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Praise for Boy 2.0


			“I’m honestly not sure how Baptiste spun biology, anthropology, chemistry, politics, and foster care into a suspenseful romp about family and the extraordinary nature of ordinary people, but she did. And it’s masterful. Is Boy 2.0 the origin story of our new favorite superhero? Or a metaphoric nod to the lives of everyday Black boys in America? Or . . . both? Either way, this is a special, special read.” 

			—Jason Reynolds, New York Times bestselling author of Long Way Down and Twenty-Four Seconds from Now . . . 

			“Tracey Baptiste blends heart-wrenching realism with unpredictable science fiction to create an unputdownable tale about a boy’s quest to find the truth about his family and his power. Baptiste cleverly tackles real-world issues in a story filled with Easter eggs and plot twists that are sobering, eye-opening, and downright irresistible.” 

			—Kwame Alexander, Newbery Medal–winning author of The Crossover and The Door of No Return

			“Captivating. Innovative. Original. Perfection. Tracey Baptiste is a masterful storyteller. Once again she’s given us compelling characters and an unforgettable story about the magic and miracle of family, friendship, and legacy.” 

			—Renée Watson, #1 New York Times bestselling author of Black Girl You Are Atlas and Piecing Me Together

			“Propulsive and dazzling from the very first page, Boy 2.0 is as ingenious as it is impossible to put down. An astonishing book.” 

			—Anne Ursu, National Book Award longlisted author of Not Quite a Ghost
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1.

			Let’s start with the car and the kid in the back seat and the woman driving it. She is looking straight ahead as if a slight pivot right or left might indicate that she cared even a little bit. The boy already knew she didn’t. Care. It was rare any of them did. That was the job. Too many kids, too many bad situations. It was easier for them to detach. It had been a while since he had to be moved to a new place, so he almost forgot what people like this lady were like. 

			It was quiet in the car, but the sound of screaming still rung in the kid’s ears. The safest place he’d known had turned dangerous at the snap of a finger. He still didn’t know what had gone wrong. He focused on the things he knew. It was Tuesday. September. Evening. The weather was trending toward cool. He knew better than to ask what had happened to Tom, his guardian of the last three years. Quiet Tom who suddenly started screaming. Gentle Tom who had been waving a knife when the kid was pulled to safety. The kid looked at the woman driving the car. But he knew that even if she had any answers, she wouldn’t tell him.

			He looked out into the darkening sky as the last hints of sunlight shone between the buildings. The neighborhoods changed. The houses got smaller and closer together. The streets narrowed. Wood fences gave way to chain-link.

			The car hit a bump and the kid’s backpack slid off the seat with a thud. Still no movement from up front. Not even a twinge of concern in the laser-focused eyes in the rearview mirror. A real pro, this lady. The kid closed a hand firmly on the backpack’s strap. It had his notebooks, pens, plastic baggie full of chalk, sketch pads. His other hand draped over a black duffel bag that contained everything else he needed. Clothes. A couple pairs of sneakers. An embroidered baby blanket.

			The car stopped in front of a two-story cream-colored house with lots of flowers in the garden and in pots that hung from the porch ceiling. A scruffy shrub fence that was in desperate need of trimming leaned all around it.

			The lady parked the car, said, “Hold on,” and then exited.

			A tall, dark-skinned man, not quite as dark as the boy in the back seat—but then few were—answered the door. He smiled. Nodded. Looked toward the car. The lady returned and knocked on the kid’s window.

			“Okay,” she said. That was it. Okay. Not welcome to your new home. Not I’m sure this is a little startling. Not your new foster family’s name is . . . 

			The boy slid out, pulled his backpack over his shoulder, and dragged the duffel bag across the seats. He walked awkwardly behind her onto the creaky porch. The man stepped out.

			“Let me help you with that,” he said, reaching for Coal’s duffel. Another smile. It was friendly. Not even a hint of pity, which was unusual. The man held the bag against his body with one hand and extended the other. “I’m Jackson McKay,” he said.

			The boy took his hand and got a firm, warm grip.

			“Win Keegan,” the lady said. “This is where you’ll be staying.”

			“It’s nice to meet you, Win!” Jackson said. “That’s a great name.”

			“So you’re all good then,” the lady said. Not a question. Barely a statement. She was already turning to leave.

			“We’re all good,” Jackson said. 

			The boy didn’t turn back. What would have been the point? He didn’t know this lady. And she had done nothing to make his day one iota better. That was why she didn’t get named in his story. She didn’t matter. He decided he wouldn’t even remember her face.

			Jackson stepped aside for him to walk in. “I bet this is weird,” he said. He put the bag down near a shoe rack and indicated that the boy should take off his sneakers. “So what do you like to be called?” he asked. “I mean, Win’s great, but I don’t like to assume.”

			“Most people call me Win,” the boy said. 

			“Okay. How old are you, Win?” 

			“Thirteen,” the boy said.

			Jackson nodded and gestured for the boy to follow him. They walked down a short hallway until they stood between two bright rooms. There were kids in both. Two girls in the dining room sat at a long table hunched over books. One of them looked a couple of years younger than him. The other was in first grade, tops. An older boy—judging by his height and the little bit of scruff on his chin—was in the living room draped over a flowered couch with an open book covering his face. 

			“You’re not going to learn anything like that, Aaron,” Jackson said.

			“I’m absorbing,” said the voice under the book.

			“Osmosis is not a practical study strategy. Also, Win is here. Come on.”

			Aaron lifted the book. “Hey,” he said. Then he added, “What do you go by? He? They?”

			“He is fine,” the boy said.

			“Me too,” Aaron responded with a nod.

			“Hi, Win!” the two girls at the table said at the same time. The younger one, with a deep-brown tone like Jackson and plaited pigtails, grinned half a mouth of teeth and clutched a small furry thing in her hands.

			The kid liked the vibe he was getting from the family, so he decided to take a chance. “Actually, I like to be called Coal.”

			“Coal,” Jackson said. “Well, all right, then.”

			“Coal?” the older girl said. “Like charcoal? The combustible or the art supply?”

			“Coal,” Aaron said, “because he will give you a look that burns right through to your core.”

			“Coal,” the little one said, “like what Santa will put in your stocking if you’re bad.”

			“Coal,” Jackson said, “like what a phoenix rises out of.”

			“That’s ash,” the older girl said. She smoothed an unruly curl that had sprung from her bun back away from her eyes. She was a lighter tone than her sister and had Jackson’s coily hair.

			“Ash is a cool name,” the younger girl said. “Can we call you Ash?”

			Coal found himself laughing. He shook his head. “Coal’s fine.”

			“Technically,” the older girl said, “coal is chunky. Not fine.”

			“So that’s Mari and Hannah,” Jackson said. 

			Mari saluted, and Hannah grinned again while holding up her stuffie—a sloth—for him to see.

			“This is Missus Quickness,” Hannah said.

			“Of course, Han, I almost forgot,” Jackson said. “And our oldest is Aaron.”

			“He’ll be the one trying to boss you around,” Mari said.

			“Nobody bosses anybody here,” Jackson said. “You are the boss of yourself.” He squeezed Coal’s arm gently. “Within reason.”

			“Got it,” Coal said.

			“You hungry?”

			“A bit.”

			Jackson took Coal by the shoulders and steered him into the kitchen. It smelled like freshly baked bread. “You’re in luck. I just finished up a batch of croissants, but there’s also shepherd’s pie if you want. The temp really dropped tonight, right?”

			“Yeah, it did.”

			“I know today’s been a tough one,” Jackson said. “Anything you need, I’ll try to get it for you.”

			Coal ran his finger across the edge of the table. “Tom,” he said. “Do you know what happened?”

			“He’s been taken to Holy Angels Hospital,” Jackson said in a softer, more careful voice. “He’s on a psychiatric hold for forty-eight hours. I don’t know anything else, but we can try to find out.” Jackson hesitated, with one hand already hoisting the shepherd’s pie dish.

			“So he might be back home after that.”

			“Unclear,” Jackson said. “You’ll be with us for . . . however long you need to be. Is that okay? Candace will be back soon. She knows more than I do. About pretty much everything.” He smiled sympathetically and served Coal a heaping portion of shepherd’s pie and put the plate of croissants in front of him. He poured him a glass of orange juice and plopped a couple of cookies on another plate, then sat opposite Coal at the kitchen table. 

			It seemed like the end of the Tom conversation, so Coal began to eat.

			“It’s just the five of us,” Jackson said. “We’ve never been a foster family before, so this is all new.”

			Coal took a swig of juice. Jackson topped off the glass.

			“We also weren’t quite prepared for you tonight, everything happening so suddenly and all.”

			“That’s okay,” Coal said. “I don’t really need a—” 

			The front door opened. “I’m back! I’m here! Did he get in yet?”

			“Mom!” Hannah went bounding for the door. Something dropped with a dull thud, prompting Jackson to get up and assist. Hannah led her mother to the kitchen. 

			“There you are!” The woman beamed at him. She wore jeans and one of those mom blouses that was flowy around the middle. Her braided hair was neatly sculpted into a low side bun. Even though she was smiling, her voice had a combination of strain and relief that Coal had heard in other mothers’ voices, but never directed toward himself. It surprised him enough that he jumped out of his seat to greet her, bumping the table and spilling some of his juice in the process. 

			She stuck her hand out. “I’m Candace.” 

			“I’ve got that!” Jackson said. He dropped two large shopping bags on the counter and rushed to clean up the spilled juice.

			“Hi,” Coal said.

			“So, you’re Win,” Candice said.

			“Coal,” Hannah said.

			“Coal?” Candace asked.

			“Like the bituminous combustible,” Mari said.

			“Like the stuff you mine out of a mountain,” Aaron shouted from the other room.

			“Like the stuff that can turn into diamonds,” Hannah added with a wiggle of eyebrows.

			“Like the stuff that’s just waiting for spark and wind?” Candace asked.

			“Waiting for what?” Coal asked.

			Candace smiled softly. “That’s from a poem.”

			Coal sat again. With the whole family looking at him, he suddenly felt like a lab specimen. He wasn’t sure what to do. He was definitely not going to put another forkful of food in his mouth with everyone standing there, like it was a performance.

			“I’m gathering you land more on the quiet side of things,” Jackson said.

			Coal shrugged. “I don’t know . . .”

			“It’s been a rough day,” Candace said. “And we’re probably not helping, hovering over you like this. We’ll give you a little space.” She grabbed one of the shopping bags. “I’ll go make up your bed and set you up. I’m sorry we’re not prepared. They really didn’t give us a lot of warning that you were on your way.”

			“Everything happened pretty fast,” Coal said.

			Jackson locked eyes with Candace, and she turned back to add gently, “Tom’s being looked after. I can ask for more details about his condition tomorrow.”

			“They’ll tell you?” Coal asked.

			“Maybe. I’m a psychiatrist and I have privileges at Holy Angels, where Tom was taken, so I can ask.” Candace nodded firmly. “It’ll be okay, you know. Whatever it is.”

			“I’m fine,” Coal said. “It’s not the first time I’ve moved foster homes.”

			“Right,” Candace said. “You finish eating, and I’ll have your room ready for you in a few minutes.”

			“You want more?” Jackson asked. “There’s plenty.” He was holding the dish with the shepherd’s pie, serving spoon at the ready, even though Coal had barely dug into what he had. 

			Coal wasn’t actually sure whether he was still hungry, but he figured that until he gathered what was what, he should probably say yes to everything. He nodded, and Jackson happily added more to his plate.

			By the time Coal was directed to what would be his new room, he was exhausted and overstuffed. He followed Jackson up a creaky flight of stairs, past a bedroom where the girls argued over which mess was to be cleaned by whom, and into a room that looked like it had been Aaron’s alone until now. A squeaky new metal frame twin bed, neatly made up with sheets straight out of the store packaging, was crammed into the space.

			“Here you go,” Candace said, fluffing the pillow. “I brought up your bag,” she added nervously as she pointed to the duffel at the foot of the bed. “We’ll have something for you to put your things in tomorrow. Like I said, it was last minute.” She stood stiffly, observing him. 

			“This is great. Thank you . . .” Coal had forgotten her name. Not even the first initial came to mind. “Um . . . Doc.”

			She grinned. “I like that. Doc.”

			“Okay, Doc,” Jackson said. “How about we let Coal get settled in.”

			Doc pointed at a fresh towel and washcloth, a toothbrush still in the packaging, a bottle of soap, lotion, and a stick of deodorant. “I wasn’t sure what you were able to grab when you left.”

			“Thank you,” Coal said.

			“Plus this.” She handed Coal a slim paperback by someone named Danez Smith. “Welcome home.” She and Jackson backed out of the room and closed the door.

			Coal was alone. First time in hours that he had a moment to himself. Nobody looking. Nobody occupying nearby space forcing him to stay aware. He sat on the edge of the bed, suddenly much more tired than he had been the moment before. He felt achy, like he’d been running, and all his muscles were used up. He thought about Tom. How one minute Tom was his regular self and the next minute he was someone else. He didn’t want to think about that, so he scanned the room. 

			Next to his bed there was a slightly darker green rectangle of unfaded paint on the wall, about the same size as Aaron’s dresser. Right beneath that, in the gray carpet, were four distinct impressions. They’d definitely moved it to make room for Coal. The carpet had that freshly vacuumed look with wide stripes in the weave. There were various piles around that seemed hastily straightened up. Some clothes, a few books. Aaron’s bed was against the wall directly opposite his. They’d gone to a bit of trouble for him. With only a couple of hours’ notice. And they seemed nice. Not as nice as Tom, but then no one was as nice as Tom. 

			Even sitting down, Coal felt unsteady. He squeezed the edge of the bed, digging his fingers into the mattress, as if that might anchor him. But the squeak of the metal frame reminded him that this was temporary. His breathing turned ragged. He went to his phone and tapped his go-to app—E-Fam—for when things got rough. The people in the video rotated, but the message was a variation on the same theme: some friendly face was going to tell him that things were all right. Tonight, a smiling Kenyan man came up. Coal had seen him a couple of times before. The familiarity was helpful. “You’re doing great,” the man said. “I’m so proud of you.” Then he added a thumbs-up. The video looped. Coal let it replay a few times before he set his phone down. 

			He opened the book to a page flagged with a green sticky note and found a poem titled “alternate names for black boys.” Four lines down, he found it: 4. Coal awaiting spark & wind.

			He unzipped his duffel and felt around inside it for the most important thing he owned. He never needed to look to know he’d found it. He knew it by touch. The softness of the fabric, the bumpy stitching, the frayed edges. He relaxed as soon as his fingers curled around it. Then he moved his hand and pulled out something to sleep in. He’d shower. He’d knock out. In the morning things would look different. Again. It was the one thing he could count on. Things would always be different. He thought about the poem and names and the real story of how he got his. He’d liked all the guesses the McKays had come up with. He liked that none of them were cruel. Over the years, he’d come to use his nickname as a test to see what kind of people he was dealing with. The ones who looked at his skin and called him black as coal. The ones who asked if he’d gotten burned up. The ones who sneered, who mocked, who wondered if he was even clean. It didn’t even matter what they looked like or where they’d come from. The jeers were always the same.

			The McKays seemed different. Like Tom had been. Which didn’t mean anything. Not yet. He had gotten too complacent with Tom. After three years, he had begun to believe that he had a home forever. He wouldn’t let that happen again.

			“Coal awaiting spark and wind,” he said aloud, just to hear how it sounded in his own mouth.

			He liked it. It was powerful.

			And dangerous.
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2.

			“There are eggs on the table!” Jackson called out.

			This seemed like the way the house got woken up. A call roused the McKay kids from sleep as the scent of something savory wafted up the stairs, shortly followed by the sounds of opening and closing doors, water running, flushing, sighs, hands pounding outside the bathroom, cries of hurry up and the like. Coal had been awake long before the cooking and banging started. He lay in bed, listening to the sounds of the house as they changed from creaking and the wind blowing outside to the clamor of the kids getting ready. He quietly absorbed it all, getting used to this new, more chaotic reality, and tried to figure out his place inside it, for however long it  lasted. 

			By the time he got himself dressed and downstairs, everyone was around the table, eating, drinking coffee or juice or what looked like strawberry milk, slightly bleary-eyed but ready for the day.

			“I was just about to come get you,” Jackson said. “Good morning!”

			“Good morning,” Coal said.

			“There are eggs.”

			“I heard.”

			“Sleep okay?”

			“He slept like the dead,” Aaron said. 

			“The dead?” Toothless, whose name Coal had forgotten, giggled. Four perfectly glossy braids flicked around as she tossed her head.

			“Not actually dead, Han,” Jackson said.

			Right. Han. Short for Hannah.

			“No, actually actually dead,” Aaron said. “I think he’s a zombie.”

			Hannah laughed out loud and spat half a mouth of eggs across the table.

			“Gross,” Mari said. At least Coal remembered her  name.

			He pulled up a chair opposite Mari and Hannah, and Aaron put a plate of eggs in front of him. 

			“Eat up. We need to leave soon.”

			“He has a little extra time,” Doc said. She appeared from a back room. “I’m taking Coal to school today.”

			“Where?” Hannah asked.

			“Du Bois,” Coal said.

			“That’s right near us,” Hannah said. “Are we going together, Mom?”

			“I’ll be there next year,” Mari said.

			“Uh, no,” Doc said. “I have some stuff I need to take care of. Have you seen my keys, J?”

			Aaron took the chair next to Coal. With his left hand he shoveled eggs into his mouth. With his right, he scrolled through his phone. “Oh shi—oot.”

			Mari pointed at Aaron with her fork. “I know what you were going to say!” 

			“Quit it, Mari!” Aaron said. 

			“Language!” Hannah shouted.

			Aaron ignored his sisters as he frowned at the phone. 

			“What’s going on?” Mari asked.

			“Nothing,” Aaron said, but he leaned closer to Coal and turned his screen so Coal could see the headline: “Traffic Stop Turns Deadly.” Coal had seen hundreds of these. He ignored the headline and focused instead on the photo of the woman, Allana Hastings, who had long cornrowed hair, mugging for the camera, flanked by two friends who were blurred out for the purpose of the article. Of course, they chose to use a club photo. It told a particular story about the victim and said nothing about the cop who’d pulled the trigger. 

			“Tired of this,” Aaron said.

			“You just woke up!” Hannah said.

			“That’s not the kind of tired I mean,” Aaron said. 

			“Then why didn’t you say what you mean?” Hannah yelled.

			Aaron rolled his eyes. “Just eat.”

			She showed him the chewed-up bits of egg in her mouth.

			“Charming,” Jackson said. “Are you ready to go?”

			The girls bounded out of their chairs, placed their dishes in the dishwasher, and headed for the door. With their backpacks on, they retraced their steps to hug their mother. It was a quick, coordinated dance. Coal made note of it, knowing eventually he would have to figure out how to weave through their choreography, or find the best way to clear out of their path. Staying on the fringes of things seemed the wisest choice for the moment. He wasn’t sure how long he would be with the McKays. Sometimes things didn’t work out. 

			“Now it’s just us, boys,” Doc said. Aaron slid the phone toward her, and she read the article. Her jaw tightened as she scrolled. “You two okay?” she asked when she finally looked up.

			Aaron shrugged.

			Coal didn’t respond.

			“You can change the settings on your newsfeed so you don’t see stuff like this, you know.”

			“Not seeing it doesn’t mean it doesn’t happen,” Aaron said. “I’d find out about it anyway when I got to school.”

			She put her hand on his head and tousled his high top a bit, leaving four finger dents in the crown.

			“Mom!”

			“I’m driving so you have time to fix it.” Aaron left, and she turned her attention to Coal. “Do you have a phone?”

			Coal fished his phone out of his back pocket.

			“Are you on Mr. Goreau’s plan?”

			“Yeah.”

			“I’ll add you to ours today, okay?” Doc got up and stretched. “Do you think you can get the dishwasher started? Then we’ll head out.”
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			Because the McKays were just across town from Tom, it meant that Coal was still going to Du Bois Middle, pronounced “Doo Boys,” because it was named for W.E.B., the Black icon. It was on the opposite end of the park from Hale High, where Aaron went. This meant he and Aaron would get dropped off at the same time. It also meant he was still at the same school as Door, the friend he’d had the longest. Through most of his moves, Door had been one of the few constants in his life. Coal hadn’t updated Door on what happened. He was still trying to find the words. He didn’t have much time left to find them.

			Doc drove through the neighborhood, which looked entirely more friendly in the morning. She went down some streets Coal didn’t know. In between sketching Allana Hastings, he kept his eyes open for flat, blank spaces, anywhere that could provide a larger canvas for his art. There was always some blank space he could find to put his stamp on in every neighborhood. Some neglected space he could pay attention to. They got stuck in a bit of traffic, and with a soft swear that Doc probably thought neither of the boys heard, she turned sharply down a tiny side street, and then wound through a maze of narrow roads. A few yellow beech leaves showered them as they went. One stuck on Coal’s window, and he put the glass down to get rid of it. He spotted a dead-end street with mostly abandoned-looking buildings on it. There wasn’t a single parked car or a person walking about. One of the houses had boards on the windows. 

			Jackpot.

			He strained his neck to see the street sign, but it was too late. The next street over was not a dead-end. Wallace Avenue. He typed it into the memo on his phone.

			Doc went past the middle school drop-off line and pulled into the parking lot. “You can walk from here, Aaron. Yes?” 

			“Sure,” he said.

			“I need to go into the office to fill out some forms about you.” She smiled at Coal. “I’ll walk you in.”

			“It’s okay. I’ll hang out in the yard until bell,” he said.

			“Okay,” Doc said. “I’ll see you tonight.” 

			As Doc went to the office, Coal went to the back lot where everyone met up in the morning. He spotted Door taking a shot at the basketball hoop. 

			“You’re here!” Door’s large frame blocked out all the other basketball players. 

			“I’m here.”

			“What the hell happened? You weren’t on the bus.”

			“New digs.”

			“Oh, serious? What happened to Tom?”

			“He’s gone,” Coal said.

			By then, Door was close enough for them to do their regular slap-pound-bounce greeting, but it was slower than usual as Door puzzled over this news. He lowered his voice. “Like, dead gone? Or disappeared gone? Or taken away gone? What flavor are we dealing with?” He rubbed one hand over his near-shaven head.

			“None of those, exactly,” Coal said. He took a deep breath. “He was out in the garden and I was finishing homework. I heard him yelling, so I ran out. He said that I should run, that they were coming to get me.”

			“What?”

			“Yeah.” Coal folded his arms, holding himself as he went on. “His eyes were wild, looking in all directions like somebody was going to pop out of the bushes. And he started screaming that I needed to go. He didn’t understand why I wasn’t running. He was screaming ‘They got you! They got you!’ like he could see people holding me down or something.” Coal looked at Door. “He pulled out a knife.”

			“Serious?”

			“One of those jagged ones he uses to cut the roses. I think it was to get the people he thought were there, but there wasn’t anybody there. Just me.”

			“Damn.”

			“I ran inside and called 911. They came so fast. The house was filled in minutes. Then they took him away and told me to pack a bag.” Coal was shaking his head like even he didn’t believe what had happened.

			“This ever happen before?”

			Coal tensed his jaw to stop the shaking. “Nope. It was  new.”

			Door slapped Coal’s shoulder and rubbed it a little. “So, what’s the new setup like?”

			“The McKays. They’re nice. Not a typical foster family. They’re like a real family. Three kids. Mom and dad.”

			“Shit. Really?” Door said. 

			“I know. It’s weird.” Coal shook his head. “I’m used to . . . well, not this.”

			“Maybe this’ll be good.”

			“Maybe.”

			The bell rang and teachers spilled outside.

			“Where these McKays at?”

			Coal put the new address into Door’s phone. “They have a lot to say. All the time.”

			“You like it!” Door said.

			“What? No. Why would you say that?” Coal asked.

			“You only ever complain about the stuff you secretly like,” Door said. The teachers were gathering everyone up, and Door draped his arm around Coal and steered him toward their homeroom teacher. “Gimme all the details.”

			Coal met Theodore Guzman on the football field in second grade. The fosters Coal had been with at the time required that he have some kind of after-school activity because it would be good for him. He figured football might be his game. It was not. His tryout involved trying to get past a kid who was the size of a refrigerator. No one could get by. “Like a locked door, you are, Guzman,” the coach said. Door had been Door, and defense, ever since. Coal pretended to have made the team and went to every practice, but instead he took his sketch pad out and started drawing on the side of the field. He got really good at drawing figures hanging out with Door. There were always plenty of athletes to sketch. Except for that one year when Coal had lived in another town with the Fiorellas, Door had always been there. The one person he knew the longest. Which was why even though Coal was the one who was supposed to be doing the talking, he was listening to Door telling him all the reasons breaking in a brand-new family was going to be great.

			After homeroom, he and Door went to the south wing, which perpetually smelled weird on account of the science. The outdoor lab was just past the back entrance. And by “outdoor lab,” the school really meant “swamp.” At the far end of the south wing was the maker space, filled with “supplies” a.k.a. “garbage” of all kinds. About midway was the menagerie, where Door and Coal were headed. You always knew the menagerie was nearby because the smell turned from swampy to wood shavings, wet fur, and assorted musty scents. 

			Ms. Freeman, the science teacher and head of the menagerie, peered at Coal and Door through silver-framed glasses as they stumbled in behind everyone else, still talking. Door’s last sentence trailed off. Usually, everything about Ms. Freeman was gray. Gray hair was braided neatly like a crown going around her head, her dark skin looked desperately in need of moisture, and a full set of gray clothes, none of which, by the way, were ever the same shade of gray. But that morning, she was wearing overalls in an equally nondescript color of grayish beige and bright blue boots.

			“Oh no,” Coal said.

			“What?” Door asked.

			“While the weather is still decent,” Ms. Freeman began, “we’ll be working in the outdoor lab, which gives us plenty of opportunity for observation and experimentation. Each of you will be well saturated in life science this marking period.” She paused midsentence to giggle at her saturation joke as she kicked up one boot to make sure everyone got the picture.

			“You mean the swamp?” Bisa asked. The girl’s usually large eyes were even larger. “We’re going in the swamp?”

			“Wetland is the proper term,” Ms. Freeman said.

			“We can’t go out into that,” Bisa said. Her face dripped with disgust. 

			“We have waders for everyone,” Ms. Freeman said.

			“Don’t we need permission or something?” Bisa asked.

			“Your parents all signed permission slips for the full year’s work,” Ms. Freeman explained. “That was thoroughly covered during back-to-school night.” 

			“What if we don’t want permission?” Bisa muttered.

			A few people—Door included—giggled.

			“Get ready, everyone,” Ms. Freeman said. She pointed to the back of the room where there were waders hanging from hooks. 

			The lab phone rang, and Ms. Freeman went to answer it as everyone geared up.

			“Hold on a minute, Win,” Ms. Freeman said. She talked into the receiver for another few seconds, then hung up. “Stay at the back of the group, okay?” The call had been about  him. The news about his night was out already. Ms. Freeman led the class to the swamp and got them lined up onshore. Then she came around to Coal. “Your paperwork is still pending. It’ll get sorted soon, though.” She added one of those pity smiles. The ones that could make a person feel like they’d tumbled out of a dryer slightly shrunk. 

			“Right,” Coal said. “But Doc . . . I mean Dr. McKay—”

			“Until all the forms are signed I’m not legally allowed—”

			“Never mind,” Coal said.

			“I know you love to draw,” Ms. Freeman said. “How about some observational drawings of one of the animals? It’ll count as class credit for today. By tomorrow I’m sure everything will be straightened out.” 

			“Want me to stay with you?” Door asked.

			“Nice try, Theodore,” Ms. Freeman said.

			“Ugh,” Door said. “Some people have all the luck.”
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