

[image: Cover]



Copyright © 2006 by Carolyn Parkhurst

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

Little, Brown and Company

Hachette Book Group USA

237 Park Avenue, New York, NY 10017

Visit our Web site at www.HachetteBookGroupUSA.com

First eBook Edition: June 2006

The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

ISBN: 978-0-7595-1613-7


Also by Carolyn Parkhurst

The Dogs of Babel



To my mother, with love



ONE

Laura

By the sixth leg of the game, we have accumulated the following objects: a ski pole, a bishop from a crystal chess set, a sheet of rice paper, a trilobite fossil, an aviator’s helmet, and a live parrot.

Our backpacks are overflowing. I drop the chess piece into a sock to keep it from bumping against anything and chipping. I fold the rice paper into a guidebook. The helmet I put on my head.

I hand the ski pole to Cassie. “Ready?” I ask, picking up the parrot’s cage.

“Like I have a choice,” she says. Our cameraman, Brendan, grins. I know he thinks Cassie makes for great footage.

“Okay, then,” I say. “We’re off.”

We leave our hotel room and walk down the hall, Brendan walking backward so he can film us; our sound guy trails behind. In the elevator, the parrot squawks.

“We should give this guy a name,” I say to Cassie, holding up the cage.

“How about Drumstick?” Brendan smiles behind his camera. He’s loving this.

“How about Milton?” I try. “He looks kind of like a Milton, don’t you think?”

“Fine, Mom,” Cassie says, staring up at the lighted numbers. “Whatever.”

The doors open onto the lobby, and we step out. There are only seven teams left, and the other six are already here. I pretty much hate them all by this point. Wendy and Jillian, the middle-aged flight attendants from Milwaukee, are sitting on a sofa, feeding little bits of bread to their parrot, while Carl and Jeff, the funny brothers from Boston, sit next to them, poring over a guidebook. Justin and Abby, whom a few people have dubbed Team Brimstone (or, occasionally, Team Shut-Up-Already) because they won’t stop talking about how the power of the Lord rescued them from homosexuality and delivered them into the loving grace of Christian marriage, are praying. Juliet and Dallas, the former child stars, who are standing (not coincidentally, I think) next to a large mirror, are staring at them with naked malice. Riley and Trent, the young millionaire inventors (they’re wild cards—brilliant, but not so good with the everyday stuff, and everyone wonders what they’re doing here anyway, since they don’t need the money), smile at Cassie as we walk past, but she turns away from them and goes to sit next to Wendy. Wendy says something to her, and Cassie actually smiles and reaches out to touch the feathers on their parrot’s head.

The only seat left is next to Betsy and Jason, the former high school sweethearts who have recently been reunited after twenty years apart. They seem to be having a fight; they’re sitting beside each other, but his arms are crossed, and their commitment to not looking at each other is very strong. I sit down next to Betsy, balancing Milton’s cage on my lap.

“Morning,” Betsy says, turning her whole body away from Jason. “Did your parrot keep you guys up all night, too?”

“No, we just put a towel over his cage and he went right to sleep.”

“Lucky,” she says. “We tried that, but it didn’t work. Ours was freaking out all night. I think we got a defective one.”

“A defective parrot. I wonder if there’s any provision for that in the rules.”

“Yeah, maybe they’ll let us trade it in. Otherwise, I’m gonna put it in Barbara’s room tonight.”

There are two camerapeople filming this conversation.

One of the producers, Eli, steps to the middle of the room and claps his hands. “Quiet, everyone,” he says. “Here comes Barbara.”

The front door opens and the host of the show, Barbara Fox, walks in with an entourage of makeup artists and even more camerapeople. She’s small and rigid with short blond hair and a frosty smile. She’s one of the most unnatural people I’ve ever met. I don’t know how she got a job on TV. We’re not allowed to approach her.

“Good morning, everybody,” she says, turning her glassy smile to each of us in turn.

“Good morning,” we say like schoolchildren, except less in unison.

Her crew sets her up in front of a large mural of the Sphinx. Filming begins. “I’m Barbara Fox,” she says, “and I’m standing in a hotel in Aswan, the southernmost city in Egypt, with the seven remaining teams in a scavenger hunt that will cover all the corners of the earth. Ladies and gentlemen, this . . .”—dramatic pause here, and a strange little roll of her head—“is Lost and Found.”

Throughout this process, auditioning for the show, going through rounds of interviews with the producers, providing background for the viewers, we’ve been asked over and over again to “tell our story.” The story I’ve told them goes something like this: I raised Cassie mostly on my own; it hasn’t always been easy. She’ll be leaving for college next year, and I wanted a chance to travel the world with her before she’s gone. Cassie’s version is considerably terser. We tell the story like that’s all there is, like we’re any old mother and daughter doing our little dance of separation and reconciliation. Oldest story in the world.

The story that doesn’t get told begins like this: Four months ago, on a warm and airless night, I woke up to find Cassie standing over my bed. I couldn’t see her very well in the dark, and for a moment it was like all the other nights, scattered through her childhood, when she’d come to get me because she was sick or scared. I’m a sound sleeper—I guess it’s important to say that—and it took her a few minutes to wake me.

“Mom,” she was saying. “Mom.”

“What is it?” I said. “What time is it?”

“Mom, could you come to my room for a minute?”

“What’s the matter? Are you sick?”

“Could you just come to my room?”

“Okay,” I said. I got out of bed and followed her down the hall. She’d moved her bedroom into the attic the previous year, and as we climbed the stairs, I could see that the light was on and the bedclothes were rumpled. I noticed a funny smell, an odor of heat and sweat and something like blood. There were towels everywhere—it seemed like every towel we owned was piled on the floor or the bed. Most of them were wet, and some of them were stained with something dark.

“Is that blood?” I said.

“Mom, look,” she said. “On the bed.”

I looked at the tangle of linens, and it took me a minute before I saw it. Saw her, I should say. There, in the center of the bed, lay a baby wrapped in a yellow beach towel.

“What . . .” I said, but I didn’t know how to finish the sentence. “Cassie . . .”

“It’s a girl,” Cassie said.

“I don’t understand,” I said. My mind seemed to have stopped working. The baby looked very still. “Is she . . . okay?”

“I think so,” Cassie said. “She was awake at first, and then she went to sleep.”

“But . . .” I said, and then I didn’t say any more. I reached out and unwrapped the baby. She lay naked and sleeping, her body smudged with creamy smears of vernix. Several inches of umbilical cord, tied at the end with a shoelace, grew out of her belly like a vine.

I looked her over, this child, my granddaughter. Tiny. Tiny. There is no new way to say it. If you could have seen her. The translucent eyelids, the little fingers curled into fists. The knees bent like she hadn’t learned how to stretch them yet. The feet wrinkled from their long soak. You forget how small they can be. Tiny.

I picked her up, and she stirred. She opened her eyes and looked up at me. A lurch inside me, and I loved her, just like that. It didn’t even happen that way with my own daughter, not quite. I held her close to my chest and wrapped the towel around her again.

“I didn’t know how to tell you,” Cassie said.

“I don’t understand,” I said again. “You had this baby?”

“Yeah. About half an hour ago, I guess.”

“But you weren’t pregnant.”

She gave me a look. “Well, obviously, I was,” she said.

“And you didn’t tell me? For nine whole months you didn’t tell me? Who’s the father? Dan? Does he know?”

“Can we talk about this later?” she said. “I think maybe I should see a doctor.” She lowered her voice and looked downward. “I’m bleeding,” she said, her voice like a little girl’s.

I wish I had said, “My poor baby.” I wish I had said, “I’m so sorry you had to go through this alone.” But I was tired and bewildered, and I was beginning to get angry. What I said was, “Yeah, that’ll happen when you give birth.” And I didn’t say it very nicely.

Cassie turned away from me and balled her hands into fists. “Well, you don’t have to be so mean,” she said, and I could hear that she was trying not to cry. “I’ve been through a lot tonight. It hurt a lot, you know, really, really a lot.”

I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself down. “Okay, Cassie,” I said. “I’m sorry. This is just kind of a shock.” I reached out to take her arm, but she shook me away. “You’re right,” I said. “We should go to the hospital.”

I looked at the baby, who was lying quietly in my arms. “We have to wrap her better,” I said. “This towel is wet.”

“I think she peed,” said Cassie. “I didn’t have any diapers. I didn’t know they could pee so soon.”

“Well, they can,” I said. “Let me go get some blankets.”

With great care, I put the baby down on the bed and went down the stairs to the linen closet. My mind felt thick, as if my head were filled with clay. I tried to understand this new information, to lay it on top of the things I already knew and to read my memories through it. She’d been wearing loose clothes lately, I’d noticed that much. I thought she’d been gaining weight, but I didn’t want to upset her by bringing it up. She’d been sleeping a lot and she was moody, but so what? It’s not like that’s exactly earth-shattering behavior for a seventeen-year-old.

I opened the linen closet and looked inside. I picked out a quilt that my grandmother had given me when Cassie was born; her own mother had made it for her as a wedding gift. It had been Cassie’s favorite blanket in childhood, and she’d kept it on her bed until she reached adolescence.

As I picked it up, I was already imagining the things I would say to this baby one day. I would tell her, You were born under extraordinary circumstances. I would tell her, We wrapped you in a quilt that was older than our house.

I brought the blanket into Cassie’s room and spread it on the bed.

“But that’s my blanket from Nana,” she said. Her voice rose like a child’s. “What if she pees again?”

I laid the baby on the quilt, the small, miraculous lump of her, and swaddled her as well as I could. “If she pees, she pees,” I said.

“Do you think we should bring this to the hospital?” Cassie asked, picking up the wastebasket by her desk. I looked inside at what it held. It was the placenta, dark and slick as a piece of raw liver.

“I don’t think we need that,” I said. I tried to think back to the books I had read before Cassie was born. “Wait, maybe we do. I think they need to check it to make sure the whole thing came out. I don’t know.”

“I’ll just bring it,” she said.

The baby started to cry, a high, pure kitten-screech of a sound. We both looked down at her.

“She’s probably hungry,” I said. “I wonder if you should try to breastfeed her.”

“No,” she said, and her voice was hard and steady. “I don’t want to.” And I think that was when I knew we’d be giving her up.

The rules of the game are simple. For each segment, they fly us to a new city where we follow a trail of clues through various exotic (and, presumably, photogenic) locations until we’re able to decipher what item we’re looking for. Then each team sets out to find an object that qualifies. Every item we find has to remain with us until the end of the game, so the items are usually heavy or fragile or unwieldy; it adds to the drama. Losing or breaking a found object is grounds for disqualification. The last team to find the required object and make it to the finish line gets sent home.

At the end of each leg, Barbara interviews the team that’s been eliminated, and she asks the following question: “You’ve lost the game, but what have you found?” I know the producers are looking for cheesy answers like “I found my inner strength,” or “I found the true meaning of friendship,” but that’s not always what they get. The first ones eliminated were Mariah and Brian, a brother-and-sister team from San Francisco. Brian began acting strangely almost immediately; we found out later that he was schizophrenic—he was fine while he was taking his medication, but he’d stopped at some point during the game. (So much for all the producers’ elaborate background checks.) The race ended for them in a museum of natural history in Quebec. We were looking for trilobites, but Brian became very agitated by a giant dinosaur skeleton that was on display, and he began to pelt it with trash from a nearby garbage can. He had to be forcibly removed from the premises. Afterward, Barbara found the two of them outside, sitting on the ground like children. Mariah was cradling Brian in her arms as he rocked back and forth unhappily. Barbara walked up to them—you have to give her credit for determination—and asked them her question. Brian looked up at Barbara, his face a frieze of misery. “I’ve found out you’re a motherless dog,” he said before Mariah waved the cameras away. I’d like to see how they’re going to edit that.

I don’t think there’s much of a chance Cassie and I will win the game, but I don’t really care. Secretly, this is the moment I’m looking forward to most, the moment when Cassie and I stand before Barbara, and she asks me what I’ve found. Cassie and I will look at each other and smile; I’ll reach out and touch her arm, or her hair, and she won’t move away. I’ll turn back to Barbara, and the cameras, and all the TV viewers of the world. I found my daughter, I’ll say. I found my little girl.



TWO

Cassie

So today we’re in Egypt, which I guess would be kind of cool if I weren’t here with my mom, and we weren’t on a fucking game show. It’s not like we have time to explore all these different countries; we just rush through and do the stupid game stuff. We got to Aswan last night and Mom made us come straight to the hotel, so pretty much all I’ve seen of Egypt is an episode of The Love Boat dubbed into Arabic.

Barbara’s finishing up her little spiel and giving out the clues. They come in white envelopes sealed with gold wax. We all open them at the same time. There’s a little poem inside, written in nice calligraphy:

A great king toppled in the sand,

Three others looming higher,

Contain a monument less grand—

The name of Godfrey Wire.

Each of the teams start whispering among themselves, trying to guess what the clue might mean without giving away any hints to anyone else.

“I think I have an idea about this,” Mom says softly, flipping quickly through her guidebook. “I know I saw something in here about a temple with four statues, but one of them has lost some pieces. I’m trying to remember what it’s called.”

“Godfrey Wire doesn’t sound very Egyptian,” I say.

“No, it doesn’t. Maybe it has to do with the keyword.” The first part of every segment is called the Keyword Round. Once you get wherever you’re going, you have to use the clue to figure out what word the judges are looking for. Then you’re supposed to go over to Barbara, who’s standing in this stupid-looking soundproof glass box, and tell her what you think it is. If you guess wrong, you get a ten-minute penalty before you’re allowed to guess again, which can give the other teams a chance to get ahead.

Riley and Trent (inventor weirdos) have gone to consult with the concierge; Juliet and Dallas (TV babies) are making a phone call. Justin and Abby (freaks) have already figured everything out, apparently, and are heading for the door. Everyone else is looking through books like we are.

“Here it is,” Mom says. She leans close and whispers in my ear—we’re miked, so they’ll be able to pick it up anyway—“The temple of Abu Simbel.” She shows me a picture of a giant cliff with these four big pharaoh guys carved into it. One of them is missing his head and chest; the broken pieces lie in front of him on the sand. Brendan leans in to get a shot of the guidebook.

“That’s got to be it, don’t you think?” she says.

“Yeah, I guess so.” I pick up the parrot’s cage, and he lets out this annoying squawk. “All right,” I say, “let’s get on with it.”

Over the past four months, my mom has said “We’ve got to talk about this” so many times that she probably repeats it in her sleep, but every time we do, she doesn’t have the slightest clue what to say. And I guess I don’t really feel like helping her out. So she doesn’t know my side of the story at all.

I got pregnant at Greenstone Village—it’s one of those lame “ye olde” places where everyone pretends it’s the 1700s, and they act like making candles is the most fascinating thing in the world. We were on a field trip for AP history, which was fun, because once you’re in high school, they don’t do those much anymore. It made us feel like kids again, handing in our permission slips, getting on the school bus. We were all doing silly stuff like putting our heads and arms into the stocks and trying to get the people who worked there to admit they knew what television was. (“A box with pictures that move? I know of no such sinful appurtenance.” Yeah, yeah, we get it, you’re so authentic.)

We had this handout we were supposed to fill out, and the teachers were pretty much letting us wander around on our own. My friend Mia and I were walking around together, with a couple of other friends; our boyfriends, Reece and Dan, were trailing behind us. It was September, and there was a crackly feeling to the air. I was saying something that was making Mia laugh, and I couldn’t stop looking at her. It was a little bit chilly, and her cheeks were pink, and her dark hair was blowing around her face. All I wanted for the rest of my life was to keep making her laugh like that. Sometimes our arms brushed against each other as we walked, and it was like I could feel the touch for minutes after it happened.

Then Reece stepped up between us and put his arm around her, and she reached around and curled her hand to fit the shape of his waist. I looked at her hand there, her long fingers resting on his side, her silver fingernails, which I’d helped her paint on the bus, shimmering like coins on the dark fabric of his jacket. I felt like someone was squeezing me from the inside.

Dan took my arm and held me back a little, so there was some distance between us and everyone else.

“Come on,” he said.

“Where?”

He gestured with his head to the woods that ran along one edge of the village. “Over there.”

“Dan,” I said. “We can’t. What if we get caught?”

“We won’t.”

“What if the teachers see us go back there?”

“Are you kidding? They’re all sitting in the bus, smoking and talking about what they meant to do with their lives.”

I smiled. I liked Dan, I really did. I looked at the group of our friends walking down the muddy road ahead of us. I looked at Mia in her big gray coat, her dark hair blowing in the wind. She was laughing and talking to Reece; they were holding hands. She hadn’t even noticed I was gone.

“Okay, but we have to be quick.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Sorry, babe,” he said in a fake-macho voice. “Quick is not in my repertoire.”

We walked back into the woods until we could no longer see the buildings of the settlement or hear the voices of the other students.

“How’s here?” Dan asked, pointing to an empty patch of ground.

“Fine,” I said.

We sat down, and Dan leaned over to kiss me. I could feel the dampness from the dirt seeping into my jeans.

Dan moved his lips to my neck and ran his tongue along my collarbone. “I’ve been thinking about doing this all day,” he whispered.

“Me too,” I said. It didn’t sound very convincing, but he didn’t seem to notice. I put my hand under his shirt and ran it over his chest. I moved downward and reached into his pants. He was already hard.

“Let’s lie down,” he said.

He unzipped my jacket and reached under my shirt. He stroked my nipples through my bra. I closed my eyes and thought about Mia. I imagined that we were in her bedroom, trying on clothes. I pictured her in a slinky black dress, cut low in front so that the tops of her breasts were visible. “My bra is showing,” she was saying to me. “Could you help me take it off?”

Dan had unzipped my jeans and was reaching into my panties. “God,” he said. “You’re so into it today.”

I imagined slipping my hands beneath Mia’s dress and touching her soft skin. I imagined that as I unhooked her bra, she spun around so that my hands were cupping her bare breasts.

Dan was taking off his pants. I reached over and pulled his penis out.

“Wait,” he said, and reached into his pocket. “Ye olde condom.” He opened the packet and put the condom on, then climbed on top of me, pressing me into the damp ground. My hands were on Mia’s breasts, and our faces were close enough to touch. “Kiss me,” she said.

“Kiss me,” I said to Dan.

He put his mouth on mine and I plunged my tongue inside. Mia and I were kissing, and she was letting her dress fall to the floor. “You’re so beautiful,” she was whispering, and she was pulling my clothes off, and we were both naked on the floor of the bedroom . . .

Dan pulled out and looked down. “Shit,” he said. “It broke.”

I sat up. “It broke?”

“Yeah.” There was panic in his voice.

We both stared at the latex wreckage on his penis for a long moment.

“What do we do?” I said.

“I don’t know.”

We were silent. I glanced down at myself and saw what I looked like; I was wearing a down jacket and no pants. I suddenly felt cold and ridiculous. I began to put on my clothes.

“Probably nothing will happen,” I said finally.

He nodded. “Probably not.”

I tried to remember when my last period had been. I didn’t know for sure. “I don’t think it’s even the right part of my cycle.”

“Okay,” he said. He didn’t sound convinced. “Good.”

We stood up and adjusted our clothing. We started to walk back to the village. I could smell smoke from the blacksmith’s shop through the cold air.

“If anything does happen,” Dan said, “I’ll be there for you.”

“I know,” I said. He took my hand, and we walked out of the woods toward the low-slung buildings.

It’s a four-hour bus ride to the temple, and there’s no air conditioning on the bus. Every time I move, I have to peel myself away from the vinyl, and then I start thinking about how many layers of dried sweat are probably festering away on this seat. I’m so hot I feel sick; it reminds me of morning sickness, which makes me think of all kinds of stuff I don’t want to think about. On our way out of the city, we get to drive past all the things we’re not going to get to do; we see sailboats floating down the Nile, and guys on the street selling falafel, and people in a bazaar buying . . . I don’t know, whatever they buy there. We’re not allowed to go. It really kind of sucks that all we get to do is ride on a bus with a bunch of screaming parrots.

Then we’re in the desert. It’s flat and sandy; just your basic desert, I guess. Kind of cool in theory, but it gets boring pretty fast. Every now and then we pass a car, and once we actually see a guy riding a camel, but mostly there’s not much to look at. There are two teams who aren’t on the bus with us—Abby and Justin, and Carl and Jeff—and everyone’s talking about what happened to them.

“Maybe they’re going to some other temple,” Jason says.

“Or maybe we’re all wrong, and it’s not a temple at all,” Trent says. “Maybe there’s some symbolism we’re missing. Four kings—maybe we’re supposed to find a deck of playing cards.” I roll my eyes, which nobody can see because I’m wearing sunglasses. These guys are supposed to be smart; they invented some kind of important cell phone technology that they sold for a bazillion dollars, and now apparently everyone uses it. But they’re always coming out with stupid shit like this.

“Watch out, my friend,” Riley tells Trent. “I do believe you’re overthinking this one.”

“Maybe they teamed up to share a cab,” Betsy says, and everyone looks nervous. We only have a certain amount of money to use in the course of the game, so you have to be careful about what you spend, but if they’ve decided to splurge on a cab, they could easily be there before the rest of us.

The two former child stars, Juliet and Dallas, are sitting across from me and Mom, not taking part in the conversation. It’s still so weird to see them here, hanging around like they’re these normal people. There’s not a single person in the world who knows it, but Juliet Jansen is the first girl I ever loved. I used to watch the sitcom she was on, Best Friends. Juliet played this girl named Tracy, and she had a friend named Amber. I forget who played the other girl. It was supposed to be that Amber was the pretty one, and Tracy was the smart, funny one, but really they were both pretty, just in different ways. And of course, it was a sitcom, and they both got the same number of jokes, so it wasn’t really like one of them was funnier, either. It was definitely a show aimed at kids—there were no parents in the show at all, which seemed cool to me at the time.

Every episode would start with Tracy and Amber on the phone with each other, talking about what happened at school that day, and then there’d be flashbacks to the scenes they were talking about. They’d always show two versions of what happened, Tracy’s version and Amber’s version, and they were always totally different, which is where most of the humor came from. And, of course, there would be some misunderstanding, and then it would all get cleared up, and the show would end with some disembodied mom voice yelling “Amber, get off the phone” or something like that, and then the girls would say good night, and then Tracy would sneak in one last joke before they hung up. Okay, maybe it wasn’t a great show, but I was only twelve when it went on the air, and back then, I didn’t really know that there were good shows and bad shows. I sort of thought that everything on TV must be equally good from some neutral, universal standpoint.

I remember Dallas McKinley’s show, too, although I didn’t watch it as much. It was called President Scooter, and it was about a ten-year-old boy who gets elected president. I forget how it happens exactly—I think he gets nominated by mistake, but when people see how corrupt the grown-up candidates are, they start thinking it’s not such a bad idea. So the whole show was about how his parents tried to make him a good little president, and he had this power-hungry uncle who kept trying to get him to do evil things.

I had a history teacher who really hated this show; he was always going off about how inaccurate it was, and how there’s a minimum age requirement, blah, blah, blah, as if we were all sitting there taking this absurd sitcom seriously. The show was on Wednesday nights, and every Thursday, someone in the class would say, “Hey, Mr. Manning, did you see President Scooter last night?” and he’d waste half the class ranting about how TV shows were giving kids an unrealistic view of government. At the end of the year, this really disturbed kid in the class, Tom Symansky, gave Mr. Manning this picture he’d made called “The Assassination of President Scooter,” which showed Dallas McKinley getting his head blown off. The artwork was pretty well done, actually, but Mr. Manning sent Tom to the principal’s office and gave the rest of us a lecture about how too much TV makes kids violent.

The two shows were on at about the same time, and I remember that Mia had a crush on Dallas McKinley. For a moment so short it almost doesn’t exist, I think that I can’t wait to tell her I’ve met him—I can picture exactly what the scene will be like, I can even see the look on her face—but then I remember that Mia and I don’t tell each other anything anymore.

Mom leans over to talk to me. “So, let’s discuss strategy,” she says.

I bend down and rummage through my backpack for my Walkman. “Let’s not,” I say, putting the headphones on.

One more thing my mom doesn’t know: the Lost and Found people know about the baby. She certainly didn’t tell them about it; I think she’s just embarrassed by the whole thing. And it probably didn’t occur to her that I’d tell them—I mean, I kept it a secret for nine months, right? But during the screening interview, this woman was asking me if I had any conflicts with my mother and stuff like that, and it just kind of floated out of me. I guess I wanted to tell someone. The interviewer woman thought she’d struck gold. She said, “Could you wait here for just a minute?” and she went and got these two men, who turned out to be like the head guys. “Could you tell them what you just told me?” she asked. And I did. It was even easier the second time.

When we got the call saying we were going to be on the show, Mom went nuts. She kept saying, “I knew they’d pick us!” It was kind of sad—does she think they chose us because we’re so fascinating? But I know the truth. They picked us because they think we’re this big mother-daughter bomb ticking away with secrets, and they’re just waiting for us to explode.

Mom is looking at me like she wants to say something, but doesn’t know if I can hear her. I turn toward the window and focus on the sand and the road and the shimmering heat until they’re the only things in my mind.



THREE

Carl

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to kick my brother in the teeth when he suggested we share a cab with Team Brimstone—I’ve got nothing against God, I just don’t want to talk about Him all the time—but they’re really not so bad, and if it puts us in the lead, it’ll be worth it. We’re riding through the desert. It’s like a giant beach, but without the good part. Our cab is an ancient black-and-white Fiat with a missing side panel and a rear bumper held on with bungee cord. Our driver seems to hate us, and I can tell you it doesn’t smell good in here. The four of us are squished in the back, and Justin and Abby’s camera and sound guys are packed in the front with the driver. Since there wasn’t enough room for everyone, our camera crew got to take a separate cab all by themselves. I would give a year of my life—well, okay, maybe not a year, but definitely a week—to be riding in that cab instead.

“I’ve been having the weirdest dreams,” Jeff says. “Last night I dreamed we were all in this comedy contest, and we had to do five minutes of stand-up on whatever topic they assigned us. Guess what my topic was.”

“What?” we all say.

“Toast.”

I crack up. Justin and Abby smile politely. “Toast?” I say.

“Yeah, toast. I was going nuts trying to come up with jokes about toast.”

“Did you come up with any?” Justin asks.

“Yeah, I got kind of a riff going. I started out by saying, ‘Did you ever notice how pointy the corners of toast are? I burned a piece of whole wheat last week, I swear I could’ve robbed a bank with it.’”

“Yeah, that’s a real knee-slapper,” I say, but I’m smiling.

“Well, it was funny in the dream. Then I went into ‘How many lawyers does it take to butter a piece of toast?’”

“How many?” asks Abby.

“Four, but I forget why. No one was laughing. I lost the contest to this kid I went to grade school with.” He turns to me. “You remember Phil Marks?”

I shrug. “Not really.”

“Well, it was him. His topic was underwear.”

“Well, that’s a lot easier to joke about,” Justin says.

“Classic anxiety dream,” I say.

“You think?”

“Definitely.”

“So what am I anxious about?”

I make a gesture that includes the cab, the desert, the cameraman, the parrots sitting in our laps. “Hello? You’re on TV, you’re trying to win a million bucks, you’re in a strange country. I think we’re all a little anxious.”

Jeff shrugs. “It beats working,” he says. It takes just about a month to film this thing—if you don’t make it to the end, you have to spend the remaining time in a sequester location—and Jeff and I are both using a combination of vacation time and unpaid leave. I think that’s what most people are doing, although the millionaires are obviously their own bosses, and this one guy, Jason, from the “high school sweethearts” team, actually quit his job. That’s some nice, rational decision making there, Jason; if you don’t win the million bucks, that’s really going to look great on your résumé. Nothing impresses potential employers like a willingness to give it all up for a get-rich-quick scheme.

“So,” says Justin. He’s youngish, maybe in his early thirties. He’s this weird combination of earnest and smug. “What made you guys decide to try out for the show?”

“Uh oh,” I say. “You’re gonna make him sing.”

“D-I-V-O-R-C-E,” yodels Jeff.

“Both of us,” I say. “Born a year apart, married a year apart, divorced a year apart.”

“I’m always following in his footsteps,” says Jeff.

“What a shame,” says Abby. She’s about the same age as Justin, pretty, kind of serious-looking. A lot less vocal about the God thing.

“It is a shame,” I say, seriously.

“Well, it may be a shame,” says Jeff, “but we’re having a lot more fun now.”

“How about you two?” I ask.

“It sounded like fun,” Abby says. “Travel to all these great places.”

“And we wanted to get our message out,” says Justin. “TV is a great medium for that.”

“What message is that?” asks Jeff, wide-eyed. He knows what message it is; he’s just being a pain in the ass.

“That people can change,” Justin says. “With God’s help. That you don’t have to live the gay lifestyle if you don’t want to.”

“So you wouldn’t recommend the gay lifestyle?” Jeff says. “’Cause I’ve been shopping around for a new lifestyle, and that’s the only one I ever hear anyone talk about.”

“It’s not a joke,” Justin says. “It’s a sad, sad thing.”

“He’s just kidding,” I say, jabbing Jeff sharply with my elbow. “Bet you didn’t know what you were getting into when you decided to share a cab with us.”

“So what do you know about this temple?” asks Abby.

I find the page in my guidebook. “It’s really interesting,” I say. “It was discovered in 1813 by this Swiss guy. It was almost completely covered in sand. It could have been lost forever.”

“Wow,” says Jeff. “Imagine all the things that get covered up and never get discovered.”

“There could be whole cities,” Abby says. “Cities underneath the sand.”

I skim over the entry in the book. “And, listen to this, the whole thing was moved, piece by piece, when they built the Aswan Dam in the sixties, so the temple wouldn’t be covered with water.”

“Hmm,” says Justin. “Sounds like someone wants this temple covered up.”

“Is that ‘Someone’ with a capital S?” asks Jeff.

Justin smiles serenely. “Who’s to say?”

I don’t know what went wrong with my marriage. There were a lot of things that happened—there always are—but basically, we reached a point where we just weren’t nice to each other anymore. I think it started around the time my son was born. Everyone says that having a kid puts a strain on a marriage, but you just don’t believe it. You think, how can this do anything but bring us closer? But then there’s this new little guy who splits your allegiances, and nobody’s sleeping, and all of a sudden there’s all this chaos, and the two of you are on opposite sides of it. You can’t get mad at the baby, so who’s left to get mad at?

My son’s name is Benjamin, and he just turned three. Jackie and I separated right around his second birthday. Divorce is a terrible thing to do to a kid. His favorite thing in the whole world is having the two of us in one room, and that’s something he doesn’t get to see much anymore. Sometimes when he was maybe one, one and a half, we’d bring him into bed with us in the mornings, to try to coax a little more sleep out of him. It never worked. He’d stand between us on top of the covers, towering over us like Godzilla in a blanket sleeper. “Mama, Dada!” he’d yell, pointing down at us with both hands. It was like he was claiming us as his, naming us like Adam in Eden.

I get to see him a lot; Jackie’s good about that. She knows he needs his dad around. But there’s still so much I miss. I don’t always know what his new favorite books are, or what songs he knows, or how he’s sleeping. For a while when we were all still together, Benjamin didn’t like to sleep with a blanket, so I wouldn’t use one, either. It was the only way I could make sure I knew how he was feeling. How could I sleep if he was cold? He was my little guy. Sometimes, if it was chilly enough to wake me up, I’d sneak into his room and cover him while he slept. I remember standing in the dark, not able to see where he was in the crib, and feeling around until my fingers brushed the top of his head or the soles of his feet. Sometimes I’d put my hand on his back, on the soft flannel of his pajamas, and feel him breathe up and down. I’d stand there until he moved or made a little sucking sound and then I’d get the hell out of there, because one thing you do not want to do is wake a sleeping baby. But now his nighttimes are generally daddy-free. And as much as I don’t want to denigrate the mother of my child, I can tell you she’s not sleeping without a blanket.

It was, no surprise, Jeff’s idea to come on this show. This kind of thing is right up his alley. This is actually his third attempt at self-improvement via reality television: he tried out for Survivor, with no luck, which is probably just as well—Jeff for a month on nothing but rice is not a Jeff anyone wants to be with. And then he talked me into sending in a tape for The Amazing Race, but we weren’t welcome there, either. I wasn’t that enthusiastic about continuing the effort, but it soon became clear that Jeff wasn’t going to give me any peace till we’d been rejected by every show on the airwaves. Okay, I said, we’ll give it one more try; how about that scavenger hunt thing we caught a few episodes of? And here we are.

I’m having a great time, though. Jeff’s always been a goofball, and one of the things I like best about him is that he makes me into a little bit of a goofball, too. We have fun together every single day, and how many people can you say that about?

When we finally get to the temple, there are no other teams in evidence. A small cheer goes up among the four of us. We know we’re in the right place, because at the edge of the parking lot we can see a blue-and-white banner marked with the Lost and Found logo—an old-fashioned suitcase, covered with travel stickers, bursting open to release a flock of stars into the air. We get out and unload our stuff. There’s a little bit of a scuffle when it comes time to pay the cab driver; we’d neglected to negotiate a price up front, which is a mistake I won’t be making the next time I’m in Egypt. We hand over what seems like a million of those pretty Egyptian pounds, but I figure it’s probably not that much money when you do all the math. Jeff points out that the one-pound note actually has a picture of the damned temple on it, and we could’ve just sat around looking at our money and saved ourselves a trip. We get out of the cab, reunite with our camera crew, and head for the entrance.

It turns out there are actually two temples: a big one dedicated to Ramses II, who built the place, and a smaller one dedicated to his favorite wife, Nefertari. Based on our clue, I think we want the big one. It’s pretty imposing, I’ve got to say. There are four giant statues of Ramses cut into the cliff face, two sitting on each side of the doorway. The second one from the left is damaged, the head and chest broken off. The pieces lie in front of it as if they just fell off and landed there this morning. And off to the side, the TV crew is setting up the ridiculous soundproof booth that Barbara stands in to listen to our keywords.

“Four statues of himself,” I say to Jeff. “A little impressed with ourselves, are we?”

“I’m thinking I might build myself one of these babies. Can you picture it? Four giant Jeffs looking down at you?”

“Oh, yeah,” I say. “Four of you sitting on a bar stool, holding a beer. We can call it the Temple at Chuck’s Bar and Grille.”

Justin and Abby have already headed inside. “So what are we looking for?” Jeff asks.

“I have no idea. ‘The name of Godfrey Wire,’ I guess.”

“Well, let’s go on in.”

We walk into a long hall lined with more statues. “Oh, look,” says Jeff. “It’s Ramses again.” He counts the statues. “Eight more.”

“Poor guy. He really didn’t have much self-confidence, did he?”

“It’s a sad, sad thing,” Jeff says, imitating Justin.

The walls and ceiling are covered with elaborate murals. There are all kinds of battle scenes, with guys in chariots shooting arrows, and scenes with Ramses making offerings to gods with animal heads. “Look,” I say, pointing to what looks like a pharaoh wielding a sword. “I think Ramses is smiting some people here.”

We look at the pictures for a while. We haven’t got a clue. “Some of these guys are gods, right?” Jeff says. “Like Godfrey Wire?”

“I think that’s pushing it.”

At the end of the first hall is a second, narrower hall, and at the end of that is the inner sanctuary, a small room with an altar and four more statues.

“Only one of those guys is Ramses,” I tell Jeff, looking at my book. “The rest are gods.”

“Is there a difference?” asks Jeff.

Justin and Abby are back here, too, looking closely at the walls. We hear voices coming through the hallway. The other teams have arrived.

“Damn,” says Jeff. “There goes our lead.”

The tiny room fills up with people carrying ski poles and aviator helmets and birdcages.

“I’ll bet this is the most parrots that have ever been in this room,” I say to Jeff. The squawking echoes off the walls.

We spend twenty minutes or so milling around, looking at the statues, trying to find anything that looks like it might be what we’re looking for, but we’re not having any luck. It doesn’t look like anyone else is, either. Riley and Trent have some kind of shtick going about pharaohs and flapjacks; it doesn’t make any sense to me until I realize they’re quoting some movie I’ve never seen, which makes me feel old. Laura whispers something to Cassie, who says, “No, Mom, that’s dumb.” Betsy’s studying the walls very closely and making notes about the hieroglyphics, while Jason tries to engage her in a discussion about whether or not Ramses looks like their old math teacher. I’m starting to feel claustrophobic.

“Let’s go get some air,” I say to Jeff. “Who says the clue is in here, anyway?”

We walk back outside and stand looking at the giant pharaohs.

“Hey, look at this,” Jeff says. “This one has something carved on his leg. ‘Simon Ecclestone, 1820.’”

“Holy shit,” I say. “It’s graffiti. How rude. I thought people back then had better manners than that.”

Jeff and I look at each other, and we both start smiling. “That’s it,” I say. “That’s what we’re looking for.”

We scan the names carved into the statues’ legs. It only takes us a few minutes to find it. Godfrey Wire, 1819. The rest of the teams are still inside. Jeff gives me a high five.

“Okay, so what’s the keyword?” I say. “Graffiti? Or 1819?”

“Let’s go with 1819. Graffiti sounds like a guess.”

We approach Barbara, who’s standing in her glass box. She smiles icily and beckons us inside. The box is air-conditioned, and the cold air feels incredible. The cameras are running.

“Carl and Jeff,” she says. “You believe you have solved the riddle and found the keyword?”

“Yes,” I say, as solemnly as I can, given that we’re standing in an air-conditioned phone booth with a TV star in the middle of Egypt.

“And what is your answer?”

Jeff and I look at each other. “1819?” I say.

She looks at us for a long moment, her face as blank as paper. We wait for her pronouncement.

“You’re right,” she says, and Jeff lets out a whoop. “You have earned your next clue.” She hands us two envelopes, one silver, one gold; the silver one’s for now, and the gold one we have to save for later. We thank her and step out of the box onto the bright, hot sand.



FOUR

Juliet

I can’t believe how long it took us to figure out we were looking for graffiti. We were the last ones to get it, and the heat was so intense it was like a physical weight. I’ve been guzzling water ever since, but I’m still a little dizzy. I’ve always said, someday someone’s going to die on one of these shows, and that will be the end of reality TV.

I can’t stand it when we do badly on the mental games. I’m sure that when they edit the show, they’re going to try to paint us as the stupid team, the bratty child stars who grew up in la-la land and never even went to a real school, and I’d love to avoid that label. It matters how I come across. Most of these people are never going to be on TV again, once the series airs and the initial flurry of talk shows is over. But I certainly hope I will; it’s my whole reason for being here. I try to float through the game, to appear as good-natured and down-to-earth as I can. I’m aware this is a competition, and I’m as liable as anyone else to stab someone in the back in order to win, but I’ve got to be likable while I’m doing it. This is as much of an acting job as anything I’ve ever done.

As arrogant as it sounds, there’s a bit of a sense of hobnobbing with the little people, showing them how ordinary celebrities can be. Look—Juliet Jansen has to lug the ski pole around, just like everyone else! I try to keep perspective, but the fact is, my life has been different from theirs. There hasn’t really been a time in my life when I haven’t been famous. Well, famous is a relative term, and the thing about being a star when you’re a kid is that people don’t necessarily recognize you when you get older and don’t look the same. But I’ve been to the Oscars. There are whole Web sites devoted to me. I’m not bragging; it’s just the way my life is.

Dallas and I are on a plane now, on our way to Cairo for the Found Objects round. That’s the part where we have to look for whatever thing they’re going to make us carry for the rest of the game. Let’s hope this one’s not alive.

We’re the only team on the plane; everyone else caught an earlier one. We’d be in last place if it weren’t for those stewardesses. They were almost as slow as we were in figuring out the keyword thing, and then their cab broke down on the way to the airport. I tried not to look too excited when we passed them standing by the side of the road, with all their stuff spread out around them. It was pretty pathetic. So we got to the airport first, and we got a flight right away, but they’re going to have to wait another two hours. Looks like they’re the ones who’re going to get the boot. I’ll try to be sad.

“So, Lady Juliet,” says Dallas. He’s always on; it’s starting to bug me. Our camera guy isn’t even filming right now. “Shall we try to figure out this clue?” He holds up the paper. It says:

In Cairo’s nightclubs, women dance,

They spin in every corner.

Find one and you’ll find perchance

Three sparkles that adorn her.

“Well, it seems pretty straightforward. Go to a nightclub, find a dancer, get some . . . sparkles.”

“But just, like, any dancer in all of Cairo?”

“I don’t know. Maybe we should ask someone.”

There’s a guy who looks American sitting across the aisle from me. I take the clue from Dallas and lean over to him.

“Excuse me,” I say. He looks over, and I smile expansively. I wait to see if he recognizes me.

He smiles politely. “Yes?” he says. “Can I help you with something?” He has a British accent. I don’t think my show was ever on in England, but it doesn’t matter. I’ve been told I have an ethereal quality that makes people want to help me.

“I’m so sorry to bother you,” I say. “But we’re filming an American TV show.” I gesture to our cameraman, who’s perked up and begun filming again. “And we have to figure out what this clue means. Do you think you could help us?”

As I hand him the slip of paper, I twitch my lips into the tiniest of smiles, not at all flirty, just inviting him to join me in the absurdity of this situation. He smiles back; he’s happy to come along.

He reads over the clue. “Well, you know, belly dancers are very popular in Cairo,” he says. He pronounces it ‘dahncers.’ “I expect that’s what they’re referring to.”

Dallas leans over me. “Do they wear anything sparkly?” he asks. I discreetly elbow him back into his seat. This is my scene.

“I don’t suppose you have any idea where we might go to find these belly dancers?” I ask. “Not that I’m implying . . .” I trail off and laugh softly.

He laughs, too. “Well, I’ve never been myself, but . . .” He leans over and pulls a guidebook out of his seat back. He flips through the index. “Here you go,” he says.

He passes it over; I let our hands touch briefly. There’s a box on the page with a whole list of clubs and hotels that feature belly dancers.

“Oh, that’s great!” I say. “We’ll just have to write some of these down.” I make a show of patting myself down, looking for a pen.

“Oh, just rip out the page,” my new friend says. “I don’t really fancy belly dancers.”

“That’s so nice of you,” I say. I tear out the page and hand it to Dallas. “Thanks so much for your help. We’re so grateful.” I lean back into my seat and leave him with a thankful little sign-off glance.

Dallas is looking over the list. “All right,” he says happily. “Belly dancers.”

“Try to maintain your composure,” I say. “Just ask yourself, WWPSD?”

He looks at me, blank and kind of furrowed.

“What would President Scooter do?” I say. He gives me a nasty look. He hates it when I rag on President Scooter.

He’s looking at the other side of the belly dancing page. “Check this out,” he says. “There’s a place in Cairo called the Mosque of Mohammed Ali. Do you think it’s named after that boxer guy?”

I don’t answer, I just shake my head and give the camera a look, like “Can you believe this guy?” I remember one time I was in Washington, DC, for a special we did called Best Friends in the Nation’s Capital, and we drove past a sign for Chevy Chase, Maryland. I said I couldn’t believe they’d named their city after a comedian, and everyone made fun of me for a week. But I was twelve. Dallas is twenty-three.

“We’d better see some mummies,” Dallas says. “I’m gonna be pissed if we leave Egypt without seeing a mummy.”

And I think about how I can play this. Maybe we can be, not the stupid team, but the team where Dallas McKinley is an idiot and Juliet Jansen is refreshingly clever and down-to-earth but saddled with a dud of a partner. I can see the write-ups already; I can hear the jokes in Letterman’s monologue. I can make this work.

“All right, Dallas,” I say. “We’ll try to find you some mummies.” Over his head, I look at the camera and give a collusive smile. Come on, America, laugh with me. We’re in this together.



FIVE

Abby

My father, I barely remember. He left early, leaving Mama to raise the boys and me alone on the farm. And some of those winters were mighty cold.

No, just kidding. This isn’t that kind of story. See, that’s the weird thing about being on television: I could tell you anything, and you’d have to believe me. You’d have no reason not to. I’ve heard celebrities say that when you’re on TV, people think they know you; they walk right up to you and hug you, they act as if you’re their best friend, when you’ve never even met. Perhaps you’ll think you know me, but you don’t. So, no. No dusty roads, no hardscrabble winters. Just another tale of love and betrayal underneath the sun.

But for now, what you see is this: Justin and I (and our cameraman Sam and sound technician Ethan) are walking in Cairo, looking for a club that has belly dancers. This is a strange thing for us to be doing. Justin is convinced the producers added this challenge just for us, to see how the stuffy Christians would respond to scantily clad women. I tell him that scantily clad women have a long and vivid history in the world of television, and that the producers probably just wanted to have something juicy to put in their promos.

We’re a little bit lost. The city is vast and dense, and the club we picked out of our guidebook—one of the few where the book said women visitors could go without being harassed—wasn’t where it was supposed to be. Now we’re trying to hunt down a second one. Even though it’s almost midnight, the streets are full of people, even small children. The traffic is incredible; the streets are packed not only with cars and buses, but also with carts pulled by horses and donkeys. No one seems to obey the red lights, and the honking never stops. I like it, though. It’s been a long time since I’ve been in a place where life goes on so late.

I’ve always wanted to go to Egypt. In school, I loved the unit we did on Egyptian mythology, especially all the stories about what happens after you die. I remember particularly liking the story of Anubis. Anubis was the Guardian of the Necropolis, and he had the head of a jackal. Egyptians believed that after you died, you would be sent to Anubis to determine whether you deserved eternal life. To decide, he would weigh your heart against the feather of truth. If your heart was light, you would move on to the underworld and live there forever. But if it was too heavy, it would be devoured by a monster, and that would be the end of you. I learned that in the fourth grade, and it’s stuck with me ever since. That, and the fact that when the ancient Egyptians mummified people, they pulled their brains out through the nose.

We pass a line of men sitting outside a coffeehouse, smoking from tall water pipes; the rich smell of tobacco soaked in molasses fills the night. It reminds me of the cherry tobacco my dad used to smoke when I was a little girl. You wouldn’t believe how smoggy and smoke-clogged this city is; I read somewhere that breathing the air here is like smoking thirty cigarettes a day. Justin stops to look at his map.

“I think if we make a right at the next corner, we’ll be able to find this place,” he says. We walk past street vendors selling food and souvenirs and turn the corner underneath a row of billboards painted with the faces of what I assume are Egyptian film stars. One of the signs shows a man holding a gun; another shows a man and a woman kissing. I think for a moment that it would be nice to sit in a dark theater and watch a movie in a language I don’t understand. Just to sit back and let the images wash over me, to piece together the story on my own. It sounds like it would be peaceful.
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