able to get away with it at the Great American. They know who we are; every place in town does. We have a bad reputation for thieving.”

			“Thanks to you.”

			He scoffed. “I didn’t hear you complaining all those times I brought you chocolate, or that steak we cooked out in the woods.”

			“That was the best.” I smiled. “So you see, I owe you. I at least want to try. I’m not afraid of them, anyway.”

			“It’s not them I’m worried about.”

			Right then the house appeared, waiting for us, dressed in shadows, clothed in rotted wood. I hated our house more than anywhere else on earth. Every hallway, every corner, every little nook, had a memory. If I stared at any one spot for too long, I risked dropping down inside one, drowning in a memory until I came up screaming.

			I hovered on the edge of the woods. My mind skied over the usual thoughts. You could just leave. You could just leave and never come back. But then a million and one thoughts rushed in, like dirt chases a broom. You’re not old enough. You have to be able to support yourself to be emancipated, and you don’t have any friends or family. If you went to child services, if you told on him, your entire family would turn against you. You still love him. And, worst of all, What if he’s right?

			None of these thoughts ever left my head. I kept a close watch on them, stifling them, shoving them down when they came too close to the surface.

			There were some things you could never say because, the moment you did, you changed everything.

			I bounced on my heels. “What time is it?”

			“Um, I don’t know; five?”

			“Why don’t we just go now, before prayers?” We had prayers every morning at six thirty. I didn’t see the point in going home right then. It’s not like we would sleep. We all had trouble sleeping, except for Hannan, who forced himself for football’s sake. The rest of us slept in fits and bursts, tossing and turning. I think we knew how much we were missing and it kept us up at night. I think we were afraid of missing more.

			Mortimer shook his head. “We won’t make it back in time.”

			“It’s only two miles from here. That’s twenty minutes, tops. It’s perfect. It won’t be busy.”

			“It’s better if it is busy. If you don’t want to be seen.”

			“Nobody ever sees me. I practically don’t exist.”

			Mortimer made a face, but when I turned, he followed me. I walked faster. I focused on not thinking about what would happen, on not planning. Because if you planned, you would only be disappointed. If you tried to force the future, it never worked out the way you pictured it. Father taught me that. By planning everything, he taught me that.

			One day I wanted my life to be wide open. I wanted to live without a map. I wanted everything, even the road I was walking on, to disappear, so that for once I didn’t have to know where I was going.

			That was what I focused on: possibility. And I wasn’t afraid. And when the Great American appeared, I thought I was ready for it.

			“Stay here,” I told Mortimer. Instead of making a face or groaning, he curled behind a tree and watched me go.

		

	
		
			two

			The Great American was a gas station convenience store just off the main highway leading into Almsrand. The sky was lightening overhead, but the parking lot was deserted. Lupe sat behind the counter, staring at a fixed point in space with his head tipped back, like he was putting himself in a trance.

			I honestly thought that I could walk right in and he wouldn’t even see me. That was about how real I felt in that town. Most people, the so-called “good people,” looked the other way when we crossed the street, like my teachers never looked me in the eye when they noticed my wrists were bruised, like boys bumped into me in the hall and then scowled at the space above my head and hurried away. Delvive and I did Drama, and I swear, even when we did our scenes, even when we were the only two people on stage, our fellow classmates still managed not to see us.

			So I thought I could walk into the Great American invisibly.

			I crossed the parking lot. As I hit the sidewalk, I tried to avoid my reflection in the windows—pale, graying skin, shapeless cotton shift dress, frizzy hair knotted up in an elaborate braid. In my mind I looked so different than I did in real life that sometimes seeing myself shocked me.

			I dropped my chin and continued to the door. I pushed it open and the bell rang (at least I think it did), but Lupe never looked up. I bowed behind an aisle, chasing the magazine rack to a small health section. I crouched down, tucking my knees up under my dress. I skimmed over condoms and tampons and Deep Heat.

			Antiviral cream. I grabbed it when the doorbell rang—once, twice, and then four more times. I saw their feet first, a train of multicolored Ugg boots, and I knew they were girls my age. When you were living a life you hated, there was absolutely nothing worse than the people who were living the life you wanted. Still, I couldn’t stop myself from looking.

			I leaned back, careful but curious, until I caught Riva’s leering grin. She was dressed in a onesie. They all were—Riva and Lisa and Darla and Emily Higgins and a black girl I didn’t ­recognize—in bright, crazy colors with funny patterns, as though clothing could be purchased as a punch line. They all had pink streaks in their hair; they must have done them together. They must have just come from a sleepover.

			“Lupe!” Riva squealed. Riva wasn’t popular, but she did all the things that popular people were supposed to do, like she thought that eventually people would just shrug and start to worship her. “We’re gonna make pancakes! Do you have pancake stuff?!” Everything she said seriously ended in an exclamation point.

			Lupe put on this big, goofy grin and started trailing them around the store like he couldn’t get enough of her shrill squeal.

			“Lupe! Where’s the good kind?! This isn’t the good kind! The one with the horse on it! Remember?! I love that one! Lupe, it’s my birthday! Guess how old I am! Not old enough for you!” The other girls talked, too, but there was no way of knowing what they said with Riva there.

			I should have made a run for it. It was the perfect opportunity. Caspar would’ve called it a “blessing,” like he called every good thing (although he never breathed a word when bad stuff happened). Lupe had left the counter. The path to the door was obstruction-free.

			Instead I felt myself wither. I felt myself crouching down, hand curling around the packet, as though I might just take the opportunity to dissolve into the shop floor. I didn’t even notice them behind me.

			“Hey!” Lisa said. She stepped back quickly, bumping into the new girl, who stood behind her.

			The girl’s hair was braided in a halo around her head. Something about the way she carried herself made me shrink even further.

			“I know you,” she said. I was sure I’d never met her in my life.

			Lisa took in the antiviral cream clutched in my sweaty hand, and I felt my neck, my face, my eyelashes, go red. She frowned. “I thought you guys didn’t believe in modern medicine,” she said, as though I were a sociological experiment.

			“Hey! Lisa! Amity! Who are you talking to?!” Riva appeared at the other end of the aisle (it’s a trap!) with her little army falling in behind her. “Oh my God! You are shitting me!”

			My mind went blank. It’s called sheer panic. I needed to get out of there, but I couldn’t run past Riva with the antiviral cream. She’d think I had herpes or some other gross disease. Plus I hadn’t exactly planned on paying for it.

			I chucked the cream into the shelf, knocking condoms and tampons and Deep Heat across the floor. Then I sprinted, actually sprinted, toward the door.

			I shoved past Riva as she swore and put her arms out to catch me. I raced across the parking lot, past Riva’s mother waiting in her Range Rover. I heard them all laughing. I heard Riva and her exclamation points sending them all into fits of giggles.

			Mortimer tried to grab me as I ran past. “Did you get it?” I kept running. I heard his footsteps pound behind me. “Castley! Did you get it? Did someone catch you? Is someone following us?” His footsteps slowed, but I kept running. I ran even faster. “Castley!” he called, but in the end he just let me run. I ran and I ran, until I was good and alone.

			*

			The one nice thing about our house was that it was easy to sneak in and out of, because it was so big.

			I reached the yard and checked that the coast was clear. Then I hesitated, stalking the edge of the woods surrounding the house. It couldn’t be six yet, and I didn’t want to go back to my room, where I would no doubt be questioned as to my whereabouts by Delvive, my triplet sister. I wondered if Caspar was back yet. I thought maybe I would just wait for him, so I sat down in the dirt and wrapped my arms around my knees.

			Sometimes in the woods, if I closed my eyes, if I really concentrated, I could make it so everything fell away. I would shiver first, usually, like I was dropping a heavy backpack. And then I would feel light everywhere, piercing through the pink skin of my eyelids. And when I opened my eyes again, the light would still be there, for a while at least. I used to think the light was God.

			I tried to do it then, but I couldn’t catch any light, just a milky darkness that made me feel cold and afraid.

			I heard footsteps. Their pattern was sloppy, uneven, panicked. Mortimer was racing toward me. In his hand was a familiar white packet. His hoodie was torn, so it flopped loosely at his side. He skidded to a stop in front of me, dropping to his knees.

			“You just got me in so much fucking trouble!” He clutched the packet to his chest.

			“What are you talking about? I didn’t do anything.”

			Mortimer grabbed my wrist. His eyes were wild. “Lupe called the cops. Officer Hardy had me by the fucking arm.” He held up his sleeve. The torn fabric dangled. My heart bounced against the ice that surrounded it.

			“He won’t do anything,” I said. “He won’t come out here. Not after what happened last time. Remember what they said? They need evidence.”

			“This isn’t about Father, this is about me. Castley, I stole from the shop. Lupe saw me. I’m pretty sure—there were a bunch of girls from our school leaving as I went in.”

			“Those girls are idiots.” I groaned, pressing my palms against my temples. “God, I told you; why do you always get caught?”

			He staggered to his feet. “You’re not helping.” He paced in front of me, threading his fingers through his hair in agitation. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

			“Mortimer, the police never do anything. For anything to happen, they’d have to admit we exist, and you know that’s not going to happen.”

			“It’s not the police I’m worried about.”

			My heart rattled in its cage. If Father found out . . .

			“But he won’t find out. How would he? It’s not like he talks to anyone in town.”

			“Where’s Caspar?” Mortimer said. “I need to speak to Caspar.”

			I scanned the trees. “I don’t know where he is. I haven’t seen him go in.”

			Mortimer pressed his torn sleeve together, as though it might magically repair itself. “Maybe I should go back toward the Sturbridge farm. See if I can catch him.”

			“Mortimer, I really don’t think the police will do anything. Seriously. It’s going to be fine.”

			He lurched away. “Yeah. Whatever. Thanks a lot.”

			“How is something you did my fault?” I called at his retreating form. “You’re your own person! The decisions you make are yours!” He didn’t acknowledge me.

			What an idiot. What an idiot to go into the Great American right after I’d made a huge hullabaloo. It served him right, but if Father found out . . .

			I steadied myself on a tree trunk. The house seemed to rise up before me, dark and full of secrets. I didn’t want to go back in there. No. I wouldn’t go back there now. I turned on my heel and hurried toward the Sturbridge farm.

			*

			The early morning light wept through the trees as I hurried through the woods. I loved the woods; I couldn’t help it. They were free and wild and beautiful—everything I wasn’t. In my dreams, I was the woods. In reality, I was . . . I couldn’t even think of anything that fit.

			I let myself drift a little, counting stars, remembering the days I’d carved them. I heard movement up ahead.

			“Morty?” I called out, feeling my chest tighten. I was sure Mortimer would continue to blame me for what happened, my dear brother, even though it was in no way my fault he’d been born a complete idiot.

			“Cass? Is that you?” Caspar broke through the trees, looking all angelic and heavenly as usual. Cain and Abel, my good and wicked brothers. “What are you doing out here?” He reached up and slid a briar from my hair.

			“Did you see Mortimer? He was looking for you.” I fell into step beside him.

			“No.”

			“I think he might be in trouble.”

			“How do you mean?” Caspar twisted his pouty lips. His lips weren’t huge like Mortimer’s, but they had a heaviness that made him look stupid and sexual at the same time.

			I told him what happened, leaving out the part where I went in first. Basically, I lied, but Caspar got the point.

			We reached the edge of the woods. I knew it must be time for prayers because Caspar was like clockwork about those things. I hung back, dipping behind trees. The woods were like a safe zone for us, a place where we could be honest, a place where we could be ourselves. Once we crossed the tree line to go to school or to go home, the entire game changed. “What should we do?”

			Caspar’s brow furrowed. He had that look on his face, the look he got sometimes, like he was having a conversation with his own personal angel. “Get inside, before it’s too late,” he said, which didn’t really answer my question, and then he turned back and went into the woods.

			*

			I had to be very careful going in. It was late enough in the morning that everyone would be up. If Momma’d had a rough night, Father might be in the kitchen making one of his “medicinal” potions.

			I crept across the backyard, hiding behind the outhouse and the storage shed as I went. There was an overturned bucket beneath the kitchen window, but it wasn’t noticeable, because the backyard—like most of the house—was a real mess. Father had an obsession with not wasting stuff, and since we never bought any “stuff” ourselves, that meant other people’s stuff. Stuff he found on the side of the road when he drove around in his truck like a junkman, saving the world from waste.

			The back shed and the porch and the yard were full of junk. We made money fixing it up to sell. Father would drive out to weekend markets, usually with Caspar because he was nice to look at and didn’t complain, and sometimes with Baby J because she would just plop down anywhere and paint and people loved to watch her.

			People loved Baby J. They loved her real name, Jerusalem. They loved that she was tiny and sort of serene. They loved that she never spoke; people thought that was really fabulous. “How wonderful,” they would say, “that she can speak so beautifully through her paintings.” What people didn’t realize was that Baby J could speak, the same way they or any of us could. Even the people at school didn’t seem to remember that she spoke, up until the age of six, the same year Morty broke his collarbone and the police raided our house.

			The kitchen window was always open a crack so we could get in from the outside. I scanned the kitchen first, holding my breath and trying to feel the house for people.

			Then I hurried. I stuck my pinkie into the space and lifted the window until I could fit my hand in. I raised the window slowly so it didn’t stutter along the frame. I bounced on the bucket, feeling the give that would one day crack, and vaulted into the kitchen sink.

			I scurried to the floor as quickly as I could. I had to be careful because there were buckets of water everywhere on the kitchen floor, like the world’s wettest chess game. That was another thing Father fixated on: preparation. He hoarded tap water until it started to smell and had to be changed.

			I guess it made sense in our house, where the plumbing was always going funny and we only had one working toilet, which we were only allowed to use at night and, even then, only in “emergencies” (otherwise we had to use the outhouse). Father didn’t believe in plumbers. He thought when the plumbing went wrong, it was God’s way of testing us and we had to endure.

			I was dancing through the buckets when the kitchen door swung open. I froze, feeling the funny, airy wash of fear. I ran through excuses. I could say I had to use the outhouse, but that would implicate the window. I could say I wanted water. Yes. And if he asked why I didn’t use the sink upstairs, I could say it tasted gross, which it did.

			Only it wasn’t Father who came through the door. It was Hannan, who looked the most like Father and gave me a pretty good fright anyway.

			“Jeez! What are you doing?” He rubbed his eyes.

			“I was getting water,” I said before I realized he probably didn’t require an answer.

			He passed by me, swerving expertly through the buckets on the floor, until he reached the cupboard. I made for the door.

			“Hey!” he said. I spun around. He held out a cup.

			“Oh,” I said dumbly. He went to the sink to fill it up for me.

			Hannan, Delvive, and I were triplets, but of all my brothers and sisters, even Jerusalem, Hannan was the hardest to figure out. He was the high school quarterback—he was actually amazing at playing football—and all he ever did was eat, sleep, and practice. I couldn’t tell what he thought about anything, Father or school or life in general. The only interesting thing he’d ever done was walk Claire, the head cheerleader, home from school. When Father found out, it earned Hannan a week in the Grave.

			The Grave was a cave underneath a stone amphitheater out in the woods. It was kind of like a sewer, and it was built to drain the overflow from the rain and the snow, but according to Father, it was put there by God as a place of reflection. Generally this reflection was enforced.

			Hannan had been in the Grave once, and Mortimer had been a lot. Caspar went down there voluntarily whenever he suspected himself of doing wrong or thinking wrong and he wanted to get a head start on his punishment. Sometimes Caspar would stay out there for days, without food, which made Father positively gleeful. I guess because it proved Father right. It proved that it couldn’t be so bad to be locked in a sewer, without food or water, in the middle of the woods with only God for company (if God thought you were worth sticking around for). It couldn’t be so bad if a kid was literally volunteering.

			None of us girls had ever been in the Grave, not because Father thought we were sensitive or anything, but because we’d never been caught doing wrong. We were smart. And we were way too smart to volunteer.

			I thanked Hannan as he handed me the water, all the while wondering if he knew I’d been outside or if he really thought I was dumb enough to go get water without remembering to get a glass. I didn’t ask him because that was how we interacted inside the house. We were putting on a performance all the time, because someone was always watching.

			I held my water glass close and hurried up the stairs. I didn’t want to be the first one down and risk Father having a personal chat with me.

			Delvive and Baby J and I all shared a room. There were enough bedrooms in the house for each of us to have our own room and then some, but there was also no central heating. So we three girls shared a room and so did the three boys.

			Our room was decorated with dead flowers, which hung on strings that crossed and crisscrossed like a bridal web. When I went in, Delvive and Baby J were sitting Indian style on the floor, with Baby J in front and Delvive behind braiding her hair.

			“Morning,” I said. Baby J turned to smile, but Del jerked her head back into place.

			I put the water glass down and settled in behind Del and began to fix her hair, which had gone all frizzy in the night. Baby J would do mine once hers was finished.

			We faced the window, and every so often a tree shivered, and I wondered if it was Caspar or Morty coming home, or running away.
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